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Do you long to experience the love of Jesus more deeply? Do you desire to reflect it more fully?
Do you hunger for the assurance of His presence, moment by moment, challenge by challenge?
Jesus says, "Are you tired? Worn out? Burned out on religion? Come to me. Get away with me
and you'll recover your life. I'll show you how to take a real rest. Walk with me and work with me--
watch how I do it. Learn the unforced rhythms of grace....Keep company with me and you'll learn
to live freely and lightly" -- Matthew 11:28-30, The Message.The stories found within these
pages will immerse you in God's love and enrich your understanding of what His love looks like,
sounds like, and feels like, in a far-too-busy world.

About the AuthorDan Graur is John and Rebecca Moores Professor in the Department of
Biology and Biochemistry at the University of Houston and Professor Emeritus of Zoology at Tel
Aviv University, Israel.
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This is my prayer-----—that your love will flourish and you will not only love much but well.—
Philippians 1:9The Women’s Devotional SeriesAmong FriendsThe Listening HeartA Gift of
LoveA Moment of PeaceClose to HomeFrom the HeartThis Quiet PlaceIn God’s GardenFabric
of FaithAlone With GodBouquets of HopeColors of GraceBeautiful in God’s EyesA Word From
HomeMorning PraiseHeaven’s WhisperGrace NotesSanctuaryLove Out
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BiographiesJanuaryLiving His PraisePraise: to express approval of (someone or
something).*Praise ye the LORD. . . . Praise him for his mighty acts: praise him according to his
excellent greatness. Ps. 150:1, 2.I will sing to the LORD all my life; I will sing praise to my God as
long as I live. Ps. 104:33, NIV.Jesus lived a life that quietly and continually praised His heavenly
Father.Since heartfelt praise, exaltation, and worship of God drew Jesus closer to His heavenly
Father, should we perhaps be more purposeful about living our lives as a continual praise?



Absolutely.Of God, King David said, “You are holy, enthroned in the praises of Israel” (Ps. 22:3,
NKJV). If, as David implies, God inhabits our praises, why do we so often forget to praise Him for
His goodness?And if we praised God not only for answered prayer, but also for hemorrhaged
vocal cords, unpredictable grandchildren, potholes in the road, broken walls and even broken
dreams, as do this month’s authors, imagine how close, how unbelievably close, God could be.*
All definitions are taken from the Merriam-Webster online dictionary.January 1The God of New
Beginnings“Jerusalem lies in ruins, and its gates have been burned with fire. Come, let us rebuild
the wall of Jerusalem, and we will no longerbe in disgrace.” Neh. 2:17, NIV.When Nehemiah,
exiled to Persia where he served as steward in the king’s palace, learned of Jerusalem’s
lamentable situation, he cried. He also fasted and sought God’s help and guidance. It seemed
that lying among the rubble of Jerusalem’s broken walls were also God’s promises for His
people along with their hopes that appeared to be destroyed.Yet God heard Nehemiah’s prayers
and showed him how to proceed with the city’s restoration and rebuilding. More important, God
reminded Nehemiah that He is the God of new beginnings. One of Nehemiah’s prayer requests
during his months’ long fast was that God would grant him favor in the eyes of the king, King
Artaxerxes. Nehemiah was asked by the king one day why he looked so pale and sad. Offering a
silent prayer for wisdom, Nehemiah carefully laid out Jerusalem’s dilemma.Not only did God
grant Nehemiah favor in the king’s eyes, but He also ordained that the king become the very
channel through which Heaven would finance the restoration project. In addition, the king gave
Nehemiah authority, despite the opposition of Israel’s enemies in the surrounding nations, to
head up the construction project. In so doing, Nehemiah was able to make secure both the city
and its rebuilt temple, God’s earthly center of worship.The work was hard, the opposition fierce.
But the wall was rebuilt. In gratitude, Nehemiah declared that all of Israel take part in a
celebration of praise (Neh. 8:2) to the God of restoration and new beginnings. He said, “The joy
of the LORD is your strength” (verse 10).Do you have any broken places, relationships, or
dreams? God can pick up the pieces and create a new beginning for you. He promises, “ ‘I will
repay you for the years the locusts have eaten’ ” (Joel 2:25, NIV). At the start of this new year,
Jesus offers restoration and will draw near to us—with hope and healing. For with God, nothing
is impossible.Believe this is a new day. A new and exciting year for you to experience with God
as never before. “Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and into his courts with praise: be
thankful unto him, and bless his name” (Ps. 100:4).Accept His restoration. His release. And have
a happy—and most blessed—new year!Maria Raimunda Lopes CostaJanuary 2A Party for
GodGive thanks to the LORD and proclaim his greatness. Let the whole world know what he has
done. Sing to him; yes, sing his praises. Tell everyone about his wonderful deeds. Exult in his
holy name.Ps. 105:1–3, NLT.Have you ever had a party for God? I know it may sound strange,
but don’t most people enjoy parties? They are times of fun, laughter, and a celebration of a life.
So having a party to celebrate God would be wonderful. When I read the verses from Psalm 105,
it seems like the psalmist is telling us to have a party for our heavenly Father.Verse 3 begins with
the word “Exult” (in the NLT) or “Glory” (in the NIV and KJV).That word “exult” or “glory” is from



the Hebrew word halal, which can mean “to make a show, to boast, to rave, to celebrate, to be
[clamorously] foolish.” So the psalmist is telling us that each day we should live a life of praise
and glory to God. We should rave about God, be boastful in our praise of Him, and even be
foolish in our praise of Him.Many know my favorite word is joy and my favorite saying is, “Don’t
let anyone steal your joy.” One way I have found to hold on to my joy each day is to begin my day
by having a party for God and to continue that party all through the day. Each day I begin my
morning devotional time with praise and thanksgiving to God. I give Him praise with psalms and
hymns. And as the day—and my party for God progresses—I continue my praise and
thanksgiving. I look for opportunities to tell someone about what God has done in my life.At the
end of my day as the party winds down, I end with a time of thanksgiving. Each evening before I
go to bed, I write down five things that God has done for me that day. I want God to know that I
love Him and thank Him for the things He has done in my life—little things and big things. And so
I fall asleep each night with praise and thanks to God on my mind.This all may sound really easy
but it’s not. There are times in my life, difficult times, when giving God praise and thanks is the
last thing I want to do, yet I find that when I look at my life, no matter the trial, there is always,
always some reason for me to praise and thank God. So try it. Have a party of praise and
thanksgiving for God and let that party go all day long. Be foolish in your praise, rave about
God’s goodness in your life. Now that’s a reason to celebrate!Heather-Dawn SmallJanuary 3A
Garment of Praise“To console those who mourn in Zion, to give them beauty for ashes, the oil of
joy for mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness; that they may be called trees
of righteousness, the planting of the LORD, that He may be glorified.” Isa. 61:3, NKJV.As soon as
the plane landed in Beira, Mozambique, I felt that something was not right. I’d had a tight
connection in Johannesburg due to a delay, and I was almost sure my bags had not made it
through. Sure enough! When I passed through the immigration and ran to the baggage claim
area, my fears were confirmed. No bags, no clothes, no nothing for five days. I was in a panic.
What would I do? Then gradually I became aware of music, songs of joy outside the airport. I
had been so upset about my situation that I had not even heard the amazing music. But as I
listened, I realized I had two choices: to praise or to complain. I decided to praise.Leaving the
airport, I joined more than one hundred women who were singing—praising God for His
blessings and thanking Him that I had arrived safely.The days ahead were full of meetings,
training, and fellowship. Did I miss my bags? Yes, at first, but I quickly learned to live without
many things. I felt comfortable and happy. The ladies brought me a capulana, a piece of cloth
that can be used in many ways. With the capulana, I survived the five days, rarely thinking about
my lost bags. I was learning that if we will allow God to dress our spirit with praise, we will begin
to sing again.The day I left Beira, my bags were waiting for me at the airport. I praised God for
bringing my things back, but I also thanked Him for teaching me to live with less. Today, when I
face the same experience (and because I travel frequently, it happens often), I remember what
God taught me in Mozambique, and my attitude changes immediately for the better. Why?
Because when God dresses our hearts with praise, we are able to sing again.Today is your day



to sing. Maybe you are not waiting for luggage or material things; perhaps you are facing
sickness, loss, or trials. Ask God to dress you with praise and help you to “give thanks in all
things.” You will discover changes in your thoughts and behavior, and you will never be the same.
This morning, and every morning, you have the choice: to praise or to complain. Choose to
praise. Choose blessings.Raquel Queiroz da Costa ArraisJanuary 4Rescuing LukeO LORD, You
preserve man and beast. How precious is Your lovingkindness, O God! Therefore the children of
men put their trust under the shadow of Your wings. Ps. 36:6, 7, NKJV.The white, blue-eyed
kitten with gray on his head sat on the church porch. The bewildered expression on his three-
month-old face suggested that someone had left him there despite the rainy downpour. I saw
him as I arrived to play the piano for choir practice. Other choir members saw him too. We spoke
kindly to him and petted him.After practice, we discussed what to do. He purred when we gave
him bowls of water, milk, and bread. What next? I couldn’t take him because the three cats I
already had wouldn’t welcome him. No one else there could take him in, either. Sadly, we bade
him goodbye.Once home, I made phone calls, putting an ad on his behalf in two local papers.
My friend Peggy suggested that I call Lorraine, a mutual friend who wasn’t in choir.Lorraine
promised, “If nobody else shows any interest by Sunday and the kitten is still there, I’ll take him
to stay with me until I can find him a home.” I prayed that the kitty would be there when she came
to church. When Lorraine saw him, she named him Luke. And she did take him home with
her.On my end of things, the person taking my advertisement at the newspaper was reluctant to
add Luke’s name to the ad when I called to renew it.“If he has a name, he’s a pet,” she
insisted.“But his humans deserted him,” I explained. “His temporary rescuer named him. She
names all the animals she takes care of. You can leave the name out if you feel you must.”“No, I’ll
go ahead and add it,” she finally agreed. After Lorraine had kept Luke for at least a month, a kind
couple read the ad and decided that they would like to have Luke. So they picked him up and
gave him a permanent home.When Luke was lost, he wasn’t sure what to do. We, too, at times in
life, may feel as if we’re lost and looking at an uncertain future. But God, who cares about the
smaller members of His creation, including sparrows (see Matt. 10:29–31), also cares about us.
All we have to do is ask Him and then trust Him the way sweet, gentle Luke put his trust in
us.Bonnie MoyersJanuary 5Anxious About NothingBe anxious for nothing. Phil. 4:6,
NKJV.Teacher’s aide had an anxiety attack today,” said Melissa, placing her backpack on the
dining table. “It wasn’t pretty.” (A recent favorite expression, she was using it whenever she could
slip it in.) Chuckling to myself, I asked her what wasn’t pretty. “Her exhibited behavior,” said
Melissa importantly. “She was really, really, really irritable and yelled at several of the kids.” I
raised an eyebrow. (Actually, it raised itself. Ever since childhood, my eyebrow tends to go up
automatically when my brain thinks a question.) Melissa noticed my eyebrow and answered my
unspoken question. “She put a bid on a condo three days ago and hasn’t heard anything. So she
can’t sleep and naturally is very anxious.”“Too bad,” I said. “Do you think her anxiety will alter the
outcome of her bid?”“Not a chance!” said Melissa, shaking her head. “That’s the reason I
reminded her of the scripture to be anxious about nothing.” Oops, I thought to myself. That may



not have gone over well. “It didn’t go over well,” said Melissa, echoing my thoughts. “She told me
to mind my own business and said that scripture doesn’t apply to this situation because there
are some things that are perfectly acceptable to be anxious about.” Melissa paused, chin in
hand, and then asked, “What things are perfectly acceptable to be anxious about?” (I knew
“perfectly acceptable” would be showing up again in conversation!)“I believe the text means
exactly what it says,” I commented. “Be anxious for nothing.” We discussed the difference
between problem solving, evaluating options, making the best choice one can make at the
moment with the knowledge and experience one possesses, and then letting it go—versus
becoming embroiled in anxiety. “Anxiety triggers the brain to become irritable and to focus its
attention and energy toward lower portions of the central nervous system,” I explained. “Toward
the brain stem, for example, that houses the stress response of fight-or-flight. Brain-function
research has shown the negative impact anxiety can have on your brain, immune system, overall
health, and exhibited behaviors. Be anxious for nothing!”“Oh!” exclaimed Melissa. “So since the
teacher’s aide couldn’t run away from school, she got irritable and yelled instead.” Do you
believe it is OK to be anxious? Think again.Arlene R. TaylorJanuary 6My Best FriendA friend
loveth at all times. Prov.17:17.Through the years, I have been blessed with many friends. All are
treasures and have a special place in my heart. However, my friends of fifty or more years with
whom I have kept in touch, even when we live far apart, are extra special. Three couples whom
my late husband and I have known since their and my childbearing years fit that category. The
eight of us knew what it was like to live from payday to payday and still have fun together while
raising and educating our children. My husband’s passing in 2010 left only seven in our special
group. These friends nurtured and supported me during that difficult time. Within a month of my
husband’s death, I had a birthday. Since these friends live about forty miles from my present
home, the women wanted to get together to celebrate. My birthday gift from the three of them
was a granite stone shaped like a brick and engraved with these words: “Friends forever.”One of
my most recent friends has become my very best friend. In fact, he will soon become my
husband. Aren’t you glad God created us as social creatures needing relationships to enrich our
lives? With friends we can laugh, cry, agree, disagree (though still be friends), worship, play, and
work, while further bonding our relationships.The Bible has a lot to say about relationships. The
stories of David and Jonathan, Mary and Elizabeth, and Paul’s friendship with Silas all illustrate
the joys of friendship.As dear as our friendships are, there is one that stands out high above the
rest. That is our friendship with Jesus. His greatest desire is to be our very best and forever
Friend. He promises to never leave us nor forsake us. He is a Friend that sticks closer than a
brother. Jesus will never break our relationship. No matter where we live, what we do, or how
good or bad we are, He will be there with us.Jesus is always available to talk to any time we
choose. We can get angry with Him, turn our backs on Him, and refuse to have anything to do
with Him. Yet He will not turn away from us unless we tell Him to do so. Any time we want to get
back in a relationship with Him, He welcomes us with open arms. He is truly the Friend who
“loveth at all times.” How I praise Him! With a Friend like that, what more could we ask?Marian M.



Hart-GayJanuary 7Snow That LiesHe was a murderer from the beginning, and abode not in the
truth, because there is no truth in him. When he speaketh a lie, he speaketh of his own: for he is
a liar, and the father of it. John 8:44.I awoke today to a lovely sight—large, fluffy snowflakes
floating past my bedroom window, covering roof, trees, and lawn in glistening white. Snowfall in
the Pacific Northwest is not like the deep drifts of the Midwest and Northeast. Yet our snow here
in the San Juan Islands can be quite deep for several days or weeks and then be gone within
twenty-fours hours, leaving not a trace.Beautiful snow can sometimes be deceptive. Beneath its
lovely white blanket lie the lifeless remains of last summer’s beautiful leaves, flowers, and grass.
In reality, snow is cold, unforgiving, and possibly dangerous to health, life, and limb. Just a year
ago, right here on Fidalgo Island, a poor inebriated local, Jim, stumbled into a snow drift, fell,
and died there.The deceptive aspect of snow reminds me of our enemy’s promises that can also
appear, sound, and feel beautiful, intriguing, and safe. But the enemy is a liar. Believing his
deceptive promises leads to physical and mental agony and eternal death.Some think our
beloved heavenly Father’s promises are dull and uninteresting. Next to the glowing promises of
the evil one, they often seem so bland. God’s promises are based on His love, His creatorship,
and His knowing what will make us happy in the long run. Our eternal good and happiness is His
goal for us. Trusting His promises involves our obedience to His law of love. Trust and obedience
will result in better health, a more fulfilling lifestyle, an abiding contentment in Him, and eternal
life.God’s Word states that He, the Creator of the universe, cannot lie. He is truth and purity
personified. His many promises include the forgiveness of our sins. Even if they be “as scarlet,
they shall be as white as snow” (Isa. 1:18). Snow that doesn’t lie, that is. A cause for praise!
Beloved heavenly Father, may I always choose Your promises over the lies of the enemy. Thank
You for loving me and wanting to share eternity with me. Thank You for giving us guidance in
Your Word that promises eternity with You and life, health, and joy forever. In Jesus’ name, I pray.
Amen.Darlenejoan McKibbin RhineJanuary 8Your Time to Make It RightDavid pleaded with God
for the child. He fasted and spent the nights lying in sackcloth on the ground. 2 Sam. 12:16,
NIV.“Go and tell Hezekiah, ‘This is what the LORD, the God of your father David, says: I have
heard your prayer and seen your tears; I will add fifteen years to your life.’ ” Isa. 38:5, NIV.Daddy, I
don’t want to talk to Mom; she always loves and cares for people who take advantage of her,”
said the girl.“Your mom is a beautiful lady; her heart cares and loves. Compelling her not to do
this is like telling her to stop her heart from beating. She is going to be miserable if you take this
freedom from her,” replied her father.After a week of not talking to her mother, the girl dreamt her
mother died. No, Jesus, I am not ready to see her go; please don’t let her die! I promise You I will
never avoid her phone calls again, cried the girl. Falling at God’s feet in the dream, she cried, I
promise I will never stop her from doing the right thing. Please let this be only a dream. And it
was. Never before had her prayers been answered so quickly. Very early that morning, her phone
call awoke her mom.Yet the dream about her mother’s death kept haunting the girl. Three
months after this dream, her mom fell and broke her arm. The doctors said she might not be able
to use her arm again. Lord, why did You let this happen to such a kind and loving person? asked



the girl. Soon the painful experience was over and her mother was able to use her arm again. Yet
not much more time passed before her mother was diagnosed with cancer. The daughter fasted
and prayed, like King David, for God to heal her family member. She asked God to give her sixty-
five-year-old mother fifteen more years of life, as He had given King Hezekiah in the Bible. Yet
just four months after the dream and after having asked her mother for forgiveness, her mother
passed away.Hearing this story, I wondered, How much time do I need to make it right with my
friends, my family, and my heavenly Father? How much time do you and I have? We must each
make choices right now. Praise God that He can give us the courage, strength, and time we
need in order to make things right with others and with Him before it is too late.Suhana Benny
Prasad ChikatlaJanuary 9A Living Connection With Our SaviorThe LORD shall make bright
clouds, and give them showers of rain. Zech. 10:1.He will cause to come down . . . the rain, the
former rain,and the latter rain. Joel 2:23.What are many of us praying for? For a living connection
with our Savior, right? We do so as we worship, praise, pray, fellowship, and witness wherever
we are. I’ve been thinking about what this living connection looks like in everyday life. My friend
helps me better understand, for my friend tries to live every moment in connection with Christ.
For example, every day when my friend takes her shower, she uses this time as an opportunity
to sing hymns that praise and magnify God. Sometimes she composes songs to glorify
Him.Once, when my friend looked out of her kitchen window, she saw the shape of a lamb in the
bright clouds of the sky. She felt it was God’s reminder to her that the Lamb who was “slain from
the foundation of the world” (Rev. 13:8) was coming some day soon to take her home.
Sometimes my friend reminds God that she has laundry hanging out to dry—just in case it’s
within His will to hold back the rain until she can get her clean, dry laundry back into the house.
My friend tells me that sometimes she prays not only for the rain that waters our soil but also for
an outpouring of the latter rain. She is well acquainted with this text: “Be patient therefore,
brethren, unto the coming of the Lord. Behold, the husbandman waiteth for the precious fruit of
the earth, and hath long patience for it, until he receive the early and latter rain” (James
5:7).Recently, I’ve been thinking about how my relationship with Christ relates to His promised
latter rain. When I see a rainstorm washing over the earth, I remember that God wants to cleanse
me as well through His indwelling Spirit. I recall His admonition: “Repent ye therefore, and be
converted, that your sins may be blotted out, when the times of refreshing shall come from the
presence of the Lord. And he shall send Jesus Christ” (Acts 3:19, 20).Through our daily
connection with Him, Jesus sends us the early rain—through His Holy Spirit—in order to
prepare us to grow into His character. As He enables us, through His mercy and grace, to die
daily to self, He makes us more and more like Him (see Gal. 2:20).Now is the time to draw close
to Jesus. Now is the time to open our hearts to the early rain so what we can praise Him and
serve Him more fully during the time of the latter rain.Yan Siew GhiangJanuary 10Will You Be My
Best Friend?So the LORD must wait for you to come to him so he can show you his love and
compassion. Isa. 30:18, NLT.From the backseat of the car, I heard a little voice say, “Grandma,
will you be my best friend?” Oh, how those words touched my heart. Griffey already held a



special place in my heart. Grandsons as well as granddaughters always do.It had been several
months since I had been to Denver to visit my daughter and her family. How big my grandson,
Griffey, had grown! At three years of age, it’s amazing how quickly they go and grow through
various stages! What amazed me equally was how well he could communicate already. To say
we enjoyed our time together would be an understatement. We laughed and hugged and read
books and drove fire trucks and snuggled. Oh, how I love being a grandma! But when I heard
him ask, “Will you be my best friend?” something in my heart absolutely melted. I replied, “Yes,”
while at the same time choking back tears of joy. I want to always be his best friend. I want to
enjoy time with him and share life with him as he grows.If we are so moved by tender moments
like these, just think how God feels when we ask Him to be our “best Friend.” There He is waiting
for us. His Word tells us, “So the LORD must wait for you to come to him so he can show you his
love and compassion” (Isa. 30:18, NLT). Just imagine the One who created the heavens and the
earth waiting for us to come to Him, asking Him to be our best Friend, our Life, our Protector, and
our Salvation. I want to share my life with Him; the One who created me and knows me better
than I know myself . . . the One who says, “I am waiting for you. Will you be My best
friend?”When it was time to depart Denver for my trip back to Minnesota, I was sad to separate
from my little Griffey, but I knew that I would leave a piece of my heart there with him. In fact, I
would also carry him back home in my heart. As I got in the car to go to the airport, I hugged him
and asked him, “Will you always be my best friend?” His coy little smile and sparkling eyes told
me he and I would always have a special bond.That is how I want my relationship to be with
Yahweh. Always special! Always precious! Always joyful! Always trusting! Never lost!Candace
ZookJanuary 11“Well Done”His lord said unto him, Well done, good and faithful servant; thou
hast been faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many things: enter thou into the
joy of thy lord. Matt. 25:23.She seemed an unlikely candidate for favorite aunt. Aunt Florence
was plagued with health problems from birth. She struggled with impaired vision, hearing, and
intellectual capacity. Kidney troubles often caused her legs to swell. She also had an overbite of
truly majestic proportions. Possessed of seemingly few “talents,” Aunt Florence was still capable
enough to be left in charge of my siblings and me when we were children.My two sisters and I
spent summer vacations at our grandparents’ home in the small town of Antigo, Wisconsin.
Living in their upstairs bedroom, Aunt Florence was available to take us children to magical
places every afternoon. We’d walk—for what seemed like miles—to the abandoned train station,
the water-filled foundation of a house long gone, the neighborhood park, or to the corner store
for popsicles to cool us down in the summer heat. Our aunt knew names of bugs and birds and
could whistle most local bird songs.Indoors, Aunt Florence could always talk us into playing a
game or listening to a story. We enjoyed curling up on her bed to hear tales of mission lands,
even after our own reading skills had surpassed hers and we had, at times, to pronounce an
unfamiliar word for her.We slept in her upstairs bedroom, telling stories in the dark or sharing
dreams we would never admit to our parents. Every morning, we’d see her roll out of bed and
onto her knees. Her prayers were audible if you listened closely. She lifted each one of her family



members up to the throne of grace, praying for our happiness, well-being, and salvation. Her
prayers intensified as we grew older, our lives more complicated, our mistakes carrying bigger
consequences. Her days ended as they began. On her knees. She praised God for the
unshakeable certainty of the return of our Savior when she would hear Him say, “Well
done.”Daily I treasure my legacy from Aunt Florence, a love and devotion I now carry on behalf
of my own nieces and nephews that regularly send me to my knees. Whenever I am tempted to
be less than a “good and faithful servant,” I thank God for my memories of Aunt Florence—and
am inspired.Vicki MellishJanuary 12Grooved Road AheadWeeping may endure for a night, but
joy cometh in the morning.Ps. 30:5.We usually read the sign “Grooved Road Ahead” with gritted
teeth. This sign indicates that the traffic will be slow and the road will become bumpy and
hazardous with our wheels pulling this way and that on the uneven surface. Yellow cones lining
the roadway remind us that most of the road work will be accomplished during the dark of night,
but how we wish for it to be over! How we wish for smooth roads right now!A few days later as
we merge onto the newly resurfaced highway, we notice the difference. There may be no sign
proclaiming, “Hey, You Got Your Wish!” or “Thank a Construction Worker for Smoothing Out the
Grooves!” but the misery is over. Memories of previous irritation about bumpy, grooved roads
fade as we enjoy our comfortable new ride.Spiritually speaking, do we not sometimes become
impatient with the “grooved roads” in our own life journeys, those trials that irritate us? The
annoyances that make us wonder, Why me? We want to scream out, “When will these trials
pass? When will our smooth roads return?” We want to enjoy an easy, pleasant ride, forgetting
that before the comfort must come the “road work” to refine our characters.First, a section of
road (that’s us) is selected and marked off for repair and resurfacing. As with those who work on
road surfaces, the Holy Spirit digs deep to remove the old layers. That can hurt! This removal
process exposes damage caused by the frigid storms and torrid heat of life experiences. It even
exposes damage resulting from our secret sins. The Holy Spirit is constantly at work on our
characters, digging, grooving, examining, and preparing us for the new foundation and surface.
Yet I am grateful to God for the heated and pressure-placed “asphalt”—those fiery trials of our
faith—that repeatedly bring us to the foot of the cross. I am willing to tolerate the grooved roads
in my town because I know that, in time, I will enjoy smooth new roads. May God heal my
impatience during my character reconstruction as well.Lord, give me the patience to wait,
knowing that You are working in my life, and that the job is far from finished. Help me to have
faith that You’re leading, even when the road is bumpy. Help me to remember that after dark
nights of reconstruction, joy comes in the morning.Annette Walwyn MichaelJanuary 13Another
Time in the Bus“When the Son of Man comes, will he find faith on the earth?”Luke 18:8,
NIV.Once more I was in a bus with the long eight hours ahead of me before getting to the city in
which I worked. I was returning from a holiday during which my husband and I stayed in the
home of some friends. It was very good to see them again and wonderful to spend some time in
my home in Brazil. But now it was time to come back to Vitória da Conquista.Soon after we got
onto the bus, I noticed that the seat by my side was already occupied. Looking sideways, I saw a



tall, strong boy. I thought, How will I pass the night near this fellow? The truth is that I judged the
boy wrongly because to me he seemed very scary looking.One hour into the trip, the bus had a
problem, and we had to stop in the Federal Police area to wait for another bus. I was sleeping
while we waited for the other bus. Two hours later, the other bus came. We climbed into the new
bus and found our seats. I worried about the delay because I would have to begin work at seven
the next morning. I started to talk to my seatmate. At first, we talked about our respective
professions, the environment, religion, and lastly, about our spiritual experience. I was impressed
with the boy’s spiritual journey, conflicts, and sincerity. He took his relationship with God
seriously, thought about his errors, and looked for divine guidance. He was a wandering sheep
wanting to find the Shepherd’s fold. I was surprised to find myself talking to a son of God who
was still looking for Him.I shared a little of my own return to the Lord with the young man and
encouraged him not to give up. At the end of our conversation, he thanked me and said that I
had helped him.However, I felt as if I was the one blessed. Once more God reminded me that He
can find faith in the most unexpected hearts. I silently praised God for the reminder that His
sheep are all around us and we must be mindful of that. I also asked forgiveness for being
judgmental, as I’d drawn conclusions about my seatmate based on his appearance.The next
morning, I disembarked before the final bus stop. My young seatmate was sleeping and I did not
want to wake him up. While retrieving my bag, I asked God to continue guiding that boy—and
others—to the safety of the sheepfold, toward rest and peace. And I thanked Him for being
always so willing to do so.Iani Dias Lauer-LeiteJanuary 14Trusting God in Times of TroubleEven
though I walk through the darkest valley, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your rod and your
staff, they comfort me. Ps. 23:4, NIV.A number of years ago, we fell into dire financial straits
when my husband lost his job. Emotional and financial turmoil resulted. To be honest, I felt as
though life had spiraled down and there was no escaping this dark valley of despair. All around
us seemed dark and dismal. I felt friendless, hopeless, and distressed because I felt no one
understood our plight. Our daughter was a freshman in college; our son was a freshman in high
school, and they both had needs. How could we maintain our children in church school under
such financial constraints?Often we read familiar Bible passages, such as Psalm 23, but we do
not stop to interpret every verse. There are times in our lives when we face obstacles that we
think are not surmountable, and we cry out to God for help. It is during these times that passages
like today’s scripture become our greatest help. I do believe that anyone who calls upon the
name of the Lord will be rescued despite much weeping and supplication. Jesus is always the
answer, but how often we fail to call upon Him when we are in the dark valley of despair. During
our family’s difficult time, God’s still, small voice often impressed me to fast and pray. I would
experience renewed strength and the reassurance that He would never leave or forsake us.Then
our electric bill came due and there was no money to pay it. I told no one, except the One who
owns the cattle upon a thousand hills. I prayed, “Oh God, please have mercy! Send help so the
utilities will not be disconnected.” I went to the Bible where God reminded me that “ ‘Before they
call I will answer; while they are still speaking I will hear’ ” (Isa. 65:24, NIV).Sometime during this



time of uncertainty, I went to the mailbox one day as usual. I opened an unexpected letter from
my father who lived one thousand miles away. He had written, “I was impressed to go to the bank
and withdraw some money to send you. It is enclosed.”Five hundred dollars! I had not asked for
money or even complained about our needs. Yet God saw my need and, long before I called, He
provided what we needed. The five hundred dollars paid the utility bill and bought groceries for
our family. How we praised Him!Trust the Lord when you’re in the dark valley of despair. He has
all the solutions.Eveythe Kennedy CargillJanuary 15The Ultimate ProtectorFor God has not
given us a spirit of fear, but of power and of love and of a sound mind. 2 Tim. 1:7, NKJV.Have you
ever experienced the feeling of personal violation? Three weeks ago, I did, my home was
burglarized. A thief had broken in via the kitchen window. That evening, as soon as I walked
through the front door, I realized that an uninvited, unwelcome intruder had invaded my family’s
personal space and ransacked our belongings. A plethora of strong emotions flooded over me.I
called the police and my insurance company. During the days that followed, I took immediate
steps to make the house more secure. I had the front entrance door lock checked and adjusted. I
replaced the back door with a metal door that had two locks. I replaced the kitchen window and
put an additional bolt onto the door leading to the porch. I added two latches to the exit door on
the porch and installed two alarms on the entrance and exit points. I was on a mission to prevent
any future invasion. In spite of all I’ve done to secure my house, I’m still a bit nervous here, being
again at home this first weekend after the invasion.This morning, while having my personal
devotions, I heard some noises downstairs and hurried to investigate. I discovered it was the
“Hymns and Favorites” Internet radio station I’d turned on last night before I went to bed.
Evidently, the computer had rebooted itself sometime during the night, stopping the music. I
found the Web site and restarted the radio. The song being played was a prayer asking God for
the protection that is found only in His loving arms, where there is no reason to fear.Wow! What
reassurance! my mind exulted. Aloud, I shouted, “I hear You, Father. Thank You, Jesus!” Isn’t it
amazing how, when we pray and praise, God speaks to our current situation and takes away our
fears—sometimes as soon as the disturbing thoughts surface, if not even before? Satan seeks
to keep God’s children in a state of fear, but we needn’t fear because we are covered by our Lord
Jesus. God has “not given us a spirit of fear” but rather He’s given us His power, love, and a
sound mind. God has a plan for each of us, and He allows into our lives only those things that
shape us into the people He wants us to become in order to fulfill His purpose.Florence E.
CallenderJanuary 16Led by a ChildA little child shall lead them. Isa. 11:6.Ethiopian Adventist
College is situated just about thirty kilometers away from Lake Langano in the beautiful
Ethiopian Rift Valley. Every now and then, we missionary families were able to spend a weekend
there to enjoy its beauty, relax, and spend quiet time with the Lord.One weekend, we teachers,
with our college students, were able to attend a retreat at this beautiful place. The students and
teachers alike enjoyed the Friday evening vespers program and a good night’s sleep. However,
very early Sabbath morning, before six, we heard footsteps running toward our tent. Then we
heard the sound of beating on the tent next to ours, which was occupied by Amarech, our



family’s helper. Emerging from our tent, we saw students trying to put out a fire that was
destroying her adjacent tent. Quickly, my husband darted into what was left of Amarech’s tent to
turn off the gas tank she’d been using to cook breakfast.“Why was your tent on fire?” we asked
Amarech after the fire was finally extinguished. She told us she’d been cooking inside the tent
and had decided to make a quick visit to the restroom. However, she’d left the flame on the stove
burning.“And I think I left a plastic plate too near the stove,” she added. “It must have ignited and
burned quickly. The tent was already halfway burned down when I got back.” Her trembling voice
betrayed fear of whatever consequences she might incur as a result of her carelessness.
Everybody in our family ate breakfast in silence. Then our eldest son, Jojie, who was only about
four years of age at that time, broke the silence.“Mom? Dad? What are you going to do with
Amarech? Are you going to fire her? You know she has been a very good worker. True, she
made a big mistake this morning, but everybody makes mistakes.” My husband and I exchanged
glances, feeling moved by the forgiving spirit of our little boy. Of course, we had thought some
consequence would be appropriate. Yet, after the informal mediation of a little child, we were
sure that the only thing we could do was to forgive our helper—as God accepts the mediation of
our Savior.Amarech was forever grateful, remaining our loyal worker until we left Ethiopia years
later. I praise God for using simple things, like a child, that remind us to love as He
does.Forsythia Catane GalgaoJanuary 17How Much Clearer Could It Be?“With God all things
are possible.” Matt. 19:26, NIV.For several years, I had been e-mailing back and forth with
Jennifer, a young single mom in Africa. She was hoping to better her life with a career she would
enjoy and also be able to support her children and herself. We often prayed together. She was
finally able to get into a teacher’s college where she could fulfill her dreams.Jennifer arranged for
her children to go live with her mother during the school year so she could both study and work
hard to pay her tuition. Then last year Jennifer indicated she was short some funds in order to
finish out the school year. Since her financial need was not a large sum, my husband and I were
able to wire the needed funds to her school. She was so grateful for our help, and we all hoped
she would be able to get through the second year on her own.Then another e-mail arrived in
which Jennifer told me she needed a bit more financial aid before she could take her exams.
Normally, we would have been able to wire the funds to her, but we had had some unexpected
expenses and were low on money ourselves. We let her know why we were unable to help her.
She said she understood and would continue to hold us up in prayer that we would be able to
meet our own financial obligations. She was not just thinking of herself but of us as well.One
morning, as my husband and I were talking about Jennifer’s financial needs, I felt impressed to
pray that if it were God’s will that we help her, then would He please make that very clear to us
that very day. Our mail usually arrives late in the afternoon, but that day it came right after lunch.
As we went through the mail, there were two checks that we were not expecting at all. One was
for a very small amount, but the other one was in the exact amount that Jennifer needed for her
school account in order to take her exams. My husband and I looked at each other with tears in
our eyes. We were speechless for a moment, and then we both agreed that it could not be any



clearer that God had answered our prayers in a marked way. We went to the bank as soon as we
could and wired the funds to Jennifer’s school. Her need was greater than ours.Though we were
not able to help Jennifer, God was. With Him all things are possible. With gratitude, we glorify
Him for answering our prayers for her—and in such a remarkable way!Anna May Radke
WatersJanuary 18Touch Not My AnointedMy help cometh from the LORD, which made heaven
and earth. He will not suffer thy foot to be moved. . . . The LORD shall preserve thee from all evil:
he shall preserve thy soul. The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this
time forth, and even for evermore.Ps. 121:2, 3, 6–8.Years ago, I worked for a well-known
armored car company in the Los Angeles area. In less than a year, the branch manager
unexpectedly promoted me to cash vault/money room manager. My prayerful acceptance of the
new position made me the only black and female manager at the company, though I was only in
my twenties. I had recently come up with a successful solution to a major supervisor-caused
problem. My superior noticed. I worked hard managing the money and doing billing not only for
the cash vault but also for the coin room. This latter responsibility, however, irked the previous
coin room manager, who began to plot my downfall, making my life miserable. By the grace of
God, I always kept a cool head and refused to acknowledge negative attitudes directed at me.
Often I felt like a sheep surrounded by wolves. I began each day with prayer. In a predominantly
male business, I sometimes retreated to the women’s restroom to have a cry, to pray, and to let
the Lord put a calm smile back on my face.One day Rex,* one of the managers, called me into a
meeting. In front of a room packed with the other managers, he began firing off reasons why I
was “not right for the position.” The Holy Spirit gave me a strong response for each of Rex’s
accusations. At the end of the meeting, the branch manager blasted the other managers for
wasting everyone’s time and “acting like children,” as he put it. “Our banking—and I—are very
pleased with Sherilyn’s work and have no complaints,” he affirmed. Though hurt over the lies, I
was grateful for the outcome, even though the men’s disappointment increased their cruel
treatment. Daily I asked God to move on my behalf. I praised Him, by faith, for doing so. I knew
Satan could not remove me, unless God allowed it.Arriving at work one morning, I spotted a
large sign, posted at the entrance and saying that Rex was no longer an employee nor allowed
on the premises. Soon after, I learned the other most offensive manager had been transferred to
another location. I worked in peace for three more years until leaving for a better paying position
with the Federal Reserve. The Bible says, “Touch not mine anointed” (Ps. 105:15). During any
difficulty in life, God has your back too.Sherilyn R. Flowers* Not his real name.January 19I Will
Get HomeFor You formed my inward parts; You covered me in my mother’s womb. I will praise
You, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.Ps. 139:13, 14, NKJV.There is an old song that has
echoed in my head to an increasing degree lately.It is in one of the genres that over many years
has been labeled as Negro Spirituals. It comes out of the slave experience. Its repeated verse
says, “Sometimes I feel like a motherless child a long way from home.”It is a lament, for sure, and
at times sounds like a dirge. Its minor key and solemn lyrics take me to a place of sadness, loss,
and despair. At least, I have thought for many years that I traveled to that place called despair on



the wings of that song.Many women have taken that trip.Then, more recently, I realized that the
truth was just the opposite. For it was this song that sparked the recognition that I was about to
sink to a low place. It was a warning and corrective. It said to me that I was about to allow life to
beat me down and cause me to forget who and whose I am. It was my wake-up call. It was a
lecture in reality.For you see, the collection of Negro spirituals uses messages conceived and
sung on multiple levels to communicate hope and give direction. That is, their overt messages
were not their true meanings.Often the words of these songs were the antitheses of their true
messages. These seemingly simple songs were musical parables meant to give hope while
sounding hopeless.“Sometimes I feel like a motherless child a long way from home” really says
to me, “Although it looks to you that I have no origin, no roots, and no place, I actually have a rich
origin, the image of God, and a marvelous home a long way—physically and mentally—from this
place of suffering.”It says my confident hope is to get back there some day.We all have a home a
long way from here; and the hope of every child of God is to get back there soon.Another song
reminds that if we are faithful, we will get there someday.Ella Louise Smith SimmonsJanuary
20The Determined DipperBecause the Sovereign LORD helps me, I will not be disgraced.
Therefore, I have set my face like a stone, determined to do his will.Isa. 50:7, NLT.Summer was
waning. The occasional oaks were shedding rusty brown leaves under the canopy of towering
evergreens. Our recreational vehicle was parked in a quiet nook at the end of the campground.
With the pungent smell of pines and willows and the soothing, rippling music of the nearby
Feather River, my husband and I felt enveloped in God’s peace. Surrounding us were the mini-
mountains of tailings left from California’s gold rush of 1849. The river had produced vast
quantities of gold for those long-ago miners, but the gold I was taking home cannot be measured
in dollars and cents. It came from the rugged determination of a little bird.One morning on my
walk upriver through the campground, I ventured out on a ledge looking out over quite a stretch
of the river. A small slate-gray bird caught my eye. It was a water ouzel, also known as the
American dipper. Fascinated, I watched it. Constant deep-knee bends kept its body in perpetual
motion even as the crashing waves it was facing threatened to topple it (from appearances, at
least). In spite of the splashing foam rolling over it, the little bird held tenaciously to the slippery
rock. In fact, it seemed that it appeared to enjoy the surrounding torrents of water. I watched the
dipper periodically dive to the sandy bottom of the cold river in search of hidden aquatic insect
larvae. Despite its repeated attempts, only once did I see it come up with a small sticklike worm
in its mouth. These meager results, however, did not deter the bird from its constant search for
food.I discovered God had provided an amazing array of help for this unique creature: scaly
nose plugs, strong claws, dense plumage, special eyelids to protect against spraying water, and
an oil gland to waterproof its feathers. How can I not praise Him for providing what I need too?As
a great-grandmother of four, I realize the strength of my youth is waning. But the rugged
determination of this little bird has inspired me. With God’s help, I, too, am determined to use all
the talents God has given me to draw others closer to Him. In the remaining years I have left, I
have set my face as a stone, “determined to do his will” with all my strength, and to help hasten



my Sovereign Lord’s return. Will you do the same?Donna Lee SharpJanuary 21The Biggest
“Aha!” Moment of My LifeCommit your way to the LORD; trust in him. Ps. 37:5, NIV.These past
few years I have found myself face to face with many trials and tribulations—financial, emotional,
and personal. I’ve been cheated in business transactions, lost a large amount of money to
someone close to me who never paid me back and doesn’t even speak to me anymore. I’ve
experienced remarriage, the devastating death of my mother, and depression. The last two
straws breaking the proverbial camel’s back were when our cabinet maker suddenly died—just
after I’d paid and contracted with him to do a huge job. This was followed by bad decisions from
inexperienced and unprofessional workers.During all of these crises, I’ve often thought, Why is
all this happening to me when life was so good before and things were so plentiful? I had a
fantastic career and a great personal life with no major problems in it. Suddenly, my life has
turned into one disaster after another! Why? Especially when I’ve always been a kind person
and successful in business. In addition, I’m ethical, honest, and smart. Though I am trained to
quickly understand challenges and make decisions to effectively deal with them, why am I now
suddenly feeling so helpless? The challenges I currently face I can neither avoid nor solve!Such
thoughts brought about worry, sleep loss, and episodes of weeping as I rehearsed my feelings of
hurt, anger, and hopelessness. I felt at peace neither with the world nor with myself. How unlike
the lyrics of a song I know that promises peace even if the world falls apart.As I was talking to
God one day about all my woes, He gave me an “Aha!” moment. He showed me that I had been
trying to take control of everything in my life instead of allowing Him to be in charge. He
impressed me that allowing Him to take control would roll the burdens off my shoulders. He
would carry them for me! So I have asked Him to help me trust Him to be in control. I truly want
to commit my way to the Lord and trust in Him. I want my life to praise Him, especially when I
realize how very much He loves me and has a tremendous purpose for my life. Otherwise, He
wouldn’t have borne with me so long.Thank You, God, for not giving up on me until I understood
that it is actually my lack of faith that has not given me the internal peace that only a total
surrender to You can achieve!Joelcira F. Müller-CavedonJanuary 22Letting Go and Letting
God“So then, do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself. Today has
enough trouble of its own.” Matt. 6:34, NET.I’m a very independent woman! I don’t like asking for
help. I’m more than willing to help others, but I don’t ask for help! Recently, though, I’ve been
quite handicapped.I was on my way to the island of Samoa, via Auckland, to minister to the
women there when I fell at the airport and fractured my right shoulder, although I didn’t know that
at the time.Even as I lay on the floor in the terminal in Auckland, I refused help and wanted to
stand up on my own! But I had to accept help from people who saw me fall and ran toward me—
as I was unable to get up.The pain was absolutely excruciating.To make a long story short, I
continued on my way to do my talks in Samoa, since the paramedics didn’t think anything
serious was wrong with me. I certainly wasn’t screaming in pain! I don’t know about you, but
when I gave birth to my two children, not a sound came out of me, so why would this be any
different?When I got back to Sydney, however, I learned I had a fractured shoulder! I felt as if a



big burden had been lifted off me. I wasn’t just imagining the pain! Something was very wrong!
Since then I’ve learned to rely on my husband to help me shower, dry, and dress myself! My
daughter drives me to the doctor; my fellow women’s ministries leaders bring me food. Friends
help clean the house and do other chores.At first it was very hard, I have to admit, to accept all
that help. Yet I’ve come to understand that we need each other, and I really appreciate the love
I’m receiving.At first, I worried about how I was going to do the simple things in life, such as take
a shower. But I’ve learned a lot about humility as I’d never experienced it before. To be
dependent on others for all things isn’t easy, but it has taught me that I not only need them, but I
need God even more than ever before.And finally, I’m learning to let go of my independence and
let God be the One in charge of my life.Erna JohnsonJanuary 23The Divine Listener“All those
the Father gives me will come to me, and whoever comes to me I will never drive away.” John
6:37, NIV.One day, I heard three young boys talking. “I’m having problems with my parents,” said
one of them.“What does that have to do with us?” asked another.“Yeah,” replied the third, “your
parents are your problem, not ours.” The first young man, crestfallen, ended the
conversation.Have you ever sought a sympathetic ear only to be shut out? After witnessing this
exchange, I asked myself, “What would have happened if Christ had responded to people as did
these two ‘friends,’ closing the door on someone in need of compassion?” How would we react if
we were to tell God our problems and He ignored us and turned away from us, leaving us to
suffer alone with our pain and uncertainty? Thanks to His great mercy, He does not do that. He
says that if we know how to give the best to our children, He does much more for us (Matt. 7:11),
and that includes listening to the problems we bring to Him. He also said that even if a mother
forgets her children, He will never forget us (Isa. 49:15).During His time on earth, Christ listened
to problems shared by all manner of people: the tale of woe from the woman with the flow of
blood, the confession of the tax collector Zacchaeus, the pleas of parents for demon-possessed
children. He listened to little children themselves and to fishermen complaining about a bad
night of fishing. He even listened to the thief on the cross.Christ’s mission here on earth was to
reconnect the fallen human race with its Creator, reestablishing the bonds of love that had been
broken. That is why He always listened attentively to each request and every cry. He supplied
the needs of each person that approached Him and pointed them to His heavenly Father.And
still today the Divine Listener never shuts His ear to anyone. He is freely available to listen to us
twenty-four hours a day. Let’s give praise for the fact that unlike some phone numbers we dial,
His number is never busy or “out of the area.” After listening to our prayers, He will share
guidance, comfort, and encouragement. May we also have for others the listening heart of
Jesus.Carmen Virgínia dos Santos PauloJanuary 24Heavenly BlessingsAnd it shall come to
pass, that before they call, I will answer; and while they are yet speaking, I will hear. Isa. 65:24.It
seemed so small at the time that it happened. But at the end of the day as I reflected on how
good my God is, I realized the miracle that God blessed me with that day.I had awakened early. I
ran out of my home without breakfast to a full day of seeing patients for six hours without a
break. At about 11:30 A.M., I was seeing a patient but felt a little sweaty and light-headed. My



sugar level was dropping. I needed a break and some food. My next patient, Dolores, brought
me a gift in a little bowl—grape salad!Before I could even ask my God, He had provided a
healthy snack through Dolores. I was so thankful to her and to God. She wanted me to eat it
while she told me what had been going on with her. I was grateful and complied. It was delicious
and just what I needed to get me through the next few hours!God promises to provide for our
needs in every area of our lives (Phil. 4:19). Watch for the little heavenly blessings that come
your way. If things are tough financially, you may find an unexpected envelope in the mail or your
bills may appear less than they normally are. Someone at church may invite you to a potluck,
which will save you money with groceries. If you are down emotionally, there likely is someone
feeling worse than you. Look for that person. In blessing others you will be blessed yourself. Are
you suffering from a physical ailment? God is still the Great Physician. He will either lead you to a
physician who can help you with the correct diagnosis and treatment or He may choose to heal
you. If healing is not what He chooses, don’t forget that He won’t leave you to walk your difficult
journey alone. Claim the promises of Psalm 1 for yourself. In whatever He chooses for us, let’s
resolve to praise Him.Ellen G. White wrote these comforting words: “Whatever your anxieties
and trials, spread out your case before the Lord. Your spirit will be braced for endurance. The
way will be opened for you to disentangle yourself from embarrassment and difficulty. The
weaker and more helpless you know yourself to be, the stronger will you become in His strength.
The heavier your burdens, the more blessed the rest in casting them upon the Burden
Bearer” (The Desire of Ages, p. 329). Watch for those heavenly blessings!Sharon Michael
PalmerJanuary 25God’s Sound EffectThe voice of thy thunder was in the heaven: the lightnings
lightened the world: the earth trembled and shook. Ps. 77:18.At times God answers our prayers
in the most unexpected and interesting ways.My husband and I served as missionaries in Africa
for some years. When he was working as an auditor, I accompanied him on some of his long
trips. At times I would be asked to give a talk during the weekend religious meetings. On one of
our auditing trips, the local church pastor invited me to give the sermon on the weekend.At that
time, I had just lost my mother, and my heart keenly felt the loss and loneliness. Early on the
morning that I was scheduled to speak, I happened to open an envelope containing pictures of
my mother. They brought me to tears. I cried for about an hour. A look in the mirror revealed my
swollen eyes. I just could not stand up in front of a congregation looking like that! I prayed
earnestly to be relieved of the speaking appointment. “Please, God,” I asked, “send someone
else to take my place. Spare me.”I went to church early, hoping to meet another pastor or other
visiting missionaries—or anyone who could preach instead of me. Taking a seat in the back row,
I watched as each person entered the sanctuary. Soon the time came for the preaching service
and I had to prepare to go up front. God had not sent anyone, and I had to preach. I admit,
however, that it was with a reluctant Jonah-like spirit.Just minutes into the sermon, I told an
African parable that involved the eruption of a volcano. With great expression, I dramatically
stated, “Suddenly, a loud explosion split the air!” The word “air” was scarcely out of my mouth
when a loud rumble of thunder jolted everyone in the church. I waited a few moments for the



reaction to die down. I looked at the congregation and noted some amused looks. At the end of
the service, a number of people commented on the “audio aid.” One of the men asked, “Did you
ask God for that thunder?” I admitted that I hadn’t and that it had come as a perfect surprise, for
the morning skies had been clear.I like to think I heard God in that clap of thunder, rumbling His
approval of my following through on the speaking commitment I had made—despite my
emotional pain. What a God!Bienvisa Ladion NebresJanuary 26When Do You Look Brightly
Again?“Moreover, when you fast, do not be like the hypocrites, with a sad countenance. For they
disfigure their faces that they may appear to men to be fasting. Assuredly, I say to you, they have
their reward.”Matt. 6:16, NKJV.When my son, Luca, was three years old, we clashed over a
subject of relative unimportance. Nevertheless, I stayed a little bit angry with him and carried my
moodiness throughout the day, though trying not to let Luca see how I felt. When I later called my
children for lunch, Luca came into the kitchen. He looked at me quite critically and asked,
“Mummy, when do you look brightly again?” I had to laugh. Obviously, he could see through my
face to my real feelings. Evidently, I’d looked at him “too darkly.”This small incident made it clear
to me how important it is that we be aware that what we feel is what other people often see in us
—especially if we’re not very good actors! Spiritually speaking, the feelings and attitudes I
harbor beneath a pretended façade can also affect the people I meet.Am I a Christian
churchgoer from my own conviction, feeling secure in Christ, or do I just “play church”? Do I read
the Bible because of the need of it in my own life, or do I just want biblical knowledge to impress
others? Does my outward concern for other people actually reflect a deeper prayer life with
Jesus living through me? When perceptive people look past my “outward appearance,” what do
they see? Someone who is shining brightly for Jesus—and praising Him through my life? Or
someone who is trying to mask the darkness inside? God has given us a promise to help us
keep our focus on Him and our lights shining for Him: “ ‘Fear not, for I am with you; be not
dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you, yes, I will help you, I will uphold you with My
righteous right hand’ ” (Isa. 41:10, NKJV).My wish is to be able to focus on the fact that God is
with me—no matter what mood I’m in. Little Luca’s wise observation instilled in me a desire to
not only “look brightly,” but also to let His light truly shine from within. After all, Jesus said, “ ‘You
are the light of the world. . . . Let your light so shine before men, that they may see your good
works and glorify your Father in heaven’ ” (Matt. 5:14, 16, NKJV). Let’s determine to “look
brightly” for the glory of God.Caroline NaumannJanuary 27Lost GuideWhen he hath put forth all
his own, he goeth before them, and the sheep follow him: for they know his voice. John 10:4,
ASV.Kru Yai Noparat, our guide, was gone again. Though he was a forest ranger in the largest
national park here in Thailand, he evidently hadn’t been a guide very long. At least he was
having difficulty staying with our group. As per our weekend plans, we students and teachers
had enjoyed a hurried breakfast before 6:00 A.M.in order to complete one more scenic hike
before our scheduled departure time of 10:00 A.M.We’d started off our hike, following our guide.
Then he’d “disappeared.” It was not the first time he’d left us, but this was definitely the longest
stretch of time that he’d been gone. We’d followed the directions he’d given at the beginning of



the hike and had hiked two hours before arriving at a beautiful stream.“My heart is racing again,”
said Arlyn, one of the teachers. “I’d better go back to the trucks.” As she started back up the trail,
the rest of us paused to pray for her safety. And then we prayed that Kru Yai Noparat would come
back. Not only was he our guide, he was also one of our truck drivers!“We’d better try to retrace
our steps,” someone suggested. “If it took us two hours to get down here, we won’t get back up
to the pickup trucks in time to start the hike to our next camp.” But four hours later, wondering if
waterfalls had changed locations, we knew we were lost.“There are lots of wild animals in this
national park,” observed one of my students in a nervous voice. “And look—leeches everywhere!
These rocks are so slippery. But we can’t phone anyone to tell them where we are because
there’s no signal out here. All we can do is pray, trust God, and just enjoy our hike.”When the
guide finally reappeared, we were relieved, though he seemed to have difficulty getting his
bearings in order to lead us back out. Later, when the students were role-playing the events of
our eight-and-a-half-hour trek, I was amazed at how often prayer had been a part of our day’s
adventure! More than one student said, “Jesus was our real Guide. He never gets lost.” How true!
And His sheep know His voice. Let’s praise Jesus for being our Guide today—and every day. He
knows the way, and He will never leave us.Rojean Vasquez MarciaJanuary 28Do Actions Really
SpeakLouder Than Words?“Yes, the way to identify a tree or a person is bythe kind of fruit
produced.” Matt. 7:20, TLB.I hemorrhaged a vocal cord in the spring of 2013 at the tail end of a
rigorous schedule of radio shows and a concert tour of Australia. Extensive traveling, overuse,
and—wouldn’t you know it—acid reflux caused the problem. Although my voice had felt
“fatigued” for several weeks, I’d not given it much thought, never having had problems in the
past. I was faithful with the vocal warm-ups and cool-downs surrounding my events. Devastated,
I looked at the photo of my bloody vocal chord at the laryngologist’s office, not knowing if I’d be
able to sing again.I was put on strict vocal rest (no laughing, coughing, sneezing, or clearing my
throat) for two weeks, which turned into four weeks. Fear of possible concert cancellations and
postponements swept over me. Worst of all would be the event that couldn’t be pushed back—
my brother’s wedding! It was smack dab in the middle of my physician-ordered silence.I made a
cute lanyard to hang around my neck with a sign that stated my predicament. So how odd is it
going to feel to attend such a joyous, family filled occasion without being able to express a
thing? I wondered. I haven’t seen some relatives for years, and now I won’t be able to talk to
them! In the days leading up to the wedding, I hung out with my nieces and nephew who,
surprisingly, didn’t seem to mind my inability to speak. On the contrary, they seemed even more
drawn to me. Unlike the adults who felt awkward around me (thankfully, I found a phone app that
could speak when I typed), the children seemed to want to be with me at every waking moment.
I learned that the two- and nearly four-year-old attentively “listened” to my guidance and leading
though I could use only simple hand gestures and facial expressions. Remarkable! I didn’t need
words! Praise God! To this day, I remain their favorite “auntie.” Not only did they win my heart, but
I seemed to have made a huge impression on theirs.I believe we sometimes put too much
emphasis on words when communication is built on so much more (body language, energy,



facial expressions, and actions). My damaged vocal cords experience has made me view the
world differently and begs me to ask the question: If you couldn’t verbally tell anyone you were a
Christian, would they still know? If so, how? “By this shall all men know that ye are my disciples,
if ye have love one to another” (John 13:35).Naomi StriemerJanuary 29Take Care of My
DadDirect my footsteps. Ps. 119:133, NIV.One day I was going through some of my children’s
old school papers and found a paper from my oldest daughter’s folder. She’d titled it, “What Do
You Want to Be When You Grow Up?”I smiled and started reading because I wanted to see just
how close she had come to her goal! You see, Kathy is an adult now with an LPN (licensed
practical nurse) degree and is also in nursing school where she plans to earn an RN (registered
nurse) degree. Kathy is also married with nine children and nine grandchildren. As I quickly read
Kathy’s childhood composition, I discovered that she had written several times, “When I grow up,
I want to be a nurse so I can take care of my dad.”Well, after Kathy became an adult, her dad
became legally blind. Recently, he’d been dealing with some medical problems during which
time he’d been hospitalized for three days of testing. During that time our son, who lives two and
a half hours away, came and stayed with the rest of us until Dad came home. Kathy couldn’t
come at the time because of her work and busy nursing school schedule.One day she phoned
and said, “Mother, school is out for the summer. I will be able to take a family leave. I want to
come and help take care of my dad.” So that is what she did, giving me a much needed break as
well. Kathy’s dad cooperated fully and was ecstatic to be able to have his own private nurse. He
was also proud that the nurse was his daughter.Kathy’s dream of becoming a nurse so she
could care for her father had come true. God had planted that desire in her heart thirty-seven
years earlier in preparation for this medical crisis as well as for the fulfillment of His divine plan
for her life. When Kathy wrote her long-ago school paper, she had no idea that she was writing
out God’s plan for her life. Truly He had directed her footsteps!Our Father in heaven has also
ordered our steps. He knew us before we were born. He knows what we’re going to do before we
do it. He even knows the number of hairs on our heads.How can we not worship You, God, for
guiding our footsteps? Amen.Elaine J. JohnsonJanuary 30Converted by His Wife!How do you
know, wife, whether you will save your husband? Or, how do you know, husband, whether you
will save your wife?1 Cor. 7:16, NIV.The Lord is with those who labor in His vineyard. Surely I can
testify to that!My husband, Edward, did not join me in baptism when I became a Christian and
joined the church in 1997. However, he did begin to occasionally visit church with me. About ten
years after joining the church, I suddenly developed a desire to preach in a series of evangelistic
meetings, also referred to as a “campaign.” Therefore, I was delighted when the church
headquarters in South Botswana offered an evangelism training course for lay people—those
who have never been formally trained as preachers. Having this resource, our local church
decided to hold an evangelistic series. My fellow church members chose me as the preacher!
Humbled, I went to my marvelous Lord in prayer. “Lord, work for me as I work for You. You know
the burden I carry for my husband. Let me be able to praise You at the end of the two weeks for
what You have done!” This bold prayer came from the depths of my heart.By this time, Edward



was regularly attending church with me but had never made a decision for baptism. I was hoping
he would go with me to the meetings every day, but he came only three times. On the last day of
the evangelistic campaign, I preached about the importance of baptism. I shared the story of the
converted jailer, found in Acts 16. Then I made an appeal to the audience. “If, like that jailer,” I
implored, “you do not want to lose more time before making a decision for baptism, please raise
your hand.”One of the hands that went up was that of Edward, my own husband! Encouraged, I
made a further appeal: “If you raised your hand, please come forward.” Edward rose and walked
forward as I silently praised God’s name.When I later asked Edward why he hadn’t made the
decision for baptism earlier, he responded, “I almost did during the last two baptisms I attended.
But I just couldn’t.” At that moment I realized God had reserved my husband’s decision so I’d
clearly see how He was honoring my faith, my efforts for Him, and my faithful prayers on
Edward’s behalf.God’s ways and timing are the best. So, praying wives (and others), be
encouraged!Bogadi KoosaletseJanuary 31Lost and FoundHe shall call upon me, and I will
answer him: I will be with him in trouble; I will deliver him, and honour him. .I have to run by the
grocery store before work to pick up some ice cream for our office get-together today. Can I get
you anything?” asked my girlfriend over the telephone. I told her she could get a hot drink for me
on this chilly Monday morning. About an hour later, she phoned again: “Can you meet me at the
office entrance to get your drink?” Through the open window of her car, she handed me my
drink.“What’s wrong?” I asked, noticing she didn’t seem her usual cheery self.She responded,
“Being a sunny day today, I wore my favorite sunglasses but think I dropped them in the store. I’m
on my way back there to see if anyone found and turned them in.” Seeing her sad face, I offered
to ride along with her. Before getting into her car, I carefully searched around the seat and on the
floor, just in case her sunglasses had slid into some crevice.“I’ve already looked everywhere in
the car,” she said, though I insisted on searching through the back seats and the trunk. My efforts
yielded no sunglasses.“No one has turned in any sunglasses,” a clerk at the customer service
desk told my friend back at the store, while I retraced my friend’s in-store steps down the freezer
aisle and through the checkout area. Still no sunglasses.Lord, I prayed, please help us find the
sunglasses. I continued praying and praising for what He would do. “It took me a long time to find
sunglasses like those,” my friend sobbed as we got back to the car. In silence, she tried to
compose herself, while I continued my prayer vigil. We sat in the car a little while before my
friend started the motor.Lord, I continued praying, this isn’t really about sunglasses; it’s about my
friend knowing You care about the details of our lives. I reached down to pick up my previously
forgotten hot drink for a sip. In so doing, my hand hit something hard. I automatically picked it up.
The sunglasses! In response to my friend’s questioning—but joyful—look, I responded, “I don’t
know what happened. But I’ve been praying and the Lord just sort of put them into my hand.”I
called. He answered. Just like He promised He would do—for all of us!Jemima Dollosa
OrillosaFebruaryLiving His LoveLove: a feeling of strong or constant affection for a person.“A
new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one another.”
John 13:34, NIV.Personal and intimate. Unconditional, yet undeserved. Free, yet not cheap.



Endless.These terms only partially describe God’s love for us.This month’s contributors have
experienced this love on ordinary days but in extraordinary ways. Through God’s exquisite
“painting” of nature, or in an unseen band of angels, or through the words of an apparently
purposeless, post-divorce greeting card, or tucked in the words of a child reminding us to
forgive. God’s love is evident everywhere. These devotionals also illustrate opportunities God
provides for us to “love Him back”—by sharing a financial blessing with someone in need,
returning tithe, being patient about unanswered prayer, or giving one’s all as did the mother who
made an exhausting run to reach her incarcerated son before it was too late.The best way to
luxuriate in—and share—God’s love is by living it. Savoring it, one moment at a time.February
1Love Covers . . .Love covers over all wrongs. Prov. 10:12, NIV.As I knelt to hug her, my young
Doberman pup leaped into my arms welcoming me home. Then I looked aghast at the living
room carpet. Five pairs of my shoes lay scattered across the living room—all chewed. I had
obviously not secured the closet door when I left for work. Bored, Sheba had entertained herself
all morning. And she liked variety—one shoe each of the five pairs—and quality leather too. I
gathered the shoes and drove them to the repair shop. Slowly I held up my favorite taupe shoes
with the pointy toes. I smiled encouragingly at the repair man behind the counter. He sadly shook
his head.“Can’t you even try?” I pleaded. Again he shook his head. I held up the apple-green
ones that coordinated with my sage and cranberry dress. He shook his head, more emphatically
this time. I showed him the sandals I had recently purchased for summer. Sadly, I left with my
favorite shoes in a bag—to throw away. Fortunately, the store where I bought my shoes had a
yearly sale going on and I was able to replace a few of my shoes.That was only the beginning.
Sheba chewed a new garden hose in half. Tore off the face of my antique teddy bear, the one I
had treasured since age two—a costly repair. One day I returned to the car to discover that
Sheba had chewed in half both front seat belts of my Camero! And one in back as well. I totaled
up the cost years later to discover that my beloved Sheba had chewed hundreds of dollars worth
of items. But still I loved her.She was my 110-pound companion, gentle and loving. She rode
with me on writing assignments for work, not left alone in the car, of course. She provided me
with exercise walking her and protection too. Kids broke into my neighbors’ homes, but not mine.
She would lay her head on my shoulder as I gave her a hug. She would place her nose in my
hand and look at me with soulful eyes. Eventually, she traded her puppy chewing for chewy
bones.I wouldn’t say that I forgave Sheba seventy times seven as Jesus recommends in the
Bible—but it was close. The Bible also says that love covers a multitude of sins. It does, really.
Love covered for Sheba. Those of us who live in a family or a marriage, or have close friends,
know that love covers a multitude of mistakes, mishaps, accidents, and even sins.Edna Maye
GallingtonFebruary 2The Policeman’s MistakeAnd we know that in all things God works for the
good of those who love him, who have been called according to his purpose.Rom. 8:28, NIV.I
clearly remember what it was like to visit prison for the first time. Before officials would allow me
behind locked doors, they searched my belongings and also my person. I endured all this in
order to visit my beloved fifteen-year-old son. He was a drug user and was in prison for robbing a



store with a toy gun. He needed an advocate who loved him.I was led down a small, unventilated
hallway with two cells. In one of them was my child. When he saw me, he dragged himself—
weeping—across the floor towards me. Seeing him in this tragic state was almost too much for
me to bear. I could not contain an outburst of tears. Some ten minutes later, a policeman opened
the door and called the name of my boy. “We are taking him to the forum to undergo an
assessment by a social assistant and a psychologist.”Startled, I asked, “Can I go with him? I
have just gotten here to visit him.”“You can go,” replied the officer, “but not with us. You do have
the right to speak in the forum if you can get there on your own.” I knew where the building was
located, but it was quite a distance from the prison. The policeman left with my son. Once
outside, I began to run as fast as I could toward the building where my son would be assessed.
While I ran, my mind raced to Romans 8:28, a promise from God that I continually claimed while
I strained to keep up my pace.Exhausted, I arrived at the forum just in time. A few minutes later,
an official called to my son but addressed him by a name that was not his. Looking up at my son,
the psychologist said, “This is not the guy who should be here!” The officer apologized and said
he’d return my son to the prison and make the correct inmate exchange. Suddenly, spotting me,
the psychologist asked, “Are you this young man’s mother?”I nodded.“Then leave this boy here,”
the psychologist ordered. “I’d like to talk with both this young man and his mother together.”God
used a prison official’s mistake and my exhausting run to turn this situation into an opportunity
for me to advocate on behalf of my son. Years ago, God also used mankind’s sinful mistakes—
and Christ’s earthly “exhausting run”—to turn mankind’s fall into an opportunity for Him to
advocate on our behalf. What love! What unconditional parental love!Vera Lúcia F. S.
FerrariFebruary 3God Heals Animals Too!A righteous man regards the life of his animal.
Prov. 12:10, NKJV.O LORD, You preserve man and beast. Ps. 36:6, NKJV.Karamjit Kaur’s buffalo
was very sick.The vet was called in and the medication started.The uncertainty continued for a
couple of months. Uncertainty, because Karamjit’s family livelihood came from the buffalo’s milk.
And also uncertainty about losing the animal altogether. After all, the family was considerably
attached to their animal and they were concerned about its well-being. It would be no
exaggeration, in fact, to say that a special bond existed between the family and their animal. The
buffalo had brought them blessings. They even considered the buffalo to be part of the family.
Knowing there was little hope of the buffalo recovering, therefore, caused them great
sadness.One day, about the time the family was tempted to give up all hope of this situation
becoming any better, a woman dropped by their house. She was a woman of faith.“We are sure
that our sick buffalo is not going to live much longer,” they told her with heavy hearts.“Have you
thought about offering a prayer about your animal’s situation?” she asked them. “Here is the
phone number of Mrs. Sunila Gill. Her husband is the pastor of this area.” The Karamjit family
called the number. The party at the other end of the phone line prayed right then and there—
over the phone—for both the buffalo and its family. Miraculously, the buffalo started showing
signs of improvement!The Karamjit family was so delighted that they invited Mrs. Sunila Gill and
her pastor husband to their home for a prayer meeting. This is how a Bible study started in the



home of this Sikh family. Meanwhile, their buffalo fully recovered and the family’s faith—in a God
who took care of their animal—was born.God, in His great love, has His own ways of reaching
out to people. He who caused Baalam’s donkey to speak also put a healing hand on this buffalo,
using it to convert a family. Karamjit’s family is now attending church regularly and will soon be
baptized. Amen!This is my prayer-----—that your love will flourish and you will not only love much
but well.—Philippians 1:9This is my prayer-----—that your love will flourish and you will not only
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express approval of (someone or something).*Praise ye the LORD. . . . Praise him for his mighty
acts: praise him according to his excellent greatness. Ps. 150:1, 2.I will sing to the LORD all my



life; I will sing praise to my God as long as I live. Ps. 104:33, NIV.Jesus lived a life that quietly and
continually praised His heavenly Father.Since heartfelt praise, exaltation, and worship of God
drew Jesus closer to His heavenly Father, should we perhaps be more purposeful about living
our lives as a continual praise?Absolutely.Of God, King David said, “You are holy, enthroned in
the praises of Israel” (Ps. 22:3, NKJV). If, as David implies, God inhabits our praises, why do we
so often forget to praise Him for His goodness?And if we praised God not only for answered
prayer, but also for hemorrhaged vocal cords, unpredictable grandchildren, potholes in the road,
broken walls and even broken dreams, as do this month’s authors, imagine how close, how
unbelievably close, God could be.* All definitions are taken from the Merriam-Webster online
dictionary.JanuaryLiving His PraisePraise: to express approval of (someone or
something).*Praise ye the LORD. . . . Praise him for his mighty acts: praise him according to his
excellent greatness. Ps. 150:1, 2.I will sing to the LORD all my life; I will sing praise to my God as
long as I live. Ps. 104:33, NIV.Jesus lived a life that quietly and continually praised His heavenly
Father.Since heartfelt praise, exaltation, and worship of God drew Jesus closer to His heavenly
Father, should we perhaps be more purposeful about living our lives as a continual praise?
Absolutely.Of God, King David said, “You are holy, enthroned in the praises of Israel” (Ps. 22:3,
NKJV). If, as David implies, God inhabits our praises, why do we so often forget to praise Him for
His goodness?And if we praised God not only for answered prayer, but also for hemorrhaged
vocal cords, unpredictable grandchildren, potholes in the road, broken walls and even broken
dreams, as do this month’s authors, imagine how close, how unbelievably close, God could be.*
All definitions are taken from the Merriam-Webster online dictionary.January 1The God of New
Beginnings“Jerusalem lies in ruins, and its gates have been burned with fire. Come, let us rebuild
the wall of Jerusalem, and we will no longerbe in disgrace.” Neh. 2:17, NIV.When Nehemiah,
exiled to Persia where he served as steward in the king’s palace, learned of Jerusalem’s
lamentable situation, he cried. He also fasted and sought God’s help and guidance. It seemed
that lying among the rubble of Jerusalem’s broken walls were also God’s promises for His
people along with their hopes that appeared to be destroyed.Yet God heard Nehemiah’s prayers
and showed him how to proceed with the city’s restoration and rebuilding. More important, God
reminded Nehemiah that He is the God of new beginnings. One of Nehemiah’s prayer requests
during his months’ long fast was that God would grant him favor in the eyes of the king, King
Artaxerxes. Nehemiah was asked by the king one day why he looked so pale and sad. Offering a
silent prayer for wisdom, Nehemiah carefully laid out Jerusalem’s dilemma.Not only did God
grant Nehemiah favor in the king’s eyes, but He also ordained that the king become the very
channel through which Heaven would finance the restoration project. In addition, the king gave
Nehemiah authority, despite the opposition of Israel’s enemies in the surrounding nations, to
head up the construction project. In so doing, Nehemiah was able to make secure both the city
and its rebuilt temple, God’s earthly center of worship.The work was hard, the opposition fierce.
But the wall was rebuilt. In gratitude, Nehemiah declared that all of Israel take part in a
celebration of praise (Neh. 8:2) to the God of restoration and new beginnings. He said, “The joy



of the LORD is your strength” (verse 10).Do you have any broken places, relationships, or
dreams? God can pick up the pieces and create a new beginning for you. He promises, “ ‘I will
repay you for the years the locusts have eaten’ ” (Joel 2:25, NIV). At the start of this new year,
Jesus offers restoration and will draw near to us—with hope and healing. For with God, nothing
is impossible.Believe this is a new day. A new and exciting year for you to experience with God
as never before. “Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and into his courts with praise: be
thankful unto him, and bless his name” (Ps. 100:4).Accept His restoration. His release. And have
a happy—and most blessed—new year!Maria Raimunda Lopes CostaJanuary 1The God of
New Beginnings“Jerusalem lies in ruins, and its gates have been burned with fire. Come, let us
rebuild the wall of Jerusalem, and we will no longerbe in disgrace.” Neh. 2:17, NIV.When
Nehemiah, exiled to Persia where he served as steward in the king’s palace, learned of
Jerusalem’s lamentable situation, he cried. He also fasted and sought God’s help and guidance.
It seemed that lying among the rubble of Jerusalem’s broken walls were also God’s promises for
His people along with their hopes that appeared to be destroyed.Yet God heard Nehemiah’s
prayers and showed him how to proceed with the city’s restoration and rebuilding. More
important, God reminded Nehemiah that He is the God of new beginnings. One of Nehemiah’s
prayer requests during his months’ long fast was that God would grant him favor in the eyes of
the king, King Artaxerxes. Nehemiah was asked by the king one day why he looked so pale and
sad. Offering a silent prayer for wisdom, Nehemiah carefully laid out Jerusalem’s dilemma.Not
only did God grant Nehemiah favor in the king’s eyes, but He also ordained that the king become
the very channel through which Heaven would finance the restoration project. In addition, the
king gave Nehemiah authority, despite the opposition of Israel’s enemies in the surrounding
nations, to head up the construction project. In so doing, Nehemiah was able to make secure
both the city and its rebuilt temple, God’s earthly center of worship.The work was hard, the
opposition fierce. But the wall was rebuilt. In gratitude, Nehemiah declared that all of Israel take
part in a celebration of praise (Neh. 8:2) to the God of restoration and new beginnings. He said,
“The joy of the LORD is your strength” (verse 10).Do you have any broken places, relationships,
or dreams? God can pick up the pieces and create a new beginning for you. He promises, “ ‘I will
repay you for the years the locusts have eaten’ ” (Joel 2:25, NIV). At the start of this new year,
Jesus offers restoration and will draw near to us—with hope and healing. For with God, nothing
is impossible.Believe this is a new day. A new and exciting year for you to experience with God
as never before. “Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and into his courts with praise: be
thankful unto him, and bless his name” (Ps. 100:4).Accept His restoration. His release. And have
a happy—and most blessed—new year!Maria Raimunda Lopes CostaJanuary 2A Party for
GodGive thanks to the LORD and proclaim his greatness. Let the whole world know what he has
done. Sing to him; yes, sing his praises. Tell everyone about his wonderful deeds. Exult in his
holy name.Ps. 105:1–3, NLT.Have you ever had a party for God? I know it may sound strange,
but don’t most people enjoy parties? They are times of fun, laughter, and a celebration of a life.
So having a party to celebrate God would be wonderful. When I read the verses from Psalm 105,



it seems like the psalmist is telling us to have a party for our heavenly Father.Verse 3 begins with
the word “Exult” (in the NLT) or “Glory” (in the NIV and KJV).That word “exult” or “glory” is from
the Hebrew word halal, which can mean “to make a show, to boast, to rave, to celebrate, to be
[clamorously] foolish.” So the psalmist is telling us that each day we should live a life of praise
and glory to God. We should rave about God, be boastful in our praise of Him, and even be
foolish in our praise of Him.Many know my favorite word is joy and my favorite saying is, “Don’t
let anyone steal your joy.” One way I have found to hold on to my joy each day is to begin my day
by having a party for God and to continue that party all through the day. Each day I begin my
morning devotional time with praise and thanksgiving to God. I give Him praise with psalms and
hymns. And as the day—and my party for God progresses—I continue my praise and
thanksgiving. I look for opportunities to tell someone about what God has done in my life.At the
end of my day as the party winds down, I end with a time of thanksgiving. Each evening before I
go to bed, I write down five things that God has done for me that day. I want God to know that I
love Him and thank Him for the things He has done in my life—little things and big things. And so
I fall asleep each night with praise and thanks to God on my mind.This all may sound really easy
but it’s not. There are times in my life, difficult times, when giving God praise and thanks is the
last thing I want to do, yet I find that when I look at my life, no matter the trial, there is always,
always some reason for me to praise and thank God. So try it. Have a party of praise and
thanksgiving for God and let that party go all day long. Be foolish in your praise, rave about
God’s goodness in your life. Now that’s a reason to celebrate!Heather-Dawn SmallJanuary 2A
Party for GodGive thanks to the LORD and proclaim his greatness. Let the whole world know
what he has done. Sing to him; yes, sing his praises. Tell everyone about his wonderful deeds.
Exult in his holy name.Ps. 105:1–3, NLT.Have you ever had a party for God? I know it may sound
strange, but don’t most people enjoy parties? They are times of fun, laughter, and a celebration
of a life. So having a party to celebrate God would be wonderful. When I read the verses from
Psalm 105, it seems like the psalmist is telling us to have a party for our heavenly Father.Verse 3
begins with the word “Exult” (in the NLT) or “Glory” (in the NIV and KJV).That word “exult” or
“glory” is from the Hebrew word halal, which can mean “to make a show, to boast, to rave, to
celebrate, to be [clamorously] foolish.” So the psalmist is telling us that each day we should live a
life of praise and glory to God. We should rave about God, be boastful in our praise of Him, and
even be foolish in our praise of Him.Many know my favorite word is joy and my favorite saying is,
“Don’t let anyone steal your joy.” One way I have found to hold on to my joy each day is to begin
my day by having a party for God and to continue that party all through the day. Each day I begin
my morning devotional time with praise and thanksgiving to God. I give Him praise with psalms
and hymns. And as the day—and my party for God progresses—I continue my praise and
thanksgiving. I look for opportunities to tell someone about what God has done in my life.At the
end of my day as the party winds down, I end with a time of thanksgiving. Each evening before I
go to bed, I write down five things that God has done for me that day. I want God to know that I
love Him and thank Him for the things He has done in my life—little things and big things. And so



I fall asleep each night with praise and thanks to God on my mind.This all may sound really easy
but it’s not. There are times in my life, difficult times, when giving God praise and thanks is the
last thing I want to do, yet I find that when I look at my life, no matter the trial, there is always,
always some reason for me to praise and thank God. So try it. Have a party of praise and
thanksgiving for God and let that party go all day long. Be foolish in your praise, rave about
God’s goodness in your life. Now that’s a reason to celebrate!Heather-Dawn SmallJanuary 3A
Garment of Praise“To console those who mourn in Zion, to give them beauty for ashes, the oil of
joy for mourning, the garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness; that they may be called trees
of righteousness, the planting of the LORD, that He may be glorified.” Isa. 61:3, NKJV.As soon as
the plane landed in Beira, Mozambique, I felt that something was not right. I’d had a tight
connection in Johannesburg due to a delay, and I was almost sure my bags had not made it
through. Sure enough! When I passed through the immigration and ran to the baggage claim
area, my fears were confirmed. No bags, no clothes, no nothing for five days. I was in a panic.
What would I do? Then gradually I became aware of music, songs of joy outside the airport. I
had been so upset about my situation that I had not even heard the amazing music. But as I
listened, I realized I had two choices: to praise or to complain. I decided to praise.Leaving the
airport, I joined more than one hundred women who were singing—praising God for His
blessings and thanking Him that I had arrived safely.The days ahead were full of meetings,
training, and fellowship. Did I miss my bags? Yes, at first, but I quickly learned to live without
many things. I felt comfortable and happy. The ladies brought me a capulana, a piece of cloth
that can be used in many ways. With the capulana, I survived the five days, rarely thinking about
my lost bags. I was learning that if we will allow God to dress our spirit with praise, we will begin
to sing again.The day I left Beira, my bags were waiting for me at the airport. I praised God for
bringing my things back, but I also thanked Him for teaching me to live with less. Today, when I
face the same experience (and because I travel frequently, it happens often), I remember what
God taught me in Mozambique, and my attitude changes immediately for the better. Why?
Because when God dresses our hearts with praise, we are able to sing again.Today is your day
to sing. Maybe you are not waiting for luggage or material things; perhaps you are facing
sickness, loss, or trials. Ask God to dress you with praise and help you to “give thanks in all
things.” You will discover changes in your thoughts and behavior, and you will never be the same.
This morning, and every morning, you have the choice: to praise or to complain. Choose to
praise. Choose blessings.Raquel Queiroz da Costa ArraisJanuary 3A Garment of Praise“To
console those who mourn in Zion, to give them beauty for ashes, the oil of joy for mourning, the
garment of praise for the spirit of heaviness; that they may be called trees of righteousness, the
planting of the LORD, that He may be glorified.” Isa. 61:3, NKJV.As soon as the plane landed in
Beira, Mozambique, I felt that something was not right. I’d had a tight connection in
Johannesburg due to a delay, and I was almost sure my bags had not made it through. Sure
enough! When I passed through the immigration and ran to the baggage claim area, my fears
were confirmed. No bags, no clothes, no nothing for five days. I was in a panic. What would I do?



Then gradually I became aware of music, songs of joy outside the airport. I had been so upset
about my situation that I had not even heard the amazing music. But as I listened, I realized I had
two choices: to praise or to complain. I decided to praise.Leaving the airport, I joined more than
one hundred women who were singing—praising God for His blessings and thanking Him that I
had arrived safely.The days ahead were full of meetings, training, and fellowship. Did I miss my
bags? Yes, at first, but I quickly learned to live without many things. I felt comfortable and happy.
The ladies brought me a capulana, a piece of cloth that can be used in many ways. With the
capulana, I survived the five days, rarely thinking about my lost bags. I was learning that if we will
allow God to dress our spirit with praise, we will begin to sing again.The day I left Beira, my bags
were waiting for me at the airport. I praised God for bringing my things back, but I also thanked
Him for teaching me to live with less. Today, when I face the same experience (and because I
travel frequently, it happens often), I remember what God taught me in Mozambique, and my
attitude changes immediately for the better. Why? Because when God dresses our hearts with
praise, we are able to sing again.Today is your day to sing. Maybe you are not waiting for
luggage or material things; perhaps you are facing sickness, loss, or trials. Ask God to dress you
with praise and help you to “give thanks in all things.” You will discover changes in your thoughts
and behavior, and you will never be the same. This morning, and every morning, you have the
choice: to praise or to complain. Choose to praise. Choose blessings.Raquel Queiroz da Costa
ArraisJanuary 4Rescuing LukeO LORD, You preserve man and beast. How precious is Your
lovingkindness, O God! Therefore the children of men put their trust under the shadow of Your
wings. Ps. 36:6, 7, NKJV.The white, blue-eyed kitten with gray on his head sat on the church
porch. The bewildered expression on his three-month-old face suggested that someone had left
him there despite the rainy downpour. I saw him as I arrived to play the piano for choir practice.
Other choir members saw him too. We spoke kindly to him and petted him.After practice, we
discussed what to do. He purred when we gave him bowls of water, milk, and bread. What next?
I couldn’t take him because the three cats I already had wouldn’t welcome him. No one else
there could take him in, either. Sadly, we bade him goodbye.Once home, I made phone calls,
putting an ad on his behalf in two local papers. My friend Peggy suggested that I call Lorraine, a
mutual friend who wasn’t in choir.Lorraine promised, “If nobody else shows any interest by
Sunday and the kitten is still there, I’ll take him to stay with me until I can find him a home.” I
prayed that the kitty would be there when she came to church. When Lorraine saw him, she
named him Luke. And she did take him home with her.On my end of things, the person taking my
advertisement at the newspaper was reluctant to add Luke’s name to the ad when I called to
renew it.“If he has a name, he’s a pet,” she insisted.“But his humans deserted him,” I explained.
“His temporary rescuer named him. She names all the animals she takes care of. You can leave
the name out if you feel you must.”“No, I’ll go ahead and add it,” she finally agreed. After Lorraine
had kept Luke for at least a month, a kind couple read the ad and decided that they would like to
have Luke. So they picked him up and gave him a permanent home.When Luke was lost, he
wasn’t sure what to do. We, too, at times in life, may feel as if we’re lost and looking at an



uncertain future. But God, who cares about the smaller members of His creation, including
sparrows (see Matt. 10:29–31), also cares about us. All we have to do is ask Him and then trust
Him the way sweet, gentle Luke put his trust in us.Bonnie MoyersJanuary 4Rescuing LukeO
LORD, You preserve man and beast. How precious is Your lovingkindness, O God! Therefore the
children of men put their trust under the shadow of Your wings. Ps. 36:6, 7, NKJV.The white, blue-
eyed kitten with gray on his head sat on the church porch. The bewildered expression on his
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spoke kindly to him and petted him.After practice, we discussed what to do. He purred when we
gave him bowls of water, milk, and bread. What next? I couldn’t take him because the three cats
I already had wouldn’t welcome him. No one else there could take him in, either. Sadly, we bade
him goodbye.Once home, I made phone calls, putting an ad on his behalf in two local papers.
My friend Peggy suggested that I call Lorraine, a mutual friend who wasn’t in choir.Lorraine
promised, “If nobody else shows any interest by Sunday and the kitten is still there, I’ll take him
to stay with me until I can find him a home.” I prayed that the kitty would be there when she came
to church. When Lorraine saw him, she named him Luke. And she did take him home with
her.On my end of things, the person taking my advertisement at the newspaper was reluctant to
add Luke’s name to the ad when I called to renew it.“If he has a name, he’s a pet,” she
insisted.“But his humans deserted him,” I explained. “His temporary rescuer named him. She
names all the animals she takes care of. You can leave the name out if you feel you must.”“No, I’ll
go ahead and add it,” she finally agreed. After Lorraine had kept Luke for at least a month, a kind
couple read the ad and decided that they would like to have Luke. So they picked him up and
gave him a permanent home.When Luke was lost, he wasn’t sure what to do. We, too, at times in
life, may feel as if we’re lost and looking at an uncertain future. But God, who cares about the
smaller members of His creation, including sparrows (see Matt. 10:29–31), also cares about us.
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us.Bonnie MoyersJanuary 5Anxious About NothingBe anxious for nothing. Phil. 4:6,
NKJV.Teacher’s aide had an anxiety attack today,” said Melissa, placing her backpack on the
dining table. “It wasn’t pretty.” (A recent favorite expression, she was using it whenever she could
slip it in.) Chuckling to myself, I asked her what wasn’t pretty. “Her exhibited behavior,” said
Melissa importantly. “She was really, really, really irritable and yelled at several of the kids.” I
raised an eyebrow. (Actually, it raised itself. Ever since childhood, my eyebrow tends to go up
automatically when my brain thinks a question.) Melissa noticed my eyebrow and answered my
unspoken question. “She put a bid on a condo three days ago and hasn’t heard anything. So she
can’t sleep and naturally is very anxious.”“Too bad,” I said. “Do you think her anxiety will alter the
outcome of her bid?”“Not a chance!” said Melissa, shaking her head. “That’s the reason I
reminded her of the scripture to be anxious about nothing.” Oops, I thought to myself. That may
not have gone over well. “It didn’t go over well,” said Melissa, echoing my thoughts. “She told me
to mind my own business and said that scripture doesn’t apply to this situation because there



are some things that are perfectly acceptable to be anxious about.” Melissa paused, chin in
hand, and then asked, “What things are perfectly acceptable to be anxious about?” (I knew
“perfectly acceptable” would be showing up again in conversation!)“I believe the text means
exactly what it says,” I commented. “Be anxious for nothing.” We discussed the difference
between problem solving, evaluating options, making the best choice one can make at the
moment with the knowledge and experience one possesses, and then letting it go—versus
becoming embroiled in anxiety. “Anxiety triggers the brain to become irritable and to focus its
attention and energy toward lower portions of the central nervous system,” I explained. “Toward
the brain stem, for example, that houses the stress response of fight-or-flight. Brain-function
research has shown the negative impact anxiety can have on your brain, immune system, overall
health, and exhibited behaviors. Be anxious for nothing!”“Oh!” exclaimed Melissa. “So since the
teacher’s aide couldn’t run away from school, she got irritable and yelled instead.” Do you
believe it is OK to be anxious? Think again.Arlene R. TaylorJanuary 5Anxious About NothingBe
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with many friends. All are treasures and have a special place in my heart. However, my friends of
fifty or more years with whom I have kept in touch, even when we live far apart, are extra special.
Three couples whom my late husband and I have known since their and my childbearing years
fit that category. The eight of us knew what it was like to live from payday to payday and still have
fun together while raising and educating our children. My husband’s passing in 2010 left only
seven in our special group. These friends nurtured and supported me during that difficult time.
Within a month of my husband’s death, I had a birthday. Since these friends live about forty miles
from my present home, the women wanted to get together to celebrate. My birthday gift from the
three of them was a granite stone shaped like a brick and engraved with these words: “Friends
forever.”One of my most recent friends has become my very best friend. In fact, he will soon
become my husband. Aren’t you glad God created us as social creatures needing relationships
to enrich our lives? With friends we can laugh, cry, agree, disagree (though still be friends),
worship, play, and work, while further bonding our relationships.The Bible has a lot to say about
relationships. The stories of David and Jonathan, Mary and Elizabeth, and Paul’s friendship with
Silas all illustrate the joys of friendship.As dear as our friendships are, there is one that stands
out high above the rest. That is our friendship with Jesus. His greatest desire is to be our very
best and forever Friend. He promises to never leave us nor forsake us. He is a Friend that sticks
closer than a brother. Jesus will never break our relationship. No matter where we live, what we
do, or how good or bad we are, He will be there with us.Jesus is always available to talk to any
time we choose. We can get angry with Him, turn our backs on Him, and refuse to have anything
to do with Him. Yet He will not turn away from us unless we tell Him to do so. Any time we want to
get back in a relationship with Him, He welcomes us with open arms. He is truly the Friend who
“loveth at all times.” How I praise Him! With a Friend like that, what more could we ask?Marian M.
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relationship. No matter where we live, what we do, or how good or bad we are, He will be there
with us.Jesus is always available to talk to any time we choose. We can get angry with Him, turn
our backs on Him, and refuse to have anything to do with Him. Yet He will not turn away from us
unless we tell Him to do so. Any time we want to get back in a relationship with Him, He
welcomes us with open arms. He is truly the Friend who “loveth at all times.” How I praise Him!
With a Friend like that, what more could we ask?Marian M. Hart-GayJanuary 7Snow That
LiesHe was a murderer from the beginning, and abode not in the truth, because there is no truth
in him. When he speaketh a lie, he speaketh of his own: for he is a liar, and the father of it. John
8:44.I awoke today to a lovely sight—large, fluffy snowflakes floating past my bedroom window,
covering roof, trees, and lawn in glistening white. Snowfall in the Pacific Northwest is not like the
deep drifts of the Midwest and Northeast. Yet our snow here in the San Juan Islands can be
quite deep for several days or weeks and then be gone within twenty-fours hours, leaving not a
trace.Beautiful snow can sometimes be deceptive. Beneath its lovely white blanket lie the lifeless
remains of last summer’s beautiful leaves, flowers, and grass. In reality, snow is cold,
unforgiving, and possibly dangerous to health, life, and limb. Just a year ago, right here on
Fidalgo Island, a poor inebriated local, Jim, stumbled into a snow drift, fell, and died there.The
deceptive aspect of snow reminds me of our enemy’s promises that can also appear, sound,
and feel beautiful, intriguing, and safe. But the enemy is a liar. Believing his deceptive promises
leads to physical and mental agony and eternal death.Some think our beloved heavenly Father’s
promises are dull and uninteresting. Next to the glowing promises of the evil one, they often
seem so bland. God’s promises are based on His love, His creatorship, and His knowing what
will make us happy in the long run. Our eternal good and happiness is His goal for us. Trusting
His promises involves our obedience to His law of love. Trust and obedience will result in better
health, a more fulfilling lifestyle, an abiding contentment in Him, and eternal life.God’s Word
states that He, the Creator of the universe, cannot lie. He is truth and purity personified. His
many promises include the forgiveness of our sins. Even if they be “as scarlet, they shall be as
white as snow” (Isa. 1:18). Snow that doesn’t lie, that is. A cause for praise!Beloved heavenly
Father, may I always choose Your promises over the lies of the enemy. Thank You for loving me
and wanting to share eternity with me. Thank You for giving us guidance in Your Word that
promises eternity with You and life, health, and joy forever. In Jesus’ name, I pray.
Amen.Darlenejoan McKibbin RhineJanuary 7Snow That LiesHe was a murderer from the
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Creator of the universe, cannot lie. He is truth and purity personified. His many promises include
the forgiveness of our sins. Even if they be “as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow” (Isa. 1:18).
Snow that doesn’t lie, that is. A cause for praise!Beloved heavenly Father, may I always choose
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with me. Thank You for giving us guidance in Your Word that promises eternity with You and life,
health, and joy forever. In Jesus’ name, I pray. Amen.Darlenejoan McKibbin RhineJanuary 8Your
Time to Make It RightDavid pleaded with God for the child. He fasted and spent the nights lying
in sackcloth on the ground. 2 Sam. 12:16, NIV.“Go and tell Hezekiah, ‘This is what the LORD, the
God of your father David, says: I have heard your prayer and seen your tears; I will add fifteen
years to your life.’ ” Isa. 38:5, NIV.Daddy, I don’t want to talk to Mom; she always loves and cares
for people who take advantage of her,” said the girl.“Your mom is a beautiful lady; her heart cares
and loves. Compelling her not to do this is like telling her to stop her heart from beating. She is
going to be miserable if you take this freedom from her,” replied her father.After a week of not
talking to her mother, the girl dreamt her mother died. No, Jesus, I am not ready to see her go;
please don’t let her die! I promise You I will never avoid her phone calls again, cried the girl.
Falling at God’s feet in the dream, she cried, I promise I will never stop her from doing the right
thing. Please let this be only a dream. And it was. Never before had her prayers been answered
so quickly. Very early that morning, her phone call awoke her mom.Yet the dream about her
mother’s death kept haunting the girl. Three months after this dream, her mom fell and broke her
arm. The doctors said she might not be able to use her arm again. Lord, why did You let this
happen to such a kind and loving person? asked the girl. Soon the painful experience was over
and her mother was able to use her arm again. Yet not much more time passed before her
mother was diagnosed with cancer. The daughter fasted and prayed, like King David, for God to
heal her family member. She asked God to give her sixty-five-year-old mother fifteen more years
of life, as He had given King Hezekiah in the Bible. Yet just four months after the dream and after
having asked her mother for forgiveness, her mother passed away.Hearing this story, I



wondered, How much time do I need to make it right with my friends, my family, and my heavenly
Father? How much time do you and I have? We must each make choices right now. Praise God
that He can give us the courage, strength, and time we need in order to make things right with
others and with Him before it is too late.Suhana Benny Prasad ChikatlaJanuary 8Your Time to
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Connection With Our SaviorThe LORD shall make bright clouds, and give them showers of rain.
Zech. 10:1.He will cause to come down . . . the rain, the former rain,and the latter rain. Joel
2:23.What are many of us praying for? For a living connection with our Savior, right? We do so
as we worship, praise, pray, fellowship, and witness wherever we are. I’ve been thinking about
what this living connection looks like in everyday life. My friend helps me better understand, for
my friend tries to live every moment in connection with Christ. For example, every day when my
friend takes her shower, she uses this time as an opportunity to sing hymns that praise and
magnify God. Sometimes she composes songs to glorify Him.Once, when my friend looked out
of her kitchen window, she saw the shape of a lamb in the bright clouds of the sky. She felt it was
God’s reminder to her that the Lamb who was “slain from the foundation of the world” (Rev. 13:8)
was coming some day soon to take her home. Sometimes my friend reminds God that she has



laundry hanging out to dry—just in case it’s within His will to hold back the rain until she can get
her clean, dry laundry back into the house. My friend tells me that sometimes she prays not only
for the rain that waters our soil but also for an outpouring of the latter rain. She is well acquainted
with this text: “Be patient therefore, brethren, unto the coming of the Lord. Behold, the
husbandman waiteth for the precious fruit of the earth, and hath long patience for it, until he
receive the early and latter rain” (James 5:7).Recently, I’ve been thinking about how my
relationship with Christ relates to His promised latter rain. When I see a rainstorm washing over
the earth, I remember that God wants to cleanse me as well through His indwelling Spirit. I recall
His admonition: “Repent ye therefore, and be converted, that your sins may be blotted out, when
the times of refreshing shall come from the presence of the Lord. And he shall send Jesus
Christ” (Acts 3:19, 20).Through our daily connection with Him, Jesus sends us the early rain—
through His Holy Spirit—in order to prepare us to grow into His character. As He enables us,
through His mercy and grace, to die daily to self, He makes us more and more like Him (see Gal.
2:20).Now is the time to draw close to Jesus. Now is the time to open our hearts to the early rain
so what we can praise Him and serve Him more fully during the time of the latter rain.Yan Siew
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like Him (see Gal. 2:20).Now is the time to draw close to Jesus. Now is the time to open our
hearts to the early rain so what we can praise Him and serve Him more fully during the time of
the latter rain.Yan Siew GhiangJanuary 10Will You Be My Best Friend?So the LORD must wait
for you to come to him so he can show you his love and compassion. Isa. 30:18, NLT.From the
backseat of the car, I heard a little voice say, “Grandma, will you be my best friend?” Oh, how
those words touched my heart. Griffey already held a special place in my heart. Grandsons as
well as granddaughters always do.It had been several months since I had been to Denver to visit
my daughter and her family. How big my grandson, Griffey, had grown! At three years of age, it’s
amazing how quickly they go and grow through various stages! What amazed me equally was
how well he could communicate already. To say we enjoyed our time together would be an
understatement. We laughed and hugged and read books and drove fire trucks and snuggled.
Oh, how I love being a grandma! But when I heard him ask, “Will you be my best friend?”
something in my heart absolutely melted. I replied, “Yes,” while at the same time choking back
tears of joy. I want to always be his best friend. I want to enjoy time with him and share life with
him as he grows.If we are so moved by tender moments like these, just think how God feels
when we ask Him to be our “best Friend.” There He is waiting for us. His Word tells us, “So the
LORD must wait for you to come to him so he can show you his love and compassion” (Isa.
30:18, NLT). Just imagine the One who created the heavens and the earth waiting for us to come
to Him, asking Him to be our best Friend, our Life, our Protector, and our Salvation. I want to
share my life with Him; the One who created me and knows me better than I know myself . . . the
One who says, “I am waiting for you. Will you be My best friend?”When it was time to depart
Denver for my trip back to Minnesota, I was sad to separate from my little Griffey, but I knew that
I would leave a piece of my heart there with him. In fact, I would also carry him back home in my
heart. As I got in the car to go to the airport, I hugged him and asked him, “Will you always be my
best friend?” His coy little smile and sparkling eyes told me he and I would always have a special
bond.That is how I want my relationship to be with Yahweh. Always special! Always precious!
Always joyful! Always trusting! Never lost!Candace ZookJanuary 10Will You Be My Best Friend?
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God feels when we ask Him to be our “best Friend.” There He is waiting for us. His Word tells us,
“So the LORD must wait for you to come to him so he can show you his love and
compassion” (Isa. 30:18, NLT). Just imagine the One who created the heavens and the earth
waiting for us to come to Him, asking Him to be our best Friend, our Life, our Protector, and our
Salvation. I want to share my life with Him; the One who created me and knows me better than I
know myself . . . the One who says, “I am waiting for you. Will you be My best friend?”When it
was time to depart Denver for my trip back to Minnesota, I was sad to separate from my little
Griffey, but I knew that I would leave a piece of my heart there with him. In fact, I would also carry
him back home in my heart. As I got in the car to go to the airport, I hugged him and asked him,
“Will you always be my best friend?” His coy little smile and sparkling eyes told me he and I
would always have a special bond.That is how I want my relationship to be with Yahweh. Always
special! Always precious! Always joyful! Always trusting! Never lost!Candace ZookJanuary
11“Well Done”His lord said unto him, Well done, good and faithful servant; thou hast been
faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many things: enter thou into the joy of thy
lord. Matt. 25:23.She seemed an unlikely candidate for favorite aunt. Aunt Florence was plagued
with health problems from birth. She struggled with impaired vision, hearing, and intellectual
capacity. Kidney troubles often caused her legs to swell. She also had an overbite of truly
majestic proportions. Possessed of seemingly few “talents,” Aunt Florence was still capable
enough to be left in charge of my siblings and me when we were children.My two sisters and I
spent summer vacations at our grandparents’ home in the small town of Antigo, Wisconsin.
Living in their upstairs bedroom, Aunt Florence was available to take us children to magical
places every afternoon. We’d walk—for what seemed like miles—to the abandoned train station,
the water-filled foundation of a house long gone, the neighborhood park, or to the corner store
for popsicles to cool us down in the summer heat. Our aunt knew names of bugs and birds and
could whistle most local bird songs.Indoors, Aunt Florence could always talk us into playing a
game or listening to a story. We enjoyed curling up on her bed to hear tales of mission lands,
even after our own reading skills had surpassed hers and we had, at times, to pronounce an
unfamiliar word for her.We slept in her upstairs bedroom, telling stories in the dark or sharing
dreams we would never admit to our parents. Every morning, we’d see her roll out of bed and
onto her knees. Her prayers were audible if you listened closely. She lifted each one of her family
members up to the throne of grace, praying for our happiness, well-being, and salvation. Her
prayers intensified as we grew older, our lives more complicated, our mistakes carrying bigger
consequences. Her days ended as they began. On her knees. She praised God for the
unshakeable certainty of the return of our Savior when she would hear Him say, “Well
done.”Daily I treasure my legacy from Aunt Florence, a love and devotion I now carry on behalf
of my own nieces and nephews that regularly send me to my knees. Whenever I am tempted to
be less than a “good and faithful servant,” I thank God for my memories of Aunt Florence—and
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faithful servant; thou hast been faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler over many things:
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am inspired.Vicki MellishJanuary 12Grooved Road AheadWeeping may endure for a night, but
joy cometh in the morning.Ps. 30:5.We usually read the sign “Grooved Road Ahead” with gritted
teeth. This sign indicates that the traffic will be slow and the road will become bumpy and
hazardous with our wheels pulling this way and that on the uneven surface. Yellow cones lining
the roadway remind us that most of the road work will be accomplished during the dark of night,
but how we wish for it to be over! How we wish for smooth roads right now!A few days later as
we merge onto the newly resurfaced highway, we notice the difference. There may be no sign
proclaiming, “Hey, You Got Your Wish!” or “Thank a Construction Worker for Smoothing Out the
Grooves!” but the misery is over. Memories of previous irritation about bumpy, grooved roads
fade as we enjoy our comfortable new ride.Spiritually speaking, do we not sometimes become
impatient with the “grooved roads” in our own life journeys, those trials that irritate us? The
annoyances that make us wonder, Why me? We want to scream out, “When will these trials
pass? When will our smooth roads return?” We want to enjoy an easy, pleasant ride, forgetting
that before the comfort must come the “road work” to refine our characters.First, a section of
road (that’s us) is selected and marked off for repair and resurfacing. As with those who work on
road surfaces, the Holy Spirit digs deep to remove the old layers. That can hurt! This removal



process exposes damage caused by the frigid storms and torrid heat of life experiences. It even
exposes damage resulting from our secret sins. The Holy Spirit is constantly at work on our
characters, digging, grooving, examining, and preparing us for the new foundation and surface.
Yet I am grateful to God for the heated and pressure-placed “asphalt”—those fiery trials of our
faith—that repeatedly bring us to the foot of the cross. I am willing to tolerate the grooved roads
in my town because I know that, in time, I will enjoy smooth new roads. May God heal my
impatience during my character reconstruction as well.Lord, give me the patience to wait,
knowing that You are working in my life, and that the job is far from finished. Help me to have
faith that You’re leading, even when the road is bumpy. Help me to remember that after dark
nights of reconstruction, joy comes in the morning.Annette Walwyn MichaelJanuary 12Grooved
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morning.Annette Walwyn MichaelJanuary 13Another Time in the Bus“When the Son of Man
comes, will he find faith on the earth?”Luke 18:8, NIV.Once more I was in a bus with the long
eight hours ahead of me before getting to the city in which I worked. I was returning from a
holiday during which my husband and I stayed in the home of some friends. It was very good to



see them again and wonderful to spend some time in my home in Brazil. But now it was time to
come back to Vitória da Conquista.Soon after we got onto the bus, I noticed that the seat by my
side was already occupied. Looking sideways, I saw a tall, strong boy. I thought, How will I pass
the night near this fellow? The truth is that I judged the boy wrongly because to me he seemed
very scary looking.One hour into the trip, the bus had a problem, and we had to stop in the
Federal Police area to wait for another bus. I was sleeping while we waited for the other bus. Two
hours later, the other bus came. We climbed into the new bus and found our seats. I worried
about the delay because I would have to begin work at seven the next morning. I started to talk
to my seatmate. At first, we talked about our respective professions, the environment, religion,
and lastly, about our spiritual experience. I was impressed with the boy’s spiritual journey,
conflicts, and sincerity. He took his relationship with God seriously, thought about his errors, and
looked for divine guidance. He was a wandering sheep wanting to find the Shepherd’s fold. I was
surprised to find myself talking to a son of God who was still looking for Him.I shared a little of
my own return to the Lord with the young man and encouraged him not to give up. At the end of
our conversation, he thanked me and said that I had helped him.However, I felt as if I was the
one blessed. Once more God reminded me that He can find faith in the most unexpected hearts.
I silently praised God for the reminder that His sheep are all around us and we must be mindful
of that. I also asked forgiveness for being judgmental, as I’d drawn conclusions about my
seatmate based on his appearance.The next morning, I disembarked before the final bus stop.
My young seatmate was sleeping and I did not want to wake him up. While retrieving my bag, I
asked God to continue guiding that boy—and others—to the safety of the sheepfold, toward rest
and peace. And I thanked Him for being always so willing to do so.Iani Dias Lauer-LeiteJanuary
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always so willing to do so.Iani Dias Lauer-LeiteJanuary 14Trusting God in Times of TroubleEven
though I walk through the darkest valley, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your rod and your
staff, they comfort me. Ps. 23:4, NIV.A number of years ago, we fell into dire financial straits
when my husband lost his job. Emotional and financial turmoil resulted. To be honest, I felt as
though life had spiraled down and there was no escaping this dark valley of despair. All around
us seemed dark and dismal. I felt friendless, hopeless, and distressed because I felt no one
understood our plight. Our daughter was a freshman in college; our son was a freshman in high
school, and they both had needs. How could we maintain our children in church school under
such financial constraints?Often we read familiar Bible passages, such as Psalm 23, but we do
not stop to interpret every verse. There are times in our lives when we face obstacles that we
think are not surmountable, and we cry out to God for help. It is during these times that passages
like today’s scripture become our greatest help. I do believe that anyone who calls upon the
name of the Lord will be rescued despite much weeping and supplication. Jesus is always the
answer, but how often we fail to call upon Him when we are in the dark valley of despair. During
our family’s difficult time, God’s still, small voice often impressed me to fast and pray. I would
experience renewed strength and the reassurance that He would never leave or forsake us.Then
our electric bill came due and there was no money to pay it. I told no one, except the One who
owns the cattle upon a thousand hills. I prayed, “Oh God, please have mercy! Send help so the
utilities will not be disconnected.” I went to the Bible where God reminded me that “ ‘Before they
call I will answer; while they are still speaking I will hear’ ” (Isa. 65:24, NIV).Sometime during this
time of uncertainty, I went to the mailbox one day as usual. I opened an unexpected letter from
my father who lived one thousand miles away. He had written, “I was impressed to go to the bank
and withdraw some money to send you. It is enclosed.”Five hundred dollars! I had not asked for
money or even complained about our needs. Yet God saw my need and, long before I called, He
provided what we needed. The five hundred dollars paid the utility bill and bought groceries for
our family. How we praised Him!Trust the Lord when you’re in the dark valley of despair. He has
all the solutions.Eveythe Kennedy CargillJanuary 14Trusting God in Times of TroubleEven
though I walk through the darkest valley, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your rod and your
staff, they comfort me. Ps. 23:4, NIV.A number of years ago, we fell into dire financial straits
when my husband lost his job. Emotional and financial turmoil resulted. To be honest, I felt as
though life had spiraled down and there was no escaping this dark valley of despair. All around



us seemed dark and dismal. I felt friendless, hopeless, and distressed because I felt no one
understood our plight. Our daughter was a freshman in college; our son was a freshman in high
school, and they both had needs. How could we maintain our children in church school under
such financial constraints?Often we read familiar Bible passages, such as Psalm 23, but we do
not stop to interpret every verse. There are times in our lives when we face obstacles that we
think are not surmountable, and we cry out to God for help. It is during these times that passages
like today’s scripture become our greatest help. I do believe that anyone who calls upon the
name of the Lord will be rescued despite much weeping and supplication. Jesus is always the
answer, but how often we fail to call upon Him when we are in the dark valley of despair. During
our family’s difficult time, God’s still, small voice often impressed me to fast and pray. I would
experience renewed strength and the reassurance that He would never leave or forsake us.Then
our electric bill came due and there was no money to pay it. I told no one, except the One who
owns the cattle upon a thousand hills. I prayed, “Oh God, please have mercy! Send help so the
utilities will not be disconnected.” I went to the Bible where God reminded me that “ ‘Before they
call I will answer; while they are still speaking I will hear’ ” (Isa. 65:24, NIV).Sometime during this
time of uncertainty, I went to the mailbox one day as usual. I opened an unexpected letter from
my father who lived one thousand miles away. He had written, “I was impressed to go to the bank
and withdraw some money to send you. It is enclosed.”Five hundred dollars! I had not asked for
money or even complained about our needs. Yet God saw my need and, long before I called, He
provided what we needed. The five hundred dollars paid the utility bill and bought groceries for
our family. How we praised Him!Trust the Lord when you’re in the dark valley of despair. He has
all the solutions.Eveythe Kennedy CargillJanuary 15The Ultimate ProtectorFor God has not
given us a spirit of fear, but of power and of love and of a sound mind. 2 Tim. 1:7, NKJV.Have you
ever experienced the feeling of personal violation? Three weeks ago, I did, my home was
burglarized. A thief had broken in via the kitchen window. That evening, as soon as I walked
through the front door, I realized that an uninvited, unwelcome intruder had invaded my family’s
personal space and ransacked our belongings. A plethora of strong emotions flooded over me.I
called the police and my insurance company. During the days that followed, I took immediate
steps to make the house more secure. I had the front entrance door lock checked and adjusted. I
replaced the back door with a metal door that had two locks. I replaced the kitchen window and
put an additional bolt onto the door leading to the porch. I added two latches to the exit door on
the porch and installed two alarms on the entrance and exit points. I was on a mission to prevent
any future invasion. In spite of all I’ve done to secure my house, I’m still a bit nervous here, being
again at home this first weekend after the invasion.This morning, while having my personal
devotions, I heard some noises downstairs and hurried to investigate. I discovered it was the
“Hymns and Favorites” Internet radio station I’d turned on last night before I went to bed.
Evidently, the computer had rebooted itself sometime during the night, stopping the music. I
found the Web site and restarted the radio. The song being played was a prayer asking God for
the protection that is found only in His loving arms, where there is no reason to fear.Wow! What



reassurance! my mind exulted. Aloud, I shouted, “I hear You, Father. Thank You, Jesus!” Isn’t it
amazing how, when we pray and praise, God speaks to our current situation and takes away our
fears—sometimes as soon as the disturbing thoughts surface, if not even before? Satan seeks
to keep God’s children in a state of fear, but we needn’t fear because we are covered by our Lord
Jesus. God has “not given us a spirit of fear” but rather He’s given us His power, love, and a
sound mind. God has a plan for each of us, and He allows into our lives only those things that
shape us into the people He wants us to become in order to fulfill His purpose.Florence E.
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child shall lead them. Isa. 11:6.Ethiopian Adventist College is situated just about thirty kilometers
away from Lake Langano in the beautiful Ethiopian Rift Valley. Every now and then, we
missionary families were able to spend a weekend there to enjoy its beauty, relax, and spend
quiet time with the Lord.One weekend, we teachers, with our college students, were able to
attend a retreat at this beautiful place. The students and teachers alike enjoyed the Friday
evening vespers program and a good night’s sleep. However, very early Sabbath morning,
before six, we heard footsteps running toward our tent. Then we heard the sound of beating on



the tent next to ours, which was occupied by Amarech, our family’s helper. Emerging from our
tent, we saw students trying to put out a fire that was destroying her adjacent tent. Quickly, my
husband darted into what was left of Amarech’s tent to turn off the gas tank she’d been using to
cook breakfast.“Why was your tent on fire?” we asked Amarech after the fire was finally
extinguished. She told us she’d been cooking inside the tent and had decided to make a quick
visit to the restroom. However, she’d left the flame on the stove burning.“And I think I left a plastic
plate too near the stove,” she added. “It must have ignited and burned quickly. The tent was
already halfway burned down when I got back.” Her trembling voice betrayed fear of whatever
consequences she might incur as a result of her carelessness. Everybody in our family ate
breakfast in silence. Then our eldest son, Jojie, who was only about four years of age at that
time, broke the silence.“Mom? Dad? What are you going to do with Amarech? Are you going to
fire her? You know she has been a very good worker. True, she made a big mistake this morning,
but everybody makes mistakes.” My husband and I exchanged glances, feeling moved by the
forgiving spirit of our little boy. Of course, we had thought some consequence would be
appropriate. Yet, after the informal mediation of a little child, we were sure that the only thing we
could do was to forgive our helper—as God accepts the mediation of our Savior.Amarech was
forever grateful, remaining our loyal worker until we left Ethiopia years later. I praise God for
using simple things, like a child, that remind us to love as He does.Forsythia Catane
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consequence would be appropriate. Yet, after the informal mediation of a little child, we were
sure that the only thing we could do was to forgive our helper—as God accepts the mediation of
our Savior.Amarech was forever grateful, remaining our loyal worker until we left Ethiopia years
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does.Forsythia Catane GalgaoJanuary 17How Much Clearer Could It Be?“With God all things
are possible.” Matt. 19:26, NIV.For several years, I had been e-mailing back and forth with
Jennifer, a young single mom in Africa. She was hoping to better her life with a career she would
enjoy and also be able to support her children and herself. We often prayed together. She was
finally able to get into a teacher’s college where she could fulfill her dreams.Jennifer arranged for
her children to go live with her mother during the school year so she could both study and work
hard to pay her tuition. Then last year Jennifer indicated she was short some funds in order to
finish out the school year. Since her financial need was not a large sum, my husband and I were
able to wire the needed funds to her school. She was so grateful for our help, and we all hoped
she would be able to get through the second year on her own.Then another e-mail arrived in
which Jennifer told me she needed a bit more financial aid before she could take her exams.
Normally, we would have been able to wire the funds to her, but we had had some unexpected
expenses and were low on money ourselves. We let her know why we were unable to help her.
She said she understood and would continue to hold us up in prayer that we would be able to
meet our own financial obligations. She was not just thinking of herself but of us as well.One
morning, as my husband and I were talking about Jennifer’s financial needs, I felt impressed to
pray that if it were God’s will that we help her, then would He please make that very clear to us
that very day. Our mail usually arrives late in the afternoon, but that day it came right after lunch.
As we went through the mail, there were two checks that we were not expecting at all. One was
for a very small amount, but the other one was in the exact amount that Jennifer needed for her
school account in order to take her exams. My husband and I looked at each other with tears in
our eyes. We were speechless for a moment, and then we both agreed that it could not be any
clearer that God had answered our prayers in a marked way. We went to the bank as soon as we
could and wired the funds to Jennifer’s school. Her need was greater than ours.Though we were
not able to help Jennifer, God was. With Him all things are possible. With gratitude, we glorify
Him for answering our prayers for her—and in such a remarkable way!Anna May Radke
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in order to take her exams. My husband and I looked at each other with tears in our eyes. We
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18Touch Not My AnointedMy help cometh from the LORD, which made heaven and earth. He
will not suffer thy foot to be moved. . . . The LORD shall preserve thee from all evil: he shall
preserve thy soul. The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth,
and even for evermore.Ps. 121:2, 3, 6–8.Years ago, I worked for a well-known armored car
company in the Los Angeles area. In less than a year, the branch manager unexpectedly
promoted me to cash vault/money room manager. My prayerful acceptance of the new position
made me the only black and female manager at the company, though I was only in my twenties. I
had recently come up with a successful solution to a major supervisor-caused problem. My
superior noticed. I worked hard managing the money and doing billing not only for the cash vault
but also for the coin room. This latter responsibility, however, irked the previous coin room
manager, who began to plot my downfall, making my life miserable. By the grace of God, I
always kept a cool head and refused to acknowledge negative attitudes directed at me. Often I
felt like a sheep surrounded by wolves. I began each day with prayer. In a predominantly male
business, I sometimes retreated to the women’s restroom to have a cry, to pray, and to let the
Lord put a calm smile back on my face.One day Rex,* one of the managers, called me into a
meeting. In front of a room packed with the other managers, he began firing off reasons why I
was “not right for the position.” The Holy Spirit gave me a strong response for each of Rex’s
accusations. At the end of the meeting, the branch manager blasted the other managers for
wasting everyone’s time and “acting like children,” as he put it. “Our banking—and I—are very
pleased with Sherilyn’s work and have no complaints,” he affirmed. Though hurt over the lies, I
was grateful for the outcome, even though the men’s disappointment increased their cruel
treatment. Daily I asked God to move on my behalf. I praised Him, by faith, for doing so. I knew



Satan could not remove me, unless God allowed it.Arriving at work one morning, I spotted a
large sign, posted at the entrance and saying that Rex was no longer an employee nor allowed
on the premises. Soon after, I learned the other most offensive manager had been transferred to
another location. I worked in peace for three more years until leaving for a better paying position
with the Federal Reserve. The Bible says, “Touch not mine anointed” (Ps. 105:15). During any
difficulty in life, God has your back too.Sherilyn R. Flowers* Not his real name.January 18Touch
Not My AnointedMy help cometh from the LORD, which made heaven and earth. He will not
suffer thy foot to be moved. . . . The LORD shall preserve thee from all evil: he shall preserve thy
soul. The LORD shall preserve thy going out and thy coming in from this time forth, and even for
evermore.Ps. 121:2, 3, 6–8.Years ago, I worked for a well-known armored car company in the
Los Angeles area. In less than a year, the branch manager unexpectedly promoted me to cash
vault/money room manager. My prayerful acceptance of the new position made me the only
black and female manager at the company, though I was only in my twenties. I had recently
come up with a successful solution to a major supervisor-caused problem. My superior noticed. I
worked hard managing the money and doing billing not only for the cash vault but also for the
coin room. This latter responsibility, however, irked the previous coin room manager, who began
to plot my downfall, making my life miserable. By the grace of God, I always kept a cool head
and refused to acknowledge negative attitudes directed at me. Often I felt like a sheep
surrounded by wolves. I began each day with prayer. In a predominantly male business, I
sometimes retreated to the women’s restroom to have a cry, to pray, and to let the Lord put a
calm smile back on my face.One day Rex,* one of the managers, called me into a meeting. In
front of a room packed with the other managers, he began firing off reasons why I was “not right
for the position.” The Holy Spirit gave me a strong response for each of Rex’s accusations. At the
end of the meeting, the branch manager blasted the other managers for wasting everyone’s time
and “acting like children,” as he put it. “Our banking—and I—are very pleased with Sherilyn’s
work and have no complaints,” he affirmed. Though hurt over the lies, I was grateful for the
outcome, even though the men’s disappointment increased their cruel treatment. Daily I asked
God to move on my behalf. I praised Him, by faith, for doing so. I knew Satan could not remove
me, unless God allowed it.Arriving at work one morning, I spotted a large sign, posted at the
entrance and saying that Rex was no longer an employee nor allowed on the premises. Soon
after, I learned the other most offensive manager had been transferred to another location. I
worked in peace for three more years until leaving for a better paying position with the Federal
Reserve. The Bible says, “Touch not mine anointed” (Ps. 105:15). During any difficulty in life, God
has your back too.Sherilyn R. Flowers* Not his real name.January 19I Will Get HomeFor You
formed my inward parts; You covered me in my mother’s womb. I will praise You, for I am fearfully
and wonderfully made.Ps. 139:13, 14, NKJV.There is an old song that has echoed in my head to
an increasing degree lately.It is in one of the genres that over many years has been labeled as
Negro Spirituals. It comes out of the slave experience. Its repeated verse says, “Sometimes I feel
like a motherless child a long way from home.”It is a lament, for sure, and at times sounds like a



dirge. Its minor key and solemn lyrics take me to a place of sadness, loss, and despair. At least, I
have thought for many years that I traveled to that place called despair on the wings of that
song.Many women have taken that trip.Then, more recently, I realized that the truth was just the
opposite. For it was this song that sparked the recognition that I was about to sink to a low place.
It was a warning and corrective. It said to me that I was about to allow life to beat me down and
cause me to forget who and whose I am. It was my wake-up call. It was a lecture in reality.For you
see, the collection of Negro spirituals uses messages conceived and sung on multiple levels to
communicate hope and give direction. That is, their overt messages were not their true
meanings.Often the words of these songs were the antitheses of their true messages. These
seemingly simple songs were musical parables meant to give hope while sounding
hopeless.“Sometimes I feel like a motherless child a long way from home” really says to me,
“Although it looks to you that I have no origin, no roots, and no place, I actually have a rich origin,
the image of God, and a marvelous home a long way—physically and mentally—from this place
of suffering.”It says my confident hope is to get back there some day.We all have a home a long
way from here; and the hope of every child of God is to get back there soon.Another song
reminds that if we are faithful, we will get there someday.Ella Louise Smith SimmonsJanuary 19I
Will Get HomeFor You formed my inward parts; You covered me in my mother’s womb. I will
praise You, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made.Ps. 139:13, 14, NKJV.There is an old song
that has echoed in my head to an increasing degree lately.It is in one of the genres that over
many years has been labeled as Negro Spirituals. It comes out of the slave experience. Its
repeated verse says, “Sometimes I feel like a motherless child a long way from home.”It is a
lament, for sure, and at times sounds like a dirge. Its minor key and solemn lyrics take me to a
place of sadness, loss, and despair. At least, I have thought for many years that I traveled to that
place called despair on the wings of that song.Many women have taken that trip.Then, more
recently, I realized that the truth was just the opposite. For it was this song that sparked the
recognition that I was about to sink to a low place. It was a warning and corrective. It said to me
that I was about to allow life to beat me down and cause me to forget who and whose I am. It
was my wake-up call. It was a lecture in reality.For you see, the collection of Negro spirituals
uses messages conceived and sung on multiple levels to communicate hope and give direction.
That is, their overt messages were not their true meanings.Often the words of these songs were
the antitheses of their true messages. These seemingly simple songs were musical parables
meant to give hope while sounding hopeless.“Sometimes I feel like a motherless child a long
way from home” really says to me, “Although it looks to you that I have no origin, no roots, and no
place, I actually have a rich origin, the image of God, and a marvelous home a long way—
physically and mentally—from this place of suffering.”It says my confident hope is to get back
there some day.We all have a home a long way from here; and the hope of every child of God is
to get back there soon.Another song reminds that if we are faithful, we will get there
someday.Ella Louise Smith SimmonsJanuary 20The Determined DipperBecause the Sovereign
LORD helps me, I will not be disgraced. Therefore, I have set my face like a stone, determined to



do his will.Isa. 50:7, NLT.Summer was waning. The occasional oaks were shedding rusty brown
leaves under the canopy of towering evergreens. Our recreational vehicle was parked in a quiet
nook at the end of the campground. With the pungent smell of pines and willows and the
soothing, rippling music of the nearby Feather River, my husband and I felt enveloped in God’s
peace. Surrounding us were the mini-mountains of tailings left from California’s gold rush of
1849. The river had produced vast quantities of gold for those long-ago miners, but the gold I
was taking home cannot be measured in dollars and cents. It came from the rugged
determination of a little bird.One morning on my walk upriver through the campground, I
ventured out on a ledge looking out over quite a stretch of the river. A small slate-gray bird
caught my eye. It was a water ouzel, also known as the American dipper. Fascinated, I watched
it. Constant deep-knee bends kept its body in perpetual motion even as the crashing waves it
was facing threatened to topple it (from appearances, at least). In spite of the splashing foam
rolling over it, the little bird held tenaciously to the slippery rock. In fact, it seemed that it
appeared to enjoy the surrounding torrents of water. I watched the dipper periodically dive to the
sandy bottom of the cold river in search of hidden aquatic insect larvae. Despite its repeated
attempts, only once did I see it come up with a small sticklike worm in its mouth. These meager
results, however, did not deter the bird from its constant search for food.I discovered God had
provided an amazing array of help for this unique creature: scaly nose plugs, strong claws,
dense plumage, special eyelids to protect against spraying water, and an oil gland to waterproof
its feathers. How can I not praise Him for providing what I need too?As a great-grandmother of
four, I realize the strength of my youth is waning. But the rugged determination of this little bird
has inspired me. With God’s help, I, too, am determined to use all the talents God has given me
to draw others closer to Him. In the remaining years I have left, I have set my face as a stone,
“determined to do his will” with all my strength, and to help hasten my Sovereign Lord’s return.
Will you do the same?Donna Lee SharpJanuary 20The Determined DipperBecause the
Sovereign LORD helps me, I will not be disgraced. Therefore, I have set my face like a stone,
determined to do his will.Isa. 50:7, NLT.Summer was waning. The occasional oaks were
shedding rusty brown leaves under the canopy of towering evergreens. Our recreational vehicle
was parked in a quiet nook at the end of the campground. With the pungent smell of pines and
willows and the soothing, rippling music of the nearby Feather River, my husband and I felt
enveloped in God’s peace. Surrounding us were the mini-mountains of tailings left from
California’s gold rush of 1849. The river had produced vast quantities of gold for those long-ago
miners, but the gold I was taking home cannot be measured in dollars and cents. It came from
the rugged determination of a little bird.One morning on my walk upriver through the
campground, I ventured out on a ledge looking out over quite a stretch of the river. A small slate-
gray bird caught my eye. It was a water ouzel, also known as the American dipper. Fascinated, I
watched it. Constant deep-knee bends kept its body in perpetual motion even as the crashing
waves it was facing threatened to topple it (from appearances, at least). In spite of the splashing
foam rolling over it, the little bird held tenaciously to the slippery rock. In fact, it seemed that it



appeared to enjoy the surrounding torrents of water. I watched the dipper periodically dive to the
sandy bottom of the cold river in search of hidden aquatic insect larvae. Despite its repeated
attempts, only once did I see it come up with a small sticklike worm in its mouth. These meager
results, however, did not deter the bird from its constant search for food.I discovered God had
provided an amazing array of help for this unique creature: scaly nose plugs, strong claws,
dense plumage, special eyelids to protect against spraying water, and an oil gland to waterproof
its feathers. How can I not praise Him for providing what I need too?As a great-grandmother of
four, I realize the strength of my youth is waning. But the rugged determination of this little bird
has inspired me. With God’s help, I, too, am determined to use all the talents God has given me
to draw others closer to Him. In the remaining years I have left, I have set my face as a stone,
“determined to do his will” with all my strength, and to help hasten my Sovereign Lord’s return.
Will you do the same?Donna Lee SharpJanuary 21The Biggest “Aha!” Moment of My
LifeCommit your way to the LORD; trust in him. Ps. 37:5, NIV.These past few years I have found
myself face to face with many trials and tribulations—financial, emotional, and personal. I’ve
been cheated in business transactions, lost a large amount of money to someone close to me
who never paid me back and doesn’t even speak to me anymore. I’ve experienced remarriage,
the devastating death of my mother, and depression. The last two straws breaking the proverbial
camel’s back were when our cabinet maker suddenly died—just after I’d paid and contracted
with him to do a huge job. This was followed by bad decisions from inexperienced and
unprofessional workers.During all of these crises, I’ve often thought, Why is all this happening to
me when life was so good before and things were so plentiful? I had a fantastic career and a
great personal life with no major problems in it. Suddenly, my life has turned into one disaster
after another! Why? Especially when I’ve always been a kind person and successful in business.
In addition, I’m ethical, honest, and smart. Though I am trained to quickly understand challenges
and make decisions to effectively deal with them, why am I now suddenly feeling so helpless?
The challenges I currently face I can neither avoid nor solve!Such thoughts brought about worry,
sleep loss, and episodes of weeping as I rehearsed my feelings of hurt, anger, and
hopelessness. I felt at peace neither with the world nor with myself. How unlike the lyrics of a
song I know that promises peace even if the world falls apart.As I was talking to God one day
about all my woes, He gave me an “Aha!” moment. He showed me that I had been trying to take
control of everything in my life instead of allowing Him to be in charge. He impressed me that
allowing Him to take control would roll the burdens off my shoulders. He would carry them for
me! So I have asked Him to help me trust Him to be in control. I truly want to commit my way to
the Lord and trust in Him. I want my life to praise Him, especially when I realize how very much
He loves me and has a tremendous purpose for my life. Otherwise, He wouldn’t have borne with
me so long.Thank You, God, for not giving up on me until I understood that it is actually my lack
of faith that has not given me the internal peace that only a total surrender to You can achieve!
Joelcira F. Müller-CavedonJanuary 21The Biggest “Aha!” Moment of My LifeCommit your way to
the LORD; trust in him. Ps. 37:5, NIV.These past few years I have found myself face to face with



many trials and tribulations—financial, emotional, and personal. I’ve been cheated in business
transactions, lost a large amount of money to someone close to me who never paid me back
and doesn’t even speak to me anymore. I’ve experienced remarriage, the devastating death of
my mother, and depression. The last two straws breaking the proverbial camel’s back were when
our cabinet maker suddenly died—just after I’d paid and contracted with him to do a huge job.
This was followed by bad decisions from inexperienced and unprofessional workers.During all of
these crises, I’ve often thought, Why is all this happening to me when life was so good before
and things were so plentiful? I had a fantastic career and a great personal life with no major
problems in it. Suddenly, my life has turned into one disaster after another! Why? Especially
when I’ve always been a kind person and successful in business. In addition, I’m ethical, honest,
and smart. Though I am trained to quickly understand challenges and make decisions to
effectively deal with them, why am I now suddenly feeling so helpless? The challenges I
currently face I can neither avoid nor solve!Such thoughts brought about worry, sleep loss, and
episodes of weeping as I rehearsed my feelings of hurt, anger, and hopelessness. I felt at peace
neither with the world nor with myself. How unlike the lyrics of a song I know that promises peace
even if the world falls apart.As I was talking to God one day about all my woes, He gave me an
“Aha!” moment. He showed me that I had been trying to take control of everything in my life
instead of allowing Him to be in charge. He impressed me that allowing Him to take control
would roll the burdens off my shoulders. He would carry them for me! So I have asked Him to
help me trust Him to be in control. I truly want to commit my way to the Lord and trust in Him. I
want my life to praise Him, especially when I realize how very much He loves me and has a
tremendous purpose for my life. Otherwise, He wouldn’t have borne with me so long.Thank You,
God, for not giving up on me until I understood that it is actually my lack of faith that has not
given me the internal peace that only a total surrender to You can achieve!Joelcira F. Müller-
CavedonJanuary 22Letting Go and Letting God“So then, do not worry about tomorrow, for
tomorrow will worry about itself. Today has enough trouble of its own.” Matt. 6:34, NET.I’m a very
independent woman! I don’t like asking for help. I’m more than willing to help others, but I don’t
ask for help! Recently, though, I’ve been quite handicapped.I was on my way to the island of
Samoa, via Auckland, to minister to the women there when I fell at the airport and fractured my
right shoulder, although I didn’t know that at the time.Even as I lay on the floor in the terminal in
Auckland, I refused help and wanted to stand up on my own! But I had to accept help from
people who saw me fall and ran toward me—as I was unable to get up.The pain was absolutely
excruciating.To make a long story short, I continued on my way to do my talks in Samoa, since
the paramedics didn’t think anything serious was wrong with me. I certainly wasn’t screaming in
pain! I don’t know about you, but when I gave birth to my two children, not a sound came out of
me, so why would this be any different?When I got back to Sydney, however, I learned I had a
fractured shoulder! I felt as if a big burden had been lifted off me. I wasn’t just imagining the pain!
Something was very wrong!Since then I’ve learned to rely on my husband to help me shower,
dry, and dress myself! My daughter drives me to the doctor; my fellow women’s ministries



leaders bring me food. Friends help clean the house and do other chores.At first it was very
hard, I have to admit, to accept all that help. Yet I’ve come to understand that we need each
other, and I really appreciate the love I’m receiving.At first, I worried about how I was going to do
the simple things in life, such as take a shower. But I’ve learned a lot about humility as I’d never
experienced it before. To be dependent on others for all things isn’t easy, but it has taught me
that I not only need them, but I need God even more than ever before.And finally, I’m learning to
let go of my independence and let God be the One in charge of my life.Erna JohnsonJanuary
22Letting Go and Letting God“So then, do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry
about itself. Today has enough trouble of its own.” Matt. 6:34, NET.I’m a very independent
woman! I don’t like asking for help. I’m more than willing to help others, but I don’t ask for help!
Recently, though, I’ve been quite handicapped.I was on my way to the island of Samoa, via
Auckland, to minister to the women there when I fell at the airport and fractured my right
shoulder, although I didn’t know that at the time.Even as I lay on the floor in the terminal in
Auckland, I refused help and wanted to stand up on my own! But I had to accept help from
people who saw me fall and ran toward me—as I was unable to get up.The pain was absolutely
excruciating.To make a long story short, I continued on my way to do my talks in Samoa, since
the paramedics didn’t think anything serious was wrong with me. I certainly wasn’t screaming in
pain! I don’t know about you, but when I gave birth to my two children, not a sound came out of
me, so why would this be any different?When I got back to Sydney, however, I learned I had a
fractured shoulder! I felt as if a big burden had been lifted off me. I wasn’t just imagining the pain!
Something was very wrong!Since then I’ve learned to rely on my husband to help me shower,
dry, and dress myself! My daughter drives me to the doctor; my fellow women’s ministries
leaders bring me food. Friends help clean the house and do other chores.At first it was very
hard, I have to admit, to accept all that help. Yet I’ve come to understand that we need each
other, and I really appreciate the love I’m receiving.At first, I worried about how I was going to do
the simple things in life, such as take a shower. But I’ve learned a lot about humility as I’d never
experienced it before. To be dependent on others for all things isn’t easy, but it has taught me
that I not only need them, but I need God even more than ever before.And finally, I’m learning to
let go of my independence and let God be the One in charge of my life.Erna JohnsonJanuary
23The Divine Listener“All those the Father gives me will come to me, and whoever comes to me
I will never drive away.” John 6:37, NIV.One day, I heard three young boys talking. “I’m having
problems with my parents,” said one of them.“What does that have to do with us?” asked
another.“Yeah,” replied the third, “your parents are your problem, not ours.” The first young man,
crestfallen, ended the conversation.Have you ever sought a sympathetic ear only to be shut out?
After witnessing this exchange, I asked myself, “What would have happened if Christ had
responded to people as did these two ‘friends,’ closing the door on someone in need of
compassion?” How would we react if we were to tell God our problems and He ignored us and
turned away from us, leaving us to suffer alone with our pain and uncertainty? Thanks to His
great mercy, He does not do that. He says that if we know how to give the best to our children,



He does much more for us (Matt. 7:11), and that includes listening to the problems we bring to
Him. He also said that even if a mother forgets her children, He will never forget us (Isa.
49:15).During His time on earth, Christ listened to problems shared by all manner of people: the
tale of woe from the woman with the flow of blood, the confession of the tax collector
Zacchaeus, the pleas of parents for demon-possessed children. He listened to little children
themselves and to fishermen complaining about a bad night of fishing. He even listened to the
thief on the cross.Christ’s mission here on earth was to reconnect the fallen human race with its
Creator, reestablishing the bonds of love that had been broken. That is why He always listened
attentively to each request and every cry. He supplied the needs of each person that
approached Him and pointed them to His heavenly Father.And still today the Divine Listener
never shuts His ear to anyone. He is freely available to listen to us twenty-four hours a day. Let’s
give praise for the fact that unlike some phone numbers we dial, His number is never busy or
“out of the area.” After listening to our prayers, He will share guidance, comfort, and
encouragement. May we also have for others the listening heart of Jesus.Carmen Virgínia dos
Santos PauloJanuary 23The Divine Listener“All those the Father gives me will come to me, and
whoever comes to me I will never drive away.” John 6:37, NIV.One day, I heard three young boys
talking. “I’m having problems with my parents,” said one of them.“What does that have to do with
us?” asked another.“Yeah,” replied the third, “your parents are your problem, not ours.” The first
young man, crestfallen, ended the conversation.Have you ever sought a sympathetic ear only to
be shut out? After witnessing this exchange, I asked myself, “What would have happened if
Christ had responded to people as did these two ‘friends,’ closing the door on someone in need
of compassion?” How would we react if we were to tell God our problems and He ignored us and
turned away from us, leaving us to suffer alone with our pain and uncertainty? Thanks to His
great mercy, He does not do that. He says that if we know how to give the best to our children,
He does much more for us (Matt. 7:11), and that includes listening to the problems we bring to
Him. He also said that even if a mother forgets her children, He will never forget us (Isa.
49:15).During His time on earth, Christ listened to problems shared by all manner of people: the
tale of woe from the woman with the flow of blood, the confession of the tax collector
Zacchaeus, the pleas of parents for demon-possessed children. He listened to little children
themselves and to fishermen complaining about a bad night of fishing. He even listened to the
thief on the cross.Christ’s mission here on earth was to reconnect the fallen human race with its
Creator, reestablishing the bonds of love that had been broken. That is why He always listened
attentively to each request and every cry. He supplied the needs of each person that
approached Him and pointed them to His heavenly Father.And still today the Divine Listener
never shuts His ear to anyone. He is freely available to listen to us twenty-four hours a day. Let’s
give praise for the fact that unlike some phone numbers we dial, His number is never busy or
“out of the area.” After listening to our prayers, He will share guidance, comfort, and
encouragement. May we also have for others the listening heart of Jesus.Carmen Virgínia dos
Santos PauloJanuary 24Heavenly BlessingsAnd it shall come to pass, that before they call, I will



answer; and while they are yet speaking, I will hear. Isa. 65:24.It seemed so small at the time that
it happened. But at the end of the day as I reflected on how good my God is, I realized the
miracle that God blessed me with that day.I had awakened early. I ran out of my home without
breakfast to a full day of seeing patients for six hours without a break. At about 11:30 A.M., I was
seeing a patient but felt a little sweaty and light-headed. My sugar level was dropping. I needed a
break and some food. My next patient, Dolores, brought me a gift in a little bowl—grape salad!
Before I could even ask my God, He had provided a healthy snack through Dolores. I was so
thankful to her and to God. She wanted me to eat it while she told me what had been going on
with her. I was grateful and complied. It was delicious and just what I needed to get me through
the next few hours!God promises to provide for our needs in every area of our lives (Phil. 4:19).
Watch for the little heavenly blessings that come your way. If things are tough financially, you
may find an unexpected envelope in the mail or your bills may appear less than they normally
are. Someone at church may invite you to a potluck, which will save you money with groceries. If
you are down emotionally, there likely is someone feeling worse than you. Look for that person.
In blessing others you will be blessed yourself. Are you suffering from a physical ailment? God is
still the Great Physician. He will either lead you to a physician who can help you with the correct
diagnosis and treatment or He may choose to heal you. If healing is not what He chooses, don’t
forget that He won’t leave you to walk your difficult journey alone. Claim the promises of Psalm 1
for yourself. In whatever He chooses for us, let’s resolve to praise Him.Ellen G. White wrote
these comforting words: “Whatever your anxieties and trials, spread out your case before the
Lord. Your spirit will be braced for endurance. The way will be opened for you to disentangle
yourself from embarrassment and difficulty. The weaker and more helpless you know yourself to
be, the stronger will you become in His strength. The heavier your burdens, the more blessed
the rest in casting them upon the Burden Bearer” (The Desire of Ages, p. 329). Watch for those
heavenly blessings!Sharon Michael PalmerJanuary 24Heavenly BlessingsAnd it shall come to
pass, that before they call, I will answer; and while they are yet speaking, I will hear. Isa. 65:24.It
seemed so small at the time that it happened. But at the end of the day as I reflected on how
good my God is, I realized the miracle that God blessed me with that day.I had awakened early. I
ran out of my home without breakfast to a full day of seeing patients for six hours without a
break. At about 11:30 A.M., I was seeing a patient but felt a little sweaty and light-headed. My
sugar level was dropping. I needed a break and some food. My next patient, Dolores, brought
me a gift in a little bowl—grape salad!Before I could even ask my God, He had provided a
healthy snack through Dolores. I was so thankful to her and to God. She wanted me to eat it
while she told me what had been going on with her. I was grateful and complied. It was delicious
and just what I needed to get me through the next few hours!God promises to provide for our
needs in every area of our lives (Phil. 4:19). Watch for the little heavenly blessings that come
your way. If things are tough financially, you may find an unexpected envelope in the mail or your
bills may appear less than they normally are. Someone at church may invite you to a potluck,
which will save you money with groceries. If you are down emotionally, there likely is someone



feeling worse than you. Look for that person. In blessing others you will be blessed yourself. Are
you suffering from a physical ailment? God is still the Great Physician. He will either lead you to a
physician who can help you with the correct diagnosis and treatment or He may choose to heal
you. If healing is not what He chooses, don’t forget that He won’t leave you to walk your difficult
journey alone. Claim the promises of Psalm 1 for yourself. In whatever He chooses for us, let’s
resolve to praise Him.Ellen G. White wrote these comforting words: “Whatever your anxieties
and trials, spread out your case before the Lord. Your spirit will be braced for endurance. The
way will be opened for you to disentangle yourself from embarrassment and difficulty. The
weaker and more helpless you know yourself to be, the stronger will you become in His strength.
The heavier your burdens, the more blessed the rest in casting them upon the Burden
Bearer” (The Desire of Ages, p. 329). Watch for those heavenly blessings!Sharon Michael
PalmerJanuary 25God’s Sound EffectThe voice of thy thunder was in the heaven: the lightnings
lightened the world: the earth trembled and shook. Ps. 77:18.At times God answers our prayers
in the most unexpected and interesting ways.My husband and I served as missionaries in Africa
for some years. When he was working as an auditor, I accompanied him on some of his long
trips. At times I would be asked to give a talk during the weekend religious meetings. On one of
our auditing trips, the local church pastor invited me to give the sermon on the weekend.At that
time, I had just lost my mother, and my heart keenly felt the loss and loneliness. Early on the
morning that I was scheduled to speak, I happened to open an envelope containing pictures of
my mother. They brought me to tears. I cried for about an hour. A look in the mirror revealed my
swollen eyes. I just could not stand up in front of a congregation looking like that! I prayed
earnestly to be relieved of the speaking appointment. “Please, God,” I asked, “send someone
else to take my place. Spare me.”I went to church early, hoping to meet another pastor or other
visiting missionaries—or anyone who could preach instead of me. Taking a seat in the back row,
I watched as each person entered the sanctuary. Soon the time came for the preaching service
and I had to prepare to go up front. God had not sent anyone, and I had to preach. I admit,
however, that it was with a reluctant Jonah-like spirit.Just minutes into the sermon, I told an
African parable that involved the eruption of a volcano. With great expression, I dramatically
stated, “Suddenly, a loud explosion split the air!” The word “air” was scarcely out of my mouth
when a loud rumble of thunder jolted everyone in the church. I waited a few moments for the
reaction to die down. I looked at the congregation and noted some amused looks. At the end of
the service, a number of people commented on the “audio aid.” One of the men asked, “Did you
ask God for that thunder?” I admitted that I hadn’t and that it had come as a perfect surprise, for
the morning skies had been clear.I like to think I heard God in that clap of thunder, rumbling His
approval of my following through on the speaking commitment I had made—despite my
emotional pain. What a God!Bienvisa Ladion NebresJanuary 25God’s Sound EffectThe voice of
thy thunder was in the heaven: the lightnings lightened the world: the earth trembled and shook.
Ps. 77:18.At times God answers our prayers in the most unexpected and interesting ways.My
husband and I served as missionaries in Africa for some years. When he was working as an
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front of a congregation looking like that! I prayed earnestly to be relieved of the speaking
appointment. “Please, God,” I asked, “send someone else to take my place. Spare me.”I went to
church early, hoping to meet another pastor or other visiting missionaries—or anyone who could
preach instead of me. Taking a seat in the back row, I watched as each person entered the
sanctuary. Soon the time came for the preaching service and I had to prepare to go up front. God
had not sent anyone, and I had to preach. I admit, however, that it was with a reluctant Jonah-like
spirit.Just minutes into the sermon, I told an African parable that involved the eruption of a
volcano. With great expression, I dramatically stated, “Suddenly, a loud explosion split the air!”
The word “air” was scarcely out of my mouth when a loud rumble of thunder jolted everyone in
the church. I waited a few moments for the reaction to die down. I looked at the congregation and
noted some amused looks. At the end of the service, a number of people commented on the
“audio aid.” One of the men asked, “Did you ask God for that thunder?” I admitted that I hadn’t
and that it had come as a perfect surprise, for the morning skies had been clear.I like to think I
heard God in that clap of thunder, rumbling His approval of my following through on the speaking
commitment I had made—despite my emotional pain. What a God!Bienvisa Ladion
NebresJanuary 26When Do You Look Brightly Again?“Moreover, when you fast, do not be like
the hypocrites, with a sad countenance. For they disfigure their faces that they may appear to
men to be fasting. Assuredly, I say to you, they have their reward.”Matt. 6:16, NKJV.When my
son, Luca, was three years old, we clashed over a subject of relative unimportance.
Nevertheless, I stayed a little bit angry with him and carried my moodiness throughout the day,
though trying not to let Luca see how I felt. When I later called my children for lunch, Luca came
into the kitchen. He looked at me quite critically and asked, “Mummy, when do you look brightly
again?” I had to laugh. Obviously, he could see through my face to my real feelings. Evidently, I’d
looked at him “too darkly.”This small incident made it clear to me how important it is that we be
aware that what we feel is what other people often see in us—especially if we’re not very good
actors! Spiritually speaking, the feelings and attitudes I harbor beneath a pretended façade can
also affect the people I meet.Am I a Christian churchgoer from my own conviction, feeling secure
in Christ, or do I just “play church”? Do I read the Bible because of the need of it in my own life,
or do I just want biblical knowledge to impress others? Does my outward concern for other
people actually reflect a deeper prayer life with Jesus living through me? When perceptive
people look past my “outward appearance,” what do they see? Someone who is shining brightly
for Jesus—and praising Him through my life? Or someone who is trying to mask the darkness
inside? God has given us a promise to help us keep our focus on Him and our lights shining for



Him: “ ‘Fear not, for I am with you; be not dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen you, yes, I
will help you, I will uphold you with My righteous right hand’ ” (Isa. 41:10, NKJV).My wish is to be
able to focus on the fact that God is with me—no matter what mood I’m in. Little Luca’s wise
observation instilled in me a desire to not only “look brightly,” but also to let His light truly shine
from within. After all, Jesus said, “ ‘You are the light of the world. . . . Let your light so shine before
men, that they may see your good works and glorify your Father in heaven’ ” (Matt. 5:14, 16,
NKJV). Let’s determine to “look brightly” for the glory of God.Caroline NaumannJanuary 26When
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forth all his own, he goeth before them, and the sheep follow him: for they know his voice. John
10:4, ASV.Kru Yai Noparat, our guide, was gone again. Though he was a forest ranger in the
largest national park here in Thailand, he evidently hadn’t been a guide very long. At least he
was having difficulty staying with our group. As per our weekend plans, we students and
teachers had enjoyed a hurried breakfast before 6:00 A.M.in order to complete one more scenic
hike before our scheduled departure time of 10:00 A.M.We’d started off our hike, following our
guide. Then he’d “disappeared.” It was not the first time he’d left us, but this was definitely the



longest stretch of time that he’d been gone. We’d followed the directions he’d given at the
beginning of the hike and had hiked two hours before arriving at a beautiful stream.“My heart is
racing again,” said Arlyn, one of the teachers. “I’d better go back to the trucks.” As she started
back up the trail, the rest of us paused to pray for her safety. And then we prayed that Kru Yai
Noparat would come back. Not only was he our guide, he was also one of our truck
drivers!“We’d better try to retrace our steps,” someone suggested. “If it took us two hours to get
down here, we won’t get back up to the pickup trucks in time to start the hike to our next camp.”
But four hours later, wondering if waterfalls had changed locations, we knew we were lost.“There
are lots of wild animals in this national park,” observed one of my students in a nervous voice.
“And look—leeches everywhere! These rocks are so slippery. But we can’t phone anyone to tell
them where we are because there’s no signal out here. All we can do is pray, trust God, and just
enjoy our hike.”When the guide finally reappeared, we were relieved, though he seemed to have
difficulty getting his bearings in order to lead us back out. Later, when the students were role-
playing the events of our eight-and-a-half-hour trek, I was amazed at how often prayer had been
a part of our day’s adventure! More than one student said, “Jesus was our real Guide. He never
gets lost.” How true! And His sheep know His voice. Let’s praise Jesus for being our Guide today
—and every day. He knows the way, and He will never leave us.Rojean Vasquez MarciaJanuary
27Lost GuideWhen he hath put forth all his own, he goeth before them, and the sheep follow
him: for they know his voice. John 10:4, ASV.Kru Yai Noparat, our guide, was gone again.
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real Guide. He never gets lost.” How true! And His sheep know His voice. Let’s praise Jesus for
being our Guide today—and every day. He knows the way, and He will never leave us.Rojean
Vasquez MarciaJanuary 28Do Actions Really SpeakLouder Than Words?“Yes, the way to
identify a tree or a person is bythe kind of fruit produced.” Matt. 7:20, TLB.I hemorrhaged a vocal
cord in the spring of 2013 at the tail end of a rigorous schedule of radio shows and a concert tour
of Australia. Extensive traveling, overuse, and—wouldn’t you know it—acid reflux caused the
problem. Although my voice had felt “fatigued” for several weeks, I’d not given it much thought,
never having had problems in the past. I was faithful with the vocal warm-ups and cool-downs
surrounding my events. Devastated, I looked at the photo of my bloody vocal chord at the
laryngologist’s office, not knowing if I’d be able to sing again.I was put on strict vocal rest (no
laughing, coughing, sneezing, or clearing my throat) for two weeks, which turned into four
weeks. Fear of possible concert cancellations and postponements swept over me. Worst of all
would be the event that couldn’t be pushed back—my brother’s wedding! It was smack dab in
the middle of my physician-ordered silence.I made a cute lanyard to hang around my neck with a
sign that stated my predicament. So how odd is it going to feel to attend such a joyous, family
filled occasion without being able to express a thing? I wondered. I haven’t seen some relatives
for years, and now I won’t be able to talk to them! In the days leading up to the wedding, I hung
out with my nieces and nephew who, surprisingly, didn’t seem to mind my inability to speak. On
the contrary, they seemed even more drawn to me. Unlike the adults who felt awkward around
me (thankfully, I found a phone app that could speak when I typed), the children seemed to want
to be with me at every waking moment. I learned that the two- and nearly four-year-old
attentively “listened” to my guidance and leading though I could use only simple hand gestures
and facial expressions. Remarkable! I didn’t need words! Praise God! To this day, I remain their
favorite “auntie.” Not only did they win my heart, but I seemed to have made a huge impression
on theirs.I believe we sometimes put too much emphasis on words when communication is built
on so much more (body language, energy, facial expressions, and actions). My damaged vocal
cords experience has made me view the world differently and begs me to ask the question: If
you couldn’t verbally tell anyone you were a Christian, would they still know? If so, how? “By this
shall all men know that ye are my disciples, if ye have love one to another” (John 13:35).Naomi
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the contrary, they seemed even more drawn to me. Unlike the adults who felt awkward around
me (thankfully, I found a phone app that could speak when I typed), the children seemed to want
to be with me at every waking moment. I learned that the two- and nearly four-year-old
attentively “listened” to my guidance and leading though I could use only simple hand gestures
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on theirs.I believe we sometimes put too much emphasis on words when communication is built
on so much more (body language, energy, facial expressions, and actions). My damaged vocal
cords experience has made me view the world differently and begs me to ask the question: If
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StriemerJanuary 29Take Care of My DadDirect my footsteps. Ps. 119:133, NIV.One day I was
going through some of my children’s old school papers and found a paper from my oldest
daughter’s folder. She’d titled it, “What Do You Want to Be When You Grow Up?”I smiled and
started reading because I wanted to see just how close she had come to her goal! You see,
Kathy is an adult now with an LPN (licensed practical nurse) degree and is also in nursing
school where she plans to earn an RN (registered nurse) degree. Kathy is also married with nine
children and nine grandchildren. As I quickly read Kathy’s childhood composition, I discovered
that she had written several times, “When I grow up, I want to be a nurse so I can take care of my
dad.”Well, after Kathy became an adult, her dad became legally blind. Recently, he’d been
dealing with some medical problems during which time he’d been hospitalized for three days of
testing. During that time our son, who lives two and a half hours away, came and stayed with the
rest of us until Dad came home. Kathy couldn’t come at the time because of her work and busy
nursing school schedule.One day she phoned and said, “Mother, school is out for the summer. I
will be able to take a family leave. I want to come and help take care of my dad.” So that is what
she did, giving me a much needed break as well. Kathy’s dad cooperated fully and was ecstatic
to be able to have his own private nurse. He was also proud that the nurse was his
daughter.Kathy’s dream of becoming a nurse so she could care for her father had come true.
God had planted that desire in her heart thirty-seven years earlier in preparation for this medical
crisis as well as for the fulfillment of His divine plan for her life. When Kathy wrote her long-ago
school paper, she had no idea that she was writing out God’s plan for her life. Truly He had
directed her footsteps!Our Father in heaven has also ordered our steps. He knew us before we
were born. He knows what we’re going to do before we do it. He even knows the number of hairs



on our heads.How can we not worship You, God, for guiding our footsteps? Amen.Elaine J.
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JohnsonJanuary 30Converted by His Wife!How do you know, wife, whether you will save your
husband? Or, how do you know, husband, whether you will save your wife?1 Cor. 7:16, NIV.The
Lord is with those who labor in His vineyard. Surely I can testify to that!My husband, Edward, did
not join me in baptism when I became a Christian and joined the church in 1997. However, he
did begin to occasionally visit church with me. About ten years after joining the church, I
suddenly developed a desire to preach in a series of evangelistic meetings, also referred to as a
“campaign.” Therefore, I was delighted when the church headquarters in South Botswana
offered an evangelism training course for lay people—those who have never been formally
trained as preachers. Having this resource, our local church decided to hold an evangelistic
series. My fellow church members chose me as the preacher!Humbled, I went to my marvelous
Lord in prayer. “Lord, work for me as I work for You. You know the burden I carry for my husband.
Let me be able to praise You at the end of the two weeks for what You have done!” This bold
prayer came from the depths of my heart.By this time, Edward was regularly attending church
with me but had never made a decision for baptism. I was hoping he would go with me to the
meetings every day, but he came only three times. On the last day of the evangelistic campaign,



I preached about the importance of baptism. I shared the story of the converted jailer, found in
Acts 16. Then I made an appeal to the audience. “If, like that jailer,” I implored, “you do not want
to lose more time before making a decision for baptism, please raise your hand.”One of the
hands that went up was that of Edward, my own husband! Encouraged, I made a further appeal:
“If you raised your hand, please come forward.” Edward rose and walked forward as I silently
praised God’s name.When I later asked Edward why he hadn’t made the decision for baptism
earlier, he responded, “I almost did during the last two baptisms I attended. But I just couldn’t.” At
that moment I realized God had reserved my husband’s decision so I’d clearly see how He was
honoring my faith, my efforts for Him, and my faithful prayers on Edward’s behalf.God’s ways and
timing are the best. So, praying wives (and others), be encouraged!Bogadi KoosaletseJanuary
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31Lost and FoundHe shall call upon me, and I will answer him: I will be with him in trouble; I will
deliver him, and honour him. .I have to run by the grocery store before work to pick up some ice
cream for our office get-together today. Can I get you anything?” asked my girlfriend over the
telephone. I told her she could get a hot drink for me on this chilly Monday morning. About an



hour later, she phoned again: “Can you meet me at the office entrance to get your drink?”
Through the open window of her car, she handed me my drink.“What’s wrong?” I asked, noticing
she didn’t seem her usual cheery self.She responded, “Being a sunny day today, I wore my
favorite sunglasses but think I dropped them in the store. I’m on my way back there to see if
anyone found and turned them in.” Seeing her sad face, I offered to ride along with her. Before
getting into her car, I carefully searched around the seat and on the floor, just in case her
sunglasses had slid into some crevice.“I’ve already looked everywhere in the car,” she said,
though I insisted on searching through the back seats and the trunk. My efforts yielded no
sunglasses.“No one has turned in any sunglasses,” a clerk at the customer service desk told my
friend back at the store, while I retraced my friend’s in-store steps down the freezer aisle and
through the checkout area. Still no sunglasses.Lord, I prayed, please help us find the
sunglasses. I continued praying and praising for what He would do. “It took me a long time to find
sunglasses like those,” my friend sobbed as we got back to the car. In silence, she tried to
compose herself, while I continued my prayer vigil. We sat in the car a little while before my
friend started the motor.Lord, I continued praying, this isn’t really about sunglasses; it’s about my
friend knowing You care about the details of our lives. I reached down to pick up my previously
forgotten hot drink for a sip. In so doing, my hand hit something hard. I automatically picked it up.
The sunglasses! In response to my friend’s questioning—but joyful—look, I responded, “I don’t
know what happened. But I’ve been praying and the Lord just sort of put them into my hand.”I
called. He answered. Just like He promised He would do—for all of us!Jemima Dollosa
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friend knowing You care about the details of our lives. I reached down to pick up my previously
forgotten hot drink for a sip. In so doing, my hand hit something hard. I automatically picked it up.
The sunglasses! In response to my friend’s questioning—but joyful—look, I responded, “I don’t
know what happened. But I’ve been praying and the Lord just sort of put them into my hand.”I
called. He answered. Just like He promised He would do—for all of us!Jemima Dollosa
OrillosaFebruaryLiving His LoveLove: a feeling of strong or constant affection for a person.“A
new command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one another.”
John 13:34, NIV.Personal and intimate. Unconditional, yet undeserved. Free, yet not cheap.
Endless.These terms only partially describe God’s love for us.This month’s contributors have
experienced this love on ordinary days but in extraordinary ways. Through God’s exquisite
“painting” of nature, or in an unseen band of angels, or through the words of an apparently
purposeless, post-divorce greeting card, or tucked in the words of a child reminding us to
forgive. God’s love is evident everywhere. These devotionals also illustrate opportunities God
provides for us to “love Him back”—by sharing a financial blessing with someone in need,
returning tithe, being patient about unanswered prayer, or giving one’s all as did the mother who
made an exhausting run to reach her incarcerated son before it was too late.The best way to
luxuriate in—and share—God’s love is by living it. Savoring it, one moment at a
time.FebruaryLiving His LoveLove: a feeling of strong or constant affection for a person.“A new
command I give you: Love one another. As I have loved you, so you must love one another.” John
13:34, NIV.Personal and intimate. Unconditional, yet undeserved. Free, yet not cheap.
Endless.These terms only partially describe God’s love for us.This month’s contributors have
experienced this love on ordinary days but in extraordinary ways. Through God’s exquisite
“painting” of nature, or in an unseen band of angels, or through the words of an apparently
purposeless, post-divorce greeting card, or tucked in the words of a child reminding us to
forgive. God’s love is evident everywhere. These devotionals also illustrate opportunities God
provides for us to “love Him back”—by sharing a financial blessing with someone in need,
returning tithe, being patient about unanswered prayer, or giving one’s all as did the mother who
made an exhausting run to reach her incarcerated son before it was too late.The best way to
luxuriate in—and share—God’s love is by living it. Savoring it, one moment at a time.February
1Love Covers . . .Love covers over all wrongs. Prov. 10:12, NIV.As I knelt to hug her, my young
Doberman pup leaped into my arms welcoming me home. Then I looked aghast at the living
room carpet. Five pairs of my shoes lay scattered across the living room—all chewed. I had
obviously not secured the closet door when I left for work. Bored, Sheba had entertained herself
all morning. And she liked variety—one shoe each of the five pairs—and quality leather too. I
gathered the shoes and drove them to the repair shop. Slowly I held up my favorite taupe shoes
with the pointy toes. I smiled encouragingly at the repair man behind the counter. He sadly shook
his head.“Can’t you even try?” I pleaded. Again he shook his head. I held up the apple-green
ones that coordinated with my sage and cranberry dress. He shook his head, more emphatically
this time. I showed him the sandals I had recently purchased for summer. Sadly, I left with my



favorite shoes in a bag—to throw away. Fortunately, the store where I bought my shoes had a
yearly sale going on and I was able to replace a few of my shoes.That was only the beginning.
Sheba chewed a new garden hose in half. Tore off the face of my antique teddy bear, the one I
had treasured since age two—a costly repair. One day I returned to the car to discover that
Sheba had chewed in half both front seat belts of my Camero! And one in back as well. I totaled
up the cost years later to discover that my beloved Sheba had chewed hundreds of dollars worth
of items. But still I loved her.She was my 110-pound companion, gentle and loving. She rode
with me on writing assignments for work, not left alone in the car, of course. She provided me
with exercise walking her and protection too. Kids broke into my neighbors’ homes, but not mine.
She would lay her head on my shoulder as I gave her a hug. She would place her nose in my
hand and look at me with soulful eyes. Eventually, she traded her puppy chewing for chewy
bones.I wouldn’t say that I forgave Sheba seventy times seven as Jesus recommends in the
Bible—but it was close. The Bible also says that love covers a multitude of sins. It does, really.
Love covered for Sheba. Those of us who live in a family or a marriage, or have close friends,
know that love covers a multitude of mistakes, mishaps, accidents, and even sins.Edna Maye
GallingtonFebruary 1Love Covers . . .Love covers over all wrongs. Prov. 10:12, NIV.As I knelt to
hug her, my young Doberman pup leaped into my arms welcoming me home. Then I looked
aghast at the living room carpet. Five pairs of my shoes lay scattered across the living room—all
chewed. I had obviously not secured the closet door when I left for work. Bored, Sheba had
entertained herself all morning. And she liked variety—one shoe each of the five pairs—and
quality leather too. I gathered the shoes and drove them to the repair shop. Slowly I held up my
favorite taupe shoes with the pointy toes. I smiled encouragingly at the repair man behind the
counter. He sadly shook his head.“Can’t you even try?” I pleaded. Again he shook his head. I
held up the apple-green ones that coordinated with my sage and cranberry dress. He shook his
head, more emphatically this time. I showed him the sandals I had recently purchased for
summer. Sadly, I left with my favorite shoes in a bag—to throw away. Fortunately, the store where
I bought my shoes had a yearly sale going on and I was able to replace a few of my shoes.That
was only the beginning. Sheba chewed a new garden hose in half. Tore off the face of my
antique teddy bear, the one I had treasured since age two—a costly repair. One day I returned to
the car to discover that Sheba had chewed in half both front seat belts of my Camero! And one
in back as well. I totaled up the cost years later to discover that my beloved Sheba had chewed
hundreds of dollars worth of items. But still I loved her.She was my 110-pound companion,
gentle and loving. She rode with me on writing assignments for work, not left alone in the car, of
course. She provided me with exercise walking her and protection too. Kids broke into my
neighbors’ homes, but not mine. She would lay her head on my shoulder as I gave her a hug.
She would place her nose in my hand and look at me with soulful eyes. Eventually, she traded
her puppy chewing for chewy bones.I wouldn’t say that I forgave Sheba seventy times seven as
Jesus recommends in the Bible—but it was close. The Bible also says that love covers a
multitude of sins. It does, really. Love covered for Sheba. Those of us who live in a family or a



marriage, or have close friends, know that love covers a multitude of mistakes, mishaps,
accidents, and even sins.Edna Maye GallingtonFebruary 2The Policeman’s MistakeAnd we
know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called
according to his purpose.Rom. 8:28, NIV.I clearly remember what it was like to visit prison for the
first time. Before officials would allow me behind locked doors, they searched my belongings
and also my person. I endured all this in order to visit my beloved fifteen-year-old son. He was a
drug user and was in prison for robbing a store with a toy gun. He needed an advocate who
loved him.I was led down a small, unventilated hallway with two cells. In one of them was my
child. When he saw me, he dragged himself—weeping—across the floor towards me. Seeing
him in this tragic state was almost too much for me to bear. I could not contain an outburst of
tears. Some ten minutes later, a policeman opened the door and called the name of my boy. “We
are taking him to the forum to undergo an assessment by a social assistant and a
psychologist.”Startled, I asked, “Can I go with him? I have just gotten here to visit him.”“You can
go,” replied the officer, “but not with us. You do have the right to speak in the forum if you can get
there on your own.” I knew where the building was located, but it was quite a distance from the
prison. The policeman left with my son. Once outside, I began to run as fast as I could toward the
building where my son would be assessed. While I ran, my mind raced to Romans 8:28, a
promise from God that I continually claimed while I strained to keep up my pace.Exhausted, I
arrived at the forum just in time. A few minutes later, an official called to my son but addressed
him by a name that was not his. Looking up at my son, the psychologist said, “This is not the guy
who should be here!” The officer apologized and said he’d return my son to the prison and make
the correct inmate exchange. Suddenly, spotting me, the psychologist asked, “Are you this young
man’s mother?”I nodded.“Then leave this boy here,” the psychologist ordered. “I’d like to talk with
both this young man and his mother together.”God used a prison official’s mistake and my
exhausting run to turn this situation into an opportunity for me to advocate on behalf of my son.
Years ago, God also used mankind’s sinful mistakes—and Christ’s earthly “exhausting run”—to
turn mankind’s fall into an opportunity for Him to advocate on our behalf. What love! What
unconditional parental love!Vera Lúcia F. S. FerrariFebruary 2The Policeman’s MistakeAnd we
know that in all things God works for the good of those who love him, who have been called
according to his purpose.Rom. 8:28, NIV.I clearly remember what it was like to visit prison for the
first time. Before officials would allow me behind locked doors, they searched my belongings
and also my person. I endured all this in order to visit my beloved fifteen-year-old son. He was a
drug user and was in prison for robbing a store with a toy gun. He needed an advocate who
loved him.I was led down a small, unventilated hallway with two cells. In one of them was my
child. When he saw me, he dragged himself—weeping—across the floor towards me. Seeing
him in this tragic state was almost too much for me to bear. I could not contain an outburst of
tears. Some ten minutes later, a policeman opened the door and called the name of my boy. “We
are taking him to the forum to undergo an assessment by a social assistant and a
psychologist.”Startled, I asked, “Can I go with him? I have just gotten here to visit him.”“You can



go,” replied the officer, “but not with us. You do have the right to speak in the forum if you can get
there on your own.” I knew where the building was located, but it was quite a distance from the
prison. The policeman left with my son. Once outside, I began to run as fast as I could toward the
building where my son would be assessed. While I ran, my mind raced to Romans 8:28, a
promise from God that I continually claimed while I strained to keep up my pace.Exhausted, I
arrived at the forum just in time. A few minutes later, an official called to my son but addressed
him by a name that was not his. Looking up at my son, the psychologist said, “This is not the guy
who should be here!” The officer apologized and said he’d return my son to the prison and make
the correct inmate exchange. Suddenly, spotting me, the psychologist asked, “Are you this young
man’s mother?”I nodded.“Then leave this boy here,” the psychologist ordered. “I’d like to talk with
both this young man and his mother together.”God used a prison official’s mistake and my
exhausting run to turn this situation into an opportunity for me to advocate on behalf of my son.
Years ago, God also used mankind’s sinful mistakes—and Christ’s earthly “exhausting run”—to
turn mankind’s fall into an opportunity for Him to advocate on our behalf. What love! What
unconditional parental love!Vera Lúcia F. S. FerrariFebruary 3God Heals Animals Too!A
righteous man regards the life of his animal. Prov. 12:10, NKJV.O LORD, You preserve man and
beast. Ps. 36:6, NKJV.Karamjit Kaur’s buffalo was very sick.The vet was called in and the
medication started.The uncertainty continued for a couple of months. Uncertainty, because
Karamjit’s family livelihood came from the buffalo’s milk. And also uncertainty about losing the
animal altogether. After all, the family was considerably attached to their animal and they were
concerned about its well-being. It would be no exaggeration, in fact, to say that a special bond
existed between the family and their animal. The buffalo had brought them blessings. They even
considered the buffalo to be part of the family. Knowing there was little hope of the buffalo
recovering, therefore, caused them great sadness.One day, about the time the family was
tempted to give up all hope of this situation becoming any better, a woman dropped by their
house. She was a woman of faith.“We are sure that our sick buffalo is not going to live much
longer,” they told her with heavy hearts.“Have you thought about offering a prayer about your
animal’s situation?” she asked them. “Here is the phone number of Mrs. Sunila Gill. Her husband
is the pastor of this area.” The Karamjit family called the number. The party at the other end of
the phone line prayed right then and there—over the phone—for both the buffalo and its family.
Miraculously, the buffalo started showing signs of improvement!The Karamjit family was so
delighted that they invited Mrs. Sunila Gill and her pastor husband to their home for a prayer
meeting. This is how a Bible study started in the home of this Sikh family. Meanwhile, their
buffalo fully recovered and the family’s faith—in a God who took care of their animal—was
born.God, in His great love, has His own ways of reaching out to people. He who caused
Baalam’s donkey to speak also put a healing hand on this buffalo, using it to convert a family.
Karamjit’s family is now attending church regularly and will soon be baptized. Amen!February
3God Heals Animals Too!A righteous man regards the life of his animal. Prov. 12:10, NKJV.O
LORD, You preserve man and beast. Ps. 36:6, NKJV.Karamjit Kaur’s buffalo was very sick.The



vet was called in and the medication started.The uncertainty continued for a couple of months.
Uncertainty, because Karamjit’s family livelihood came from the buffalo’s milk. And also
uncertainty about losing the animal altogether. After all, the family was considerably attached to
their animal and they were concerned about its well-being. It would be no exaggeration, in fact,
to say that a special bond existed between the family and their animal. The buffalo had brought
them blessings. They even considered the buffalo to be part of the family. Knowing there was
little hope of the buffalo recovering, therefore, caused them great sadness.One day, about the
time the family was tempted to give up all hope of this situation becoming any better, a woman
dropped by their house. She was a woman of faith.“We are sure that our sick buffalo is not going
to live much longer,” they told her with heavy hearts.“Have you thought about offering a prayer
about your animal’s situation?” she asked them. “Here is the phone number of Mrs. Sunila Gill.
Her husband is the pastor of this area.” The Karamjit family called the number. The party at the
other end of the phone line prayed right then and there—over the phone—for both the buffalo
and its family. Miraculously, the buffalo started showing signs of improvement!The Karamjit
family was so delighted that they invited Mrs. Sunila Gill and her pastor husband to their home
for a prayer meeting. This is how a Bible study started in the home of this Sikh family. Meanwhile,
their buffalo fully recovered and the family’s faith—in a God who took care of their animal—was
born.God, in His great love, has His own ways of reaching out to people. He who caused
Baalam’s donkey to speak also put a healing hand on this buffalo, using it to convert a family.
Karamjit’s family is now attending church regularly and will soon be baptized. Amen!

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/e/GlmP/KqPw/xYqAb/Living-His-Love-2016-Womens-Devotional


Ebook Library Reader, “Five Stars. Amazing testimonies from Amazing women! God bless!”

Rowena G. Cochran, “Five Stars. These books are always good.”

Wendy, “Five Stars. Love it, kept me grounded in faith!”

Beejay, “Four Stars. enjoyed the views of other christian women and their trials and blessings”

S G., “Daily Inspiration. Great to have this as an e-book. Love to read the daily insights and
stories from women around the world.  Would definitely recommend to friends and family”

The book by Greg Tomsho has a rating of  5 out of 4.8. 7 people have provided feedback.

Philippians 1:9 The Women’s Devotional Series Title Page Copyright About the Editors
Scholarshipping Our Sisters Women’s Ministries Department Contents January: Living His
Praise February: Living His Love March: Living His Friendship April: Living His Word May: Living
His Trust June: Living His Obedience July: Living His Prayers August: Living His Persistence
September: Living His Balance October: Living His Compassion November: Living His
Thanksgiving December: Living His Hope 2016 Biographies



Language: English
Hardcover: 612 pages
Item Weight: 4.45 pounds
Dimensions: 11.2 x 1.3 x 8.7 inches
File size: 2725 KB
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Sticky notes: On Kindle Scribe
Print length: 808 pages
Reading age: 18 years and up
Lexile measure: 720L
Grade level: 4 - 6
Paperback: 688 pages

http://dl.neutronbyte.com/pdf-file/18oYWaTP/d

