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To David and Karen Mains,
who first explained
God encounters in everyday life.
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INTRODUCTION

Where is God when you need Him? You might be surprised. Because whether you see Him or not, He’s right there with you—guarding, guiding, and giving you just what you need at just the right time. There is nothing on this earth like the direct experience of His loving care, His forgiveness, His comfort, His encouragement. Perhaps you hunger for His presence in life’s tough circumstances and need reassurance of His unending love, personally, just for you. If you’d like a peek at God in action, then go ahead, open the pages of this book. On every page you’ll find new visions of who God is and who He has created you to be.

You’ll read about people who encountered God in the good times, and in the bad. In some of life’s greatest moments, and in ordinary circumstances.

You’ll see glimpses of God through …

• Sudha, who was pulled back from diving, in the dark, into an empty pool

• Jim, who learned that God is revealed even through our failings

• Pat, who saw God while bombs burst overhead

• Jon, who found evidences of the Lord in the sweet spot of a tornado

• Karen, who found God’s “fingerprints” in her burgled house

• Lynn, who encountered God on her way to end her life

• Mimi, who learned from God while riding out Hurricane Katrina

• C. M., who saw the Lord in the faith of a boy with Down syndrome

• Jill, who had a visit from God in the grocery store

• David, who saw God in a newborn’s smile

• Donald, who watched as his dying friend experienced God’s presence

And about three dozen other people who can pinpoint faith-sustaining moments when God clearly “showed up” and brought about important changes in their lives.

What does it feel like when God breaks in and interrupts the logical flow of cause and effect or moves in quietly to answer your prayers? A sense of His abiding presence was experienced by two disciples walking with Him on the road to Emmaus. They said their hearts were strangely warmed as they recognized this true God sighting (see Luke 24:32).

Though you may not see Him with your own eyes, you, too, can experience his peace, joy, and comfort in your heart as you observe His work in His followers—people just like you whose dreams are fulfilled, relationships restored, safety protected, and debts paid off.

Perhaps you need a miracle right now or just a reminder that God cares. Perhaps you just need a nudge to look for God in your daily life or a prompting to praise Him. These stories will not only bring you into His presence but will give you fresh insight and stories to share with others who are hungering to see God at work. You can also use this book personally for fun, challenge, and renewal. Bring it into your quiet time with God, and ask Him to move in similar ways, realizing that He has a unique plan to show Himself just as powerfully to you. Or use it as a weekly reminder to look for God in your life in the days ahead. Remember the promise from His Word—If you look for me wholeheartedly, you will find me (Jeremiah 29:13). Find Him in these pages and in your life … today … now!
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god is faithful

CAN YOU HEAR ME NOW?

Jill Thompson

I hesitantly approached the entrance of the store. The automatic double doors slid open in a brisk and definite welcome that didn’t exactly match my mood. My decision to come had been tentative at best.

I decided that if I saw anybody I knew, I’d respond to his or her greeting with a cheerful “Fine, and you?” and hope that my public demeanor would not betray the private worry I carried in my pocket. I sidestepped an abandoned shopping cart, shook off my apprehension, and entered the building bustling with people, produce, and possibility. I silently prayed I would be able to feed my husband and our five boys for the week with the ten dollars in my pocket.

The recent birth of our triplet boys had put a strain on our one-income, one-vehicle family. Still, we managed to get by for a while; that is, until the year of losses: first, my husband’s health; then his job; and finally, his mental state. The latter tailspinned to a depth I could not fully understand.

In our small town, where nobody uses turn signals because everybody knows where you’re going, it would have been easy to wear my woe for all to see. But I was too shy. And our predicament felt a little too personal to become the subject of pity-induced gossip that would have spread from beneath hair dryers and under car hoods.

Instead, I had quietly chosen to stand in line at social services to apply for food stamps—which were denied.

“If you sold your van,” the nonchalant caseworker said with a sigh, “you’d be over the income limit. So you have too many assets to receive government assistance.”

My isolation felt immense. Yet how could I feel alone when there were lots of other young mothers with mouths to feed, absent spouses, and financial burdens beyond their control?

Some people have faced even worse, much worse. I tried to talk a little truth to myself. I mean, who was I to pester God about food and health and finances when we had clean water, a roof over our heads, and lived in a free country? I wasn’t so bad off.



Who was I to pester God about food and health and finances when we had clean water, a roof over our heads, and lived in a free country?



Certainly I’d given my heart to God with no expectation of a trouble-free life in return. I began to see our family’s circumstances in the light of a grand experiment, a God-given opportunity even. Could I actually live as joyfully and contented in our days of want as I had in times of plenty?

Yes, I decided. No fair-weather faith for me, even if God seemed to be acting like he hadn’t heard me.

Three steps into the store, I ran into people I knew. Harold and Ruth, an elderly couple from church, had just finished shopping and were heading toward the checkout line. Though I knew these two were not overendowed with material goods, they enjoyed a wealth far beyond what money could provide. They had raised three kids, had seen hard times come and go, and still were able to live faith-filled lives.

My smile was genuine, and even my “Fine, and you?” had rung true as we visited and then continued our separate ways.

A big bag of potatoes, some oranges on sale, and milk. Now the meat department came into view. A friend of mine had told me that while she put her husband through med school, she’d served him and their two little boys cow tongue. I looked over the cellophane packages. She was right; it was cheap.

I took a long hard look and shuddered. I just couldn’t do it. I moved to the generic-food aisle, hoping to select from among the black-and-white packages there.

“Jill … oh, there you are.” It was Harold coming slowly toward me.

“Hi, Harold. I thought you and Ruth were through.”

“Yep we are. She’s waiting for me, but I had to ask you a question.”

“Okay, what is it?”

“Do you believe that God speaks to us?”

Harold was a deacon in the church. He knew his Bible inside and out. Yet he was one of those saints who lived his faith in the real world. Was Harold testing me?

“Is this a trick question? What do you mean, like, does God talk to us while we’re praying or something?” I responded.

Harold’s eyes twinkled, a smile played on his lips.

“No, I mean literally, so we can hear. Do you believe that God talks to us … that He speaks so we can hear Him?”

I thought about that. I weighed both the positive and the negative responses I might give. A coupon-laden mother and her curly-haired, wide-eyed little girl pushed by us heading toward the meat counter. I took a chance.

“You know, Harold, I think I do believe that God can really speak to us. So, yes, I guess my answer is yes.”

“Good. I’m glad you said that, because then you’ll believe me when I say that God just spoke to me as I was leaving the store, and He told me to give you the money in my wallet.” And with that, Harold reached into his pocket and drew out his wallet. I was astonished.

Now, there have been many times in my life when another person’s words or actions touched my heart in a way that made me feel unworthy to receive them. I felt like that now. I watched this precious elderly gentleman with shaky hands and arthritic knuckles fumble through his ancient wallet to extract the bills. Gently, he held them out to me.

“Harold, I … I …”

“I really heard God speak to me,” he said, putting the money in my hand.

“Harold, I … I don’t know what to say. I … I think I’m going to cry!”

“Buy some tissues. They’re in the next aisle,” he chuckled, patting my shoulder.

“Oh my …” The tears trickled over. I looked down at the answer to prayer in my hand. “Thank you, Harold. Just … thank you!” I said as he turned to go.

“See you Sunday!” He waved and continued down the aisle, disappearing around the soup display. Standing there, holding evidence of God’s faithfulness, with unaware shoppers swirling around me, I felt, well … loved.

“I hear you, Lord.” I whispered. “I know now that you value me more than the birds of the air. I hear you reminding me that if you can feed them, you will take care of us who are worth infinitely more.

“I hear you in Harold’s actions. I’m reminded that nothing, not a husband’s illness, not unemployment, not more kids than resources, nothing, separates us from your love. Not a thing!”

With contentment and even joy, I wiped my eyes with my sleeve, turned my shopping cart around, and joined the wide-eyed girl and her mother at the meat counter.


god is Protector

ANGEL IN FLIGHT

Veronica Rose

I must not oversleep, I thought as I set the alarm for 4:00 a.m. and crawled into bed.

I lay in the darkness considering the events of the past year. Since the demon of alcohol had invaded our home, everything had changed. I felt at times I was just trying to hang on to my own sanity, as I saw my husband, Andy, becoming more and more delusional and irrational. He certainly was not the Andy I had married twenty years earlier. Under the influence of alcohol, he had changed from an optimistic, fun-loving guy to a person I didn’t recognize.

I had to take on the responsibility for the welfare of our family, despite frequently feeling helpless and untrained for this journey. Alcohol had never been in my home or on the scene with my friends, so for many weeks I didn’t know how to spot the obvious fact that Andy had started drinking.

Beside me, Andy lay snoring softly, oblivious to my worries and concerns. Sleep seemed as foreign to my brain as the pathway I had traveled this past year, trying to learn how to respond to the quirks and paranoia of an alcoholic.

Andy was scheduled to enter an alcoholic treatment center in Boston for thirty days. In the morning our nephew would take him to the airport. He was lined up to change planes in New York, but I was apprehensive. I suspected he would take advantage of the opportunity to have a few last drinks, and I worried he would not be sober enough to get on the correct flight. Where would he end up? Would he follow through on this plan, or would he call for someone to come and get him and take him elsewhere?

I needed to find a release for all these fears; so quietly, hoping not to disturb him, I eased out of bed and tiptoed to the living room. My faithful old rocking chair seemed to be waiting for me that night, as it had many nights lately. Just rocking gently back and forth always brought me calmness as I let go of my anxieties, at least for the moment.

I had been a Christian for twenty years, but this past year my faith had been tested in a way I would never have imagined. Through it all, the Lord had been my strength and comfort, and I believed He had much better things for Andy and me and our family. I could not, nor would I ever, settle for the disorder and upheaval that threatened our family’s happiness.



With tears, I asked God to send an angel to ride with Andy to watch over him.



I sat in my rocking chair in the still night and asked God to take all my fears and frustrations and bring us back to a family living in harmony again. With tears, I asked God to send an angel to ride with Andy and watch over him.

“Please get him safely to his destination and bring him back a new man,” I begged.

I looked at the clock as I crawled back under the covers. It was 1:30 in the morning. I felt at peace. Now I knew I could sleep.

Andy returned from the treatment center as a new, happy, and healthy man, and a year later he still had no desire to tempt the alcoholic demons. He talked frequently about the programs he went through, and at one point he said, “They couldn’t believe that I arrived with no alcohol in my system. Most people arrive really pickled, because they know it’s the last time they get to drink.”

“How did you arrive free of alcohol? Didn’t you drink on the plane?” I finally asked.

He hadn’t spoken about the flight, except when he called from the airport that morning to tell me his flight was canceled. He had asked me to call the treatment center and tell them he would come on another flight. The other flight would not include changing planes in New York. I was so relieved and grateful. I knew one prayer had been answered.

Now he picked up the story as he said, “I need to tell you about that flight. It was very strange and a bit aggravating. I got on the plane, fully intending to have some last drinks before I arrived. But before I could order a drink, this congenial lady came down the aisle and sat beside me. She told me some things about herself and said she was going to a church conference in Boston.

“She asked me what my mission was in Boston, but I hedged a bit. As she continued to talk to me and tell me about the great God we serve, I just couldn’t bring myself to drink in front of her. So I only had an orange juice. It was really strange. You would’ve thought she was assigned to me, or something. She never left my side the entire flight.”

By this time I was nearly jumping up and down with joy.

“But she was assigned to you,” I exclaimed. “She was an answer to my prayers! Why didn’t you tell me this sooner?”

Andy looked at me, somewhat perplexed. “How did you know that woman?”

“I didn’t, but God did. He heard my prayer that morning before you left,” I said. “He looked out for you just as I asked Him to!”

“Well, she certainly did get under my skin. I was in no mood to talk, but I had to respond to her or appear rude.” He removed his glasses and started to clean them with his handkerchief as he continued. “Her demeanor was so nonthreatening and genuine that even though I didn’t want to talk, I found her conversation calming and encouraging.”

I watched as he placed his glasses back on, and I said, “Isn’t it wonderful to see God in action like that? She was like an angel from God. An answer to my prayers.”

“Yes,” he nodded, “and now it all makes sense to me. I just couldn’t understand why she seemed so concerned about my welfare.

“She did her assignment well,” he added with a chuckle.

“God knows how to handle tough situations, even if we might have our doubts,” I said, as I squeezed Andy’s arm.
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god is Comforter

MIRACLE IN MOTION

Renae Brumbaugh

Miscarriage is a fact of life. It happens to a lot of people, right? It is sad and disappointing, but you deal with it. You move on. Or at least that’s what I thought before it happened to me.

I didn’t realize that with the premature death of my baby, I would also mourn the loss of something intangible, unspoken. When my baby died, hope died. At that point, I entered a black tunnel of grief and despair that was beyond description.

Somehow, I kept moving. But I can’t really say I kept living in the fullest sense. My life took on a robotlike quality. I moved, I spoke, I did what was required; but there was no spark, no depth.

I attended church and tried to be the perfect android pastor’s wife, smiling and nodding, trying to remember names, trying to say and do all the right things. But the protective shell I had placed around my heart was a thin one and was in danger of cracking at any moment.

I didn’t eat or sleep. All I really did was cry. Not the deep, heart-wrenching sobs that stem from great emotion. Instead, silent tears slid down my face so often that I almost stopped noticing them. Most days, I stayed in my pajamas. Some Sundays, I didn’t even have the strength to get dressed and go to church. I just couldn’t do it.

I quit talking to God. I was mad at Him. I couldn’t understand why He had played such a dirty trick on me: first, with years of infertility, then dangling my baby in front of me only to take him away. And I didn’t want to hear from God, either. I was so angry with Him; I didn’t really care what He had to say.

Late one night, I woke Mark from a deep sleep. “Sweetheart, I have to tell you something.” He sat up groggily and squinted at me.

“I know this will be hard for you, because you’re a pastor. But I’ve decided not to have a relationship with God anymore.”

He blinked at me. Long silence. Finally, he asked, “Just like that? You’re going to stop loving God?”

I looked at him like he was nuts. “Stop loving Him? I never said that! God knows I love Him with all my heart! I just don’t think He loves me. And I can’t handle that, so I’m going to cut all ties with Him.”



The protective shell I had placed around my heart was a thin one and was in danger of cracking at any moment.



Long, thick silence. Finally, he spoke. “Well … don’t be too mean to Him. He is my boss, you know.” And he rolled over and went back to sleep.

So began my life without God. Or at least my attempt. Have you ever tried to ignore someone, but they just wouldn’t leave you alone? That’s what God did to me. He kept whispering words of love and comfort into my spirit, and I kept pushing Him away. I didn’t want to hear them.

Eventually, I got sick. It started out as a cold, but I couldn’t shake it, so I went to see a doctor. A soft-spoken woman, she gently questioned me about my health. Before I knew it, I was sobbing and pouring out my whole sad story to her. She listened and handed me tissues. Finally she spoke, and her words shocked me to my core.

“You have postpartum depression.” Postpartum depression? I thought that only happened to women who gave birth! I never dreamed it could happen after a miscarriage!

She continued. “I’m going to write you a prescription for an antidepressant.”

I snapped to attention. “No! I really don’t want to take an antidepressant. I … I guess deep down I’m still hoping I’ll get pregnant again. I don’t want to take anything that could harm my baby.”

She eyed me for several long moments. “Then I’m going to insist that you seek professional counseling. Your insurance will pay for it. But you can’t keep going on this way, not eating, not sleeping. You probably shouldn’t even be driving.”

I was that bad, huh? I didn’t think it was that obvious. I looked at the doctor, then down at my feet. “Okay, I’ll go to a counselor.”

I thumbed through the phone book and found the name of a counselor in DeRidder, just one town over. Close enough to drive and far enough to avoid prying eyes and wagging tongues. A few days later I drove myself to the counseling office.

I was given a questionnaire to fill out. It asked all the standard health questions. Then it got personal: Are you suicidal?

That question nearly leaped off the page at me. Was I? Perhaps. I certainly felt dead already. I wanted to die, for that would be better than the deep pain and depression. That would be better than the rejection I felt from God.

Hesitantly, I circled yes.

I finished the questionnaire. I was about to turn it in when I remembered something I’d learned years before, in a college counseling class. Something about suicidal patients. What was it again? Was the counselor required by law to notify the authorities or family members or something? Oh, great. Just what I needed. Our whole town lining the streets to watch the straight-jacketed preacher’s wife being driven off to the looney farm. I found the suicide question and changed my answer to no.

The counselor was an attractive woman in her forties. She wore a tan pantsuit. I remember wishing my legs were as long as hers. Good grief! I was in the middle of a life crisis! I guess vanity dies hard.

I was uncomfortable at first as she began to ask a few questions. But before long, she had me feeling at ease.

“You’ve been through a lot,” she said. “Infertility alone can be devastating. So can a miscarriage.”

“But I feel like I should be handling it all better,” I told her.

“Don’t be so hard on yourself,” she responded. “Give yourself some time. I am concerned that you’re not sleeping, though. You can’t continue this way. I want you to start exercising.”

Exercising? Was the woman nuts? I didn’t care about losing the baby weight or anything else. The last thing I wanted was to attend some peppy aerobics class with some cute little instructor named Kimmi telling me to “Make it burn!”

She could see I was hesitant, but she kept insisting. Finally, I agreed to try walking a few minutes each day. I was glad the insurance was paying for this. Fifty dollars an hour to be told to walk. Sheesh! I was expecting something a little more life changing.

But walk, I did. And I had a walking buddy—God. During those walks, I could hear Him talking to me. And without all my usual distractions, I was forced to listen.

He told me He loved me, He knew I was hurting, and that He was hurting too. He whispered to me and wooed me and before long I surrendered. With tears streaming down my face, I finally told God, “Look. I don’t know what You’re doing. I don’t have any idea why You took my baby or what You have in store. None of it seems right or fair to me. But, okay God. I give up. I surrender. I’m going to trust You.”

With those words, a release button was pressed somewhere deep in my soul. All the grief finally had a place to go. Slowly but surely, the heartache that had been festering within me began to disappear.

Oh, it wasn’t instant. But healing had begun. I still cried myself to sleep at night. But sleep came.

One night, as I turned my tear-soaked pillow to the dry side, I heard a voice. Not an audible voice, but a clear one nonetheless. Somewhere in the recesses of my mind I heard the voice of God whisper, If you only knew what I have in store for you just around the corner, you wouldn’t be crying.

Surely, I was losing my mind.

Just two days later, I ran into Josh at church. Josh was a young army recruit stationed at Fort Polk, near Leesville. He had also been a member of our former church in Copperas Cove, Texas. His family still lived there.



If you only knew what I have in store for you just around the corner, you wouldn’t be crying.



We made small talk. I asked about his family and specifically about his sixteen-year-old cousin, Lilly.

“Funny you should mention her,” Josh said. “I spoke to Mom and Dad yesterday, and they told me she’s pregnant.”

“Oh, I see …” I replied. “What does she plan to do?”

“She’s considering adoption. Oh, look at the time. We’d better go or we’ll be late for the service.”

I stood there, watching him walk away, my heart pounding, struggling to breathe. I somehow found my way into the sanctuary and sat in my usual pew. But my mind was not on the service or on my husband’s sermon. Josh’s words kept spinning in my head. She wants to give the baby up for adoption. She wants to give the baby up for adoption.

I couldn’t hope. Could I? No, surely not. It could never work. Could it? Please God. Please don’t let me hope. Please don’t let me think there is a chance if there isn’t.

Could it work, God? I want this child, God. Please give us this child. Please, God.

At the close of the service, I nearly ran over several dear church members, trying to find Josh. I caught up with him in the parking lot. I had no idea what to say to the young man. He’d probably think I was nuts. And he would be right. But I had nothing to lose.

“Josh!” He turned in my direction. “I wanted to talk to you about Lilly. I, um, well … you may know that Mark and I recently lost a baby.”

His eyes were compassionate. “Yes, ma’am. I’m very sorry about that.”

“We’re thinking of adopting. Would you mind just mentioning that to your parents?”

He smiled. “I’ll call them this afternoon.”

“Thanks,” I whispered.

What have I done? I haven’t even talked to Mark. What have I done, Lord?

That afternoon, I told Mark about the conversation. He responded with, “We’ll see what happens.” Calm and detached. A typical man.

At 3:04 p.m., the phone rang. It was Paul and Nancy McGee, Josh’s parents. I wish I could give you a word-for-word account of the conversation, but I can’t. All I really remember is that somehow, the ball started rolling. That conversation set into motion a miracle, a child that satisfied the deepest desires of my heart.
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god is Teacher

DIARY OF A GUITAR … JOURNEY OF A PRAYER

Sandi Banks

Let’s see, suitcase … check … missionaries’ peanut butter, tuna, donated clothes … check. Bibles, books, guitar, song sheets … check …

The packing frenzy had begun for my sixteen-year-old daughter and me. Soon we would wing our way to Rwanda, Africa, on our church’s summer mission trip. Our team of twenty-two teens and five leaders had spent the past year planning and training for this adventure. Denver to New York to Paris to Africa and back. I tried to mentally process it all.

Praying about all the unknowns and crosscultural encounters ahead, I grew increasingly excited at the thought of meaningful ministry. And I had the distinct sense that God was prompting me to take one item to leave in Africa: my beloved guitar.

This was no ordinary instrument, in my mind. It was special. Not just because of its large size, full sound, or polished mahogany inlays, but because, more important, it had been my colaborer in ministry. For more than twenty-five years, my “friend” had been Velcroed to my body, as it were. It had served me well over the years, strumming folk songs and silly show tunes on bumpy buses and jostling jeep rides, assisting my six- and seven-year-olds’ Joyful Noise choir, and tromping with me through more than two decades of music ministry experiences around the globe.

I ran my hand slowly across the sounding board, remembering a balmy evening years earlier on a Mexican beach. We’d had an impromptu praisefest, when the Christian college choral group heard our group singing “love songs to Jesus” from across the water and joined us on the moonlit sand, enriching our worship with their glorious harmonies. I could almost hear and smell and touch and taste that evening all over again—the soft guitar strums and rhythmic laps of ocean waves creating the perfect backdrop for our adoration of our awesome God. And this guitar friend had been right there with me.

Ah, the memories! And so many more for which I was thankful. But now I needed to tuck them away again and return to the business at hand. Packing the guitar with care, I prayed God would show me what to do with it when we got to Africa.

But first He had a few final assignments for the two of us.



Packing the guitar with care, I prayed God would show me what to do with it when we got to Africa.



Our team of twenty-seven arrived in this picturesque “Switzerland of Africa” in the heat of midday and hit the ground running. We had much to do. We had a church to tear down and a church to build. We had people to meet, schools to visit, children to minister to, huge open-air evangelistic meetings, and small-village Sunday services. We were to participate in festive national parades as well as simple reflective times on the shores of Lake Kivu. We had gospel messages and testimonies to share, relationships to form with our new Rwandan friends and so much more.

And in the midst of it all was music.

Music laced the long days of bricklaying and tree hauling—with curious onlookers dotting the hillside surrounding our work site.

The long days were followed by nightly services under the banana trees: testimonies, sermons, and you guessed it, praise songs with the guitar.

Music filled the miles as we traveled by open trucks from village to village. We sang and strummed along the way, while the waving folks beside the road eagerly received our evangelistic booklets.

Music laced the long Sunday-morning services, which were wonderfully warmed and softened by lovable saints and jubilant singing.

Everywhere we went, I wondered: Could this be the place?

Like the starry night, I stood with my guitar atop a high platform overlooking the crowd with our translator, Saba, by my side. Thousands had gathered below for the first of two nights to see the Jesus film, to hear the gospel message over loudspeakers—and to sing.

The gentle African breezes nuzzled my face and ruffled the hem of my long skirt. I felt strangely warm, and at peace. Gazing up into the vast dark sky glittered with its millions of white stars, and below, at the sea of beautiful faces with the thousands of bright eyes, I couldn’t help but marvel at God’s majestic splendor and goodness.

Then it was time. Lifting the guitar, I stepped up to the microphone on the tiny platform, smiled, and called out, “Turarimba twese!” (“Let us sing together!”) Suddenly the crowd erupted into loud shouting and stomping, thrusting their fists into the air. I was terrified! Turning to Saba, I shouted above the din,

“What’s happening? What did I say wrong?”

He grinned. “No, ees good! They never hear Muzoongoo speak their language.”

And so we did indeed “sing together.”

Ye nahee semu, Kubua Jesu … Nha bgonza su birinyuma.

I have decided to follow Jesus … no turning back.

Inshutzi zanja, zosay zanyanga … Nha bgonza su birinyuma.

Though none go with me, still I will follow … no turning back.

Verse after verse, song after song, my guitar faithfully fulfilled its role.

Thousands of voices, lifted in praise and worship, filled the open air and the depths of my soul. Surely this was a glimpse of a heavenly host choir rehearsal!

But something in my spirit told me that this was not yet the place.

The following Sunday at the large Nyaga-henica church where my daughter gave her poignant testimony, I wondered, Is this the place, Lord?

I wondered as we neared our last week, putting final touches on the rafters and roof of our building project, and as we interacted with people. I prayed, Where, Lord, where?

On our final Sunday we split into three groups. The group I was in trekked to a small town called Nyaga-gesenja, an hour away. The congregation was friendly and particularly eager to sing, as I stood up front and strummed the familiar songs.

Then it happened—the unmistakable prompting: Here. This is the place!

I lifted the strap and tenderly held the guitar in front of me. Smiling, looking into the eyes of these precious saints, and with Saba interpreting, I said, “This guitar has played hymns and love songs to Jesus for many years. Now, on behalf of all of us from America, I would like to present this guitar to you as a gift, so that you, too, can … ”

As soon as Saba translated the word “gift,” the people burst into tears of joy and shouts of “Hallelujah!” They hugged one another and raised their hands in praise.
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