It Starts with Me

BY NIIKKI [SIZNIDBEBRSON

As I prepared to speak at a leadership conference some months ago, I
asked God to give me something timely to share that would touch the
hearts of our leaders. After all, this is such a difficult time to lead. Wheth-
er we're serving as leaders in the home, ministry, or the workplace, we are
constantly faced with challenges. I initially started crafting messages about
leadership in tough times, but then God led me back to a familiar story, to
allow me to see a new dimension.

One of the most intriguing examples of prayer in leadership is the ac-
count of King Josiah found in II Kings 22:1-13. Josiah became a king at the
tender age of eight years old, not by choice, but rather by tragedy. His father
Amon was killed, and Josiah was appointed king. Even at a young age, the
Scripture notes Josiah as an excellent leader who did what was right, neither
looking to the left or right (Il Kings 22:2). In the eighteenth year of King
Josiah’s reign, he decided to gather the money brought to the temple to pay
the faithful workers of the temple. The goal was to repair and restore the tem-
ple. While this process was being fulfilled, the book of the law was recovered
and sent to Josiah. This act of justice introduced a light on the laws that were
being broken.

When Josiah heard about this and understood the weight of all the laws
that had been forsaken, he took an action in verse 11 that I have often over-
looked. King Josiah tore his clothing, which symbolized the lack of impor-
tance in material items because of his grief. He shifted into a posture of
responsibility—first for himself, and then for the people he led. King Josiah
understood how much more he needed the mercy than the people did, be-
cause he was in leadership. How often do we rush to cover others in prayer
while missing the mercy we need to cry out for!

Mothers and fathers need more mercy than their children. Pastors, el-
ders, and ministers need just as much mercy as the flock they lead. Worship
leaders need the mercy more than the congregation they sing to, simply be-
cause it starts with each of us. We are in a season where we can no longer
ask others to do what we are not willing to do ourselves. God is calling us
to a place of introspection in prayer—the examination of oneself both in the
mental and emotional processes. Even the most faithful king in all of history
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understood that he had to rend his clothes and pray for mercy.

When is the last time we got on our knees and cried out for mercy—
starting with us? Our earth is groaning and travailing. The calamities of hurri-
canes, storms, and more are devastating places that have never been touched.
We need mercy and grace every day. We are all leaders in some capacity,
but the most important person we must lead is the self. It is not just our re-
sponsibility to course-correct as we lead, but we must also bear the weight of
being off course. Josiah could have sought to initially blame the people, yet
he started with humbling himself first.

As you read further in this account, King Josiah’s action of prayer and
humility reaches the heart of God. In II Kings 22:18, the prophetess sends a
message back that changes the course for King Josiah and Judah:

"But to the king of Judah which sent you to enquire of the LORD, thus shall
ye say to him, "Thus saith the LORD God of Israel, As touching the words which
thou hast heard; because thine heart was tender, and thou hast humbled thyself
before the LORD, when thou heardest what I spake against this place, and against
the inhabitants thereof, that they should become a desolation and a curse, and hast
rent thy clothes, and wept before me; 1 also have heard thee, saith the LORD."" 11
Kings 22:18-19 (KJV)

Josiah’s demonstration of responsiveness and humbling before the Lord
resulted in a turnaround for others. God made a promise that King Josiah
would not see the calamity; instead, he would be able to rest in peace. King
Josiah understood that it had to start with him first. If every single person
cried out on his knees in prayer, imagine the heart cry that would reach
heaven.

It starts with me. It starts with you. It starts with us.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Nikki Henderson is a writer and motivational speaker with a message of
hope, love, and restoration. Nikki has authored several books, including
My Greatest Blessings: Memoir of a Single Mom, Storm Clouds Are Passing:
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The Intercessor welcomes submissions!

Guidelines:
1. Articles should be 500-1,000 words.
2. Poems should be at least 12 lines.
3. Topics must focus on prayer: an experience or
teaching supported in Scripture.
4. Authors give Breakthrough permission
to edit material for length and content.

Has God taught you
about prayer?

Do you want to share
your story of
answered prayer?

Do you write poetry
about prayer?

Send to:
; Email: editor@interces-
. » SOrs.org
3 Mail: Breakthrough
Editor
P.O. Box 121
5 Lincoln, VA
; 20160
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Daniel's Prayerfor Israel
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I n Daniel chapter 9, there is a passionate prayer for Israel in verses 4-19. In
this text, we discover how Daniel prepares to pray, the confessions of sins
that Israel had committed, and Daniel's plea to God. Within this scriptural
text, there is also adoration of God.

How does Daniel prepare to pray?

In Daniel 9:3 (NIV), we see how Daniel prepares for prayer: "So I turned
to the Lord God and pleaded with him in prayer and petition, in fasting, and
in sackcloth and ashes."

Daniel's preparation included fasting and wearing sackcloth and ashes.
In biblical times, sackcloth and ashes were a sign of sorrow, mourning, and
repentance. In this text, it was a sign of repentance, because Daniel shares the
sins of Israel in verses 4-16.

What sins does Daniel confess on behalf of Israel?

Daniel confesses a lot of sins that Isracl committed. Some of the key
words and phrases in verses 4-16 emphasize the severity of the disobedience,
unfaithfulness, and rejection on the part of the Israelites:

e "Wicked" (v. 5)
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"Rebelled" (v. 5)

"Turned away from your commands and laws" (v. 5)

"Not listened to your servants the prophets” (v. 6)

"Unfaithfulness" (v. 7)

"We have not obeyed the LORD our God" (v. 10)

"We have not sought the favor of the LORD our God by turning
from our sins and giving attention to your truth" (v. 13)

As you look at the list of sins that Isracl committed, it is evident that
they were doing the opposite of what God desired. God had put something
in their life that Satan knew was worth stealing, killing, and destroying. John
10:10a (NIV) tells us, "The thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy[.]"

Every word and phrase on this list has a negative connotation. Every
word and phrase on this list is evil, because it goes against the authority and
laws of God. Every word and phrase on this list is sinful behavior. Every word
and phrase on this list is contrary to God's standard of righteousness and holy
living.

How does Daniel plead with God?

"Now, our God, hear the prayers and petitions of your servant. For your sake,
Lord, look with favor on your desolate sanctuary. Give ear, our God, and hear;
open your eyes and see the desolation of the city that bears your Name. We do not
make requests of you because we are righteous, but because of your great mercy.
Lord, listen! Lord, forgive! Lord, hear and act! For your sake, my God, do not de-
lay, because your city and your people bear your Name. " Daniel 9:17-19 (NIV)

Daniel pleads with God in both supplication and urgency for interven-
tion:

Supplication—humbly coming, calling

*  "Hear the prayers and petitions of your servant" (v. 17)

e "Give ear, our God, and hear" (v. 18)

e "Lord, listen!" (v. 19)

*  "Lord, forgive!" (v. 19)

e "Lord, hear and act!" (v. 19)

Urgency for intervention—crying out for immediate action

*  "Look with favor on your desolate sanctuary” (v. 17)

*  "Open your eyes and see the desolation of the city that bears your
Name" (v. 18)

* "My God, do not delay" (v. 19)

Daniel's pleading with God focuses on the heart and character of God.
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How does Daniel adore God?

Adoration is deep love and worship. During this prayer, Daniel takes
the time to adore God. Daniel's adoration reflects God's love, righteousness,
mercy, forgiveness, and faithfulness.

"Lord, the great and awesome God, who keeps his covenant of love
with those who love him and keep his commandments” (v. 4)

* "Lord, you are righteous" (v. 7)

e "The Lord our God is merciful and forgiving" (v. 9)

e "Lord our God, who brought your people out of Egypt with a mighty
hand and who made for yourself a name that endures to this day"

(v. 15)
How can Daniel's prayer be a model for us?
Daniel's prayer includes four elements:
*  DPreparation: fasting and prayer
*  Confession of sin: honestly acknowledging our disobedience
*  Pleading with God: asking God for mercy and compassion

*  Adoring God: acknowledging God for who He is

This prayer pattern serves as a good model for how we can boldly ap-
proach God, particularly when we have sin to confess and a repentant heart.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Prayers of a First

Responder

BY KATHY PIERSON
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L

" nit 904, I need you to respond to a mass shooting at 3000 Town
Center Drive."

"904 on the way," I said, turning on the lights and siren of the ambu-
lance. We were minutes away from the offices in the business district where
the shooting occurred.

As I pulled into the parking area, people poured from one of three high-
rise buildings. I picked up the mic and said, "On scene.”

"Stay in your vehicle until the police tell you otherwise," Danny said.
Our head dispatcher’s voice sounded strained as he conferred with several
crews.

I placed our unit in park as a police officer approached my window. "We
have six confirmed down. Stay put undil further orders," he said.

I looked at my young, wide-eyed partner and said, "This is what we’ve
trained for, Josh. We’ll be fine." For his sake, I tried to sound more confident
than I felt.

Give us wisdom, Lord.

We watched officers and fire personnel scurry here and there as the police
chief shouted orders. I reached for my cell phone to call my husband. When
Gary answered, I explained the situation to him.

"I just turned on the TV, and it’s breaking news on all the local stations,"
he said.

"Would you call Pastor and ask him to get some people praying?" I asked.
"I’m not sure what we’ll be dealing with in there."

"Will do. Please be careful.”

I was thankful I'd started my morning like I began every day: spend-
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ing time in God’s word and asking Him for wisdom with each patient and
protection during my shift. The reassuring words from Joshua 1:9 (NKJV)
flashed through my mind: "Be strong and of good courage; do not be afraid,
nor be dismayed, for the Lord your God is with you wherever you go."

Another officer approached and said, "You can get your equipment ready
now.

Josh pulled out the stretcher, and I loaded it with our medical box and
oxygen tank. We stood by our vehicle until they waved us forward. It felt
eerie when they lifted the yellow crime scene tape and said, "You're in."

We scaled the long flight of stairs and rolled through the double doors.
As we approached the elevator, officers ran by, cocking their rifles. I shivered
as the sound echoed repeatedly off the walls of the foyer.

God, I'm trusting you to keep us safe.

As we stepped off the elevator, a coworker approached us and whispered,
"The psychiatrist’s office, where the shooting occurred, is over there." He
tilted his head toward a bank of clear glass to our right.

I glanced over his shoulder and saw a suit-clad man lying on the floor,
with his head in a pool of blood.

Oh Lord, please be with that man'’s family.

An officer walked up and said, "Someone shot the doctor and then emp-
tied his gun several times into a room of people in group therapy. The space
is tight, so we’re sending in one crew at a time."

When my fellow employees came out with their patient, we were waved
in. We came to an abrupt halt at the only doorway to the room and stared in
horror at the scene before us. Chairs and end tables were overturned, bullet
holes riddled the walls, and shards of glass were everywhere. Four people lay
scattered on the floor.

A paramedic from the fire department said, "The two on your left appear
to only have cuts and abrasions. The man in the right-hand corner was shot,
so he’ll be transported next."

We left our stretcher and equipment by the door and moved toward the
man who had been wounded by gunfire. To get to him, we had to step over
a deceased woman. Sadness gripped my heart.

We approached our patient. "Sir, we're here to take you to the hospital,"
I assured him.

He nodded. His complexion was pale, and his hands shook as we careful-
ly lifted him. He moaned as we lowered him onto the stretcher. Blood stained
the upper portion of his tan pants.

Oh God, heal these people physically and emotionally.

The medic accompanied us out of the building and down the flight of
stairs. After my partner and the paramedic were in the ambulance, I shut the
back doors. Climbing behind the wheel, I notified dispatch we were en route
to the hospital.

When we arrived, the ER staff was on high alert. They quickly ushered us
into a trauma room. While the medic gave his report, Josh and I transferred
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the patient from our stretcher to a hospital bed. I replaced our sheets and
pillowcase and rolled the gurney into the hall.

I found my partner in the room where emergency personnel finish paper-
work. He was staring at the clipboard on the desk in front of him. This was a
tough call for a newbie. I placed my hand on his shoulder. "T’ll finish up here.
Go get some fresh air."

Dear Lord Jesus, be with Josh, and help me to get our paperwork done.

Each police officer, paramedic, and EMT did exactly what was required
of us, and we were there for each other as we dealt with the emotional rami-
fications in the days ahead.

I’m retired now, but when I hear a siren, I ask the Lord to keep the crew
safe and to give them wisdom and safety when they get on scene. In recent
years, newscasts have made us aware of other mass shootings. I pray for the
victims and families involved, but I also say a prayer for the emergency per-
sonnel. I know the pictures that will flash through their minds as they lay
their heads on their pillows that night.

Each time [ tell emergency personnel ’'m praying for them, they express
their appreciation. Whenever we hear a siren, or we hear of another tragic
shooting, may we all remember to pray for the victims, their families, and all
those involved in their care.
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Losing Your Worldly
Identity and Finding

Your Path to Christ

BY ELKANAH ZANATTA

1V Y dont think I want to go to church anymore,” my new friend said,
shortly after getting into the passenger seat.
"What?" I asked, bewildered. "Did something happen at church?"

My new friend, whom I will address as Emily, is in her early 20s. She
recently moved to the area with her husband, whom I will call Derrik. A few
days before, she had called me, intoxicated, and asked for some advice about
her marriage. The conversation quickly turned into a long tale of abuse and
her sinful addictions and struggles. Emily and Derrik had been married for
only a few years, and as the conversation continued, what was presented was
a lot of infidelity, hurt, and unforgiveness.

I took a deep breath and recommenced my question: "Is it because of the
past, or a current situation that has happened?"

"It’s everything, Elkanah. I believe in God, but I feel so lonely. I go on
social media, and I download these apps, and the compliments I receive feel
good. I then have a few drinks, and I end up calling Derrik and confiding
what I had done or threatening him with what I will do. I know he regrets
marrying me. Why is God not helping me? I don’t want to continue to cheat
on him." Her face became red with frustration and sadness, and she began
to cry.

As we continued to talk, I learned that she didn’t have a stable upbring-
ing, and she encountered a lot of spiritual abuse and abandonment. She con-
fessed she was looking for love and attention. She admitted she just couldn’
get enough affection. Additionally, she was lost in her identity. I could sense
she was looking for something more out of life. Her unhealthy coping skills
didn’t help her mental state, nor did the unresolved regret and shame she was
enduring.

I paused as we stopped at a red light, and I put my hand on her shoulder.
Then I said something she didn’t anticipate: "Everything you've expressed to
me in some capacity I have had to deal with. I too have regret and shame. I
too have said or done things I wish I didn’t do. You are not alone. We all try to
find our identity in the world, but the world will not fill you. It will provide
a big side dish of sin and consequences."

"It doesn’t feel that way...It seems like your life is perfect. I walk into
church, and everyone’s life seems like they just have it all together. Even when
I pray, I just have a brain full of muffled voices. I have gone through so much
over the years. My pain became my birthright to commit sin. The more I tried
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to bury my hurt, the more my struggle with bad habits and ongoing affairs
continued. I do feel bad for what I do, and sometimes I can’t even look in the
mirror—yet I just keep doing it."

After a moment, I continued. "I am so sorry for the things you went
through when you were younger. I can’t fill that deep hole. Derrik can’t fill
that deep hole, and your addictions will only dig the hole deeper. But you
know what? God can not only fill the hole, but fill it to the top, where there
is no longer a pit for you to fall in."

We stopped at our destination, a local hiking trail, and headed for our
walk. I then shared my struggles with regret and shame, and how all God’s
children struggle with sin. I advised her that we just need to hand over our
lives to God. I passionately dived into a few scriptures I memorized. One
of these scriptures is Isaiah 1:18 (KJV), which says, "'Come now, and let us
reason together,' saith the Lord: 'though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be
as white as snow; though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool."" 1
explained to Emily that although we do commit sins, God does not look at us
the way that humanity looks at us. It doesn't matter what we have done; if we
submit ourselves to the Lord, He will wipe our slates clean. I also continued
to remind her that a father will correct his children. Hebrews 12:6 (KJV) says,
"For whom the Lord loveth he chasteneth, [a]nd scourgeth every son whom
he receiveth."

Being a Christian does not mean we are going to be perfect. On the con-
trary, as Christians, we will experience temptations and struggles.

As Emily listened, a new spirit came upon her, and her guilt was being
released. After a short prayer, the words "shame" and "regret" turned into
"repentance” and "submission." She had a new enthusiasm for life. It is a
joy to report that Emily and Derrik are together. They sought out Christian
counseling, started over in a new town with a new church family, and they
both rededicated their life to Jesus Christ.

No matter the choices we make in our lives, God won’t desert us. He
values us, and we are his children. Emily, like many others, tried to find her
identity in this world, but we know that the world only leads to carnal sin.
With the Light of Jesus, we can make our way back to our Heavenly Father’s
arms and be assured in truth of who we are and where we belong.

ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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Remembering Mom
BY DAN LARUE

"How does one face life when abandoned by God? How does
one cope?"

These were a few of the questions I faced in the midst of my moth-
er's battle with Alzheimer's. Formerly, I had worked as a home health
aide before my job as the director of a rural public library, so when my
mother's memory lapses and erratic behavior became more common, I
could no longer chalk it up to "bad days."

These became more pronounced after surgery for a broken hip.
The anesthesia had been too much, and for several days, she failed to
recognize where she was or to know some of her visitors.

I brought her home, as I'd also brought my father home after a fall
and broken hip. He was a hemophiliac, and surgery wasn't possible, so
after several weeks on traction, the hospital, learning of my job at the
time as a home health aide, gave me instructions for his physical ther-
apy. Soon he was up and walking to town again for his breakfast. With
mom, | remembered how to give her physical therapy with guidance
from the hospital. They were both happier at home.

She improved for a while, enough to plan an 80th birthday party.
None of her siblings remained alive, but the house was filled with cous-
ins, neighbors, nephews, and nieces. That night, and for weeks after-
ward, she gushed about it having been the best day of her life.

I worked in the county to the east. When I thought of moving us
there to be closer to home in an emergency, at first she was in agree-
ment, then she got cold feet, and the family doctor advised against it.

So I couldn't move, nor could I find work closer to home. I had
seen Alzheimer's in my former job and knew what to expect. So I
prayed and prayed and argued with God. He didn't answer my prayers
for a new job, nor for a new home closer to work, nor did he heal her,
as some verses would lead one to believe. It was clear. I was abandoned.
My prayers went up and hit the ceiling and fell back on my head. As
C.S. Lewis commented after his wife died, it seemed that I heard a door
slammed shut, and I could hear God walking away and bolting a door
at the end of a long hall.

Yet He hadn't.

One of the greatest blessings was that my mother never lost her
sweet spirit, unlike some Alzheimer's patients. Her personality never
changed, and she always knew my name. I may have been her father or
her brother in her mind, but she always greeted me with pleasure in her
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eyes and a cry of "Danny!"

The time came when she became aware of the growing memory loss.
Several times, I heard her crying in the night as she worried about what was
happening to her. We spent time those nights talking and crying together.
There were verses she never forgot, like Isaiah 41:10 (NKJV): "'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."" Her
biggest frustration was that she was the last survivor of eleven siblings. She'd
taken in her older sister when that sister's health failed. She felt alone. Since I
wasn't married, and help could not come from my siblings, I was told to put
her into a home.

Quietly, the Lord sent help in a variety of ways. Through the recommen-
dation of a friend, we hired Linda to come and help mom with living issues
three days a week. Mom became a close friend with her and her friend, Nora.
These dear Christian ladies had their own physical issues that prevented them
from working full-time, but they kept Mom out of a nursing home for almost
two extra years.

At the time, I attended an evangelical church with a great Bible teacher as
pastor. It prided itself as a family church, and it was true, yet it seemed to have
difficulty relating to a single man caring for an elderly parent. I was active in
attendance and in teaching and service there, but I often wondered what was
necessary for them to realize how much we were struggling. From Sunday to
Sunday, I attended alone and heard little encouragement from week to week.

Again, help came from two sources. A cousin invited me to attend a
Promise Keepers men's group in her church. Here were Christian men—sin-
gle and married—who supported each other. It grew to be a vital source of
emotional strength—and I found another church.

It was Good Friday, 1999. Normally, I'd be at my church for services,
but I felt empty and didn't want to go. Instead, I drove Mom and her niece
for a ride through the countryside north of town, to the area Mom always
called "over home." This was where she had grown up on a hardscrabble farm
during the Depression and lived until her parents' death when she was a teen.
Later that day, home once again, she asked why I never took her "over home"
for a ride.

I went to Good Friday services that evening at a local Lutheran church.
As my grandparents had been Lutherans, and a cousin was a pastor in that
denomination in a rural parish, I was familiar with the liturgy.

The cantor chanted the words from Psalm 22:1 (NKJV): "My God, My
God, why have You forsaken Me? Why are You so far from helping Me, and
from the words of My groaning?"

This is how I feel, 1 thought, and I was strangely calmed. As the lights
dimmed and a bare wood cross was laid against the naked altar, I thought,
This roo is how 1 feel, stripped bare and abandoned, but since Jesus was aban-
doned for me, I realized that He understood what I was going through.
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Later, on Easter morning, I was back, kneeling at the altar for the Eucha-
rist. When the assistant handed me the chalice of wine and said, "This is the
blood of Christ, shed for you," the dam broke, the Spirit rushed in, the tears
came, and I sobbed as I knelt there. I joined that church eventually, and the
pastor, wonder of wonders, had taken his mother with Alzheimer's into his
house. We talked for hours in his study. He taught me the theology of the
cross from Luke 9:23 (NKJV): "If anyone desires to come after Me, let him
deny himself, and take up his cross daily, and follow Me." I came to under-
stand the possibility of meaning to Mom's illness. Later, when she became
incontinent, she decided one day to go to a nursing home. She didn't want
her son to clean up after her messes, which I had been doing. Naturally, she
forgot that decision later. She died 20 years ago, just a few days short of her
88th birthday.

Reflecting upon all this later, I realized just HOW the Lord had been sup-
porting me quietly. Duringall that time of work and not knowing whatI'd find
when I came home, I realized that I had slept soundly each night during those
years. Having a nervous temperament, it was nothing short of a miracle. With-
out the sleep, I would never have had the strength to continue as long as I did.
I don'tregretany of whathappened. Idid whatI could, and the Lord did the rest.

f ABOUT THE AUTHOR
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A Shaft of Light

By Catherine Marshall

omething happened to me yesterday when Virginia, Freddie, Len and I

met. For a moment a shaft of light seemed to break through the darkness.
When I awoke this morning, however, the darkness still surrounded me. My
prayers still seemed to bounce back from the ceiling.

Then for the first time in months, a new and gentle thought came to rest
on my mind: Read Isaiah 53. It didn't come from my thoughts, nor would
Satan likely be sending me to Scripture. With a surge of hope, I knew it had
to be from the Lord.

I read the 53rd chapter of Isaiah eagerly, struck anew by this foretelling
of how Jesus would suffer hatred and rejection, of how alone He would be on
the cross. These passages leapt out at me:

He was oppressed and he was afflicted, yet he never said a word....He was
buried like a criminal...but he had done no wrong.... Yet it was the Lord's good
plan to bruise him and fill him with grief. Isaiah 53:7, 9-10 (TLB)

I had read this passage many times before, even since Amy Catherine's
death, but it had not affected me as it did now, particularly the tenth verse.
God made His own Son suffer, but it was a "good plan." More than "good," it
was perfect, as only something from God could be. It was terribly important
to the future of the human race that Jesus Christ have His dark night expe-
rience on the cross. Yet what a desperately dark night it had to be for Him, a
time of despair and abandonment, for Him to have cried out, "My God, my
God, why hast thou forsaken me?" (Matthew 27:46).

Suddenly I was overwhelmed with feelings of remorse, embarrassment,
gratitude and relief, all mingled together. Reading about the saints and their
trials had not touched or enlightened me the way this sudden realization had.
For reasons of His own, God had allowed Amy Catherine to be born genet-
ically damaged. Her death served God's purposes, fulfilled His plan in some
specific way not revealed to us, just as Christ's death on the cross baffled and
dismayed His disciples at first, but did not destroy their faith.

I heard my own words, "What's destroying me is that I don't under-
stand." I, from my tiny human vantage point, demanding to see into the
secrets of eternity!

....Instead of feeling rejected and abandoned, I suddenly felt ashamed.
When Amy Catherine died, I demanded that God explain Himself to me,
and when He didn't, I proceeded to sulk like a child, a petulant child who
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had failed to get her own way.

Now, day after day in our Florida home, I shut myself away with my
Bible and notebook to work through my new discoveries, secking a new rela-
tionship with my Lord.

Again and again I have read the crucifixion account, feeling the alone-
ness, the agony, the abandonment Jesus must have felt. I am there in the
crowd, looking up into His face.

Flooded anew by contrition one afternoon, I burst into tears and stum-
bled to my knees. "Forgive me, Lord. Forgive me for my rejection of You,
t0o0.

Then came this revelation: When life hands us situations we cannot un-
derstand, we have one of two choices. We can wallow in misery, separated
from God. Or we can tell Him, "I need You and Your presence in my life
more than I need understanding and an answer to all my why's, only if and
when You choose.”

Understanding. That seems to be the key word in my difficulties. I have
sought it from the Lord most of my life and in His gentle tenderness He has
often provided it. So often, in fact, that I had begun to take it for granted,
assumed I had a right to understanding. What arrogance! What presumption!

Then a new thought hit me like a thunderbolt. Presumption was my sin.
During the prayers for Amy Catherine, I took the lead in telling God what
He was to do about Amy Catherine: "Thank You, Lord, for healing this tiny,
precious baby." Had I really heard Him say what His plan was for her? Or had
I wanted the healing so badly I simply imagined that He must, too? Presump-
tion. I had assumed something I had no right to assume. God will always be
God. We will never fathom His ways, but I presumed to try. "O Lord, forgive
me for my presumption.”

Then still another thought struck me. Worse than my presumption, even,
is the fact that with Amy Catherine I had really wanted to play God, to be
God in her life. Appalled, I tried to detach myself from this sin. There was no
detachment. I tried to usurp the power of almighty God. "O Lord, can You
forgive me for this abomination?”

And He answered me. At long, long last, I heard the Voice that had been
silent for so many months. 7, your God, am in everything. The baby died, but
Amy Catherine is with Me. And while she lived, she ministered to everyone who
prayed for her. You alone, Catherine, were too stubborn to see it.

Excerpt from 7he Best of Catherine Marshall, edited by Leonard E.
LeSourd. Used with permission.
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Jane's son finally got a job
after 9 months. God's perfect
timing! His son, 15 years
of age, is receiving excel-
lent mental health care at a
full-time residential treat-
ment center. He did file for
a divorce from his physically
abusive wife and has returned
to church.

g &

"Yesterday, August 9th, Alenea turned
25 years old. Thank you for a year-long
prayer. She was diagnosed with schizo-

phrenia psychosis and was an active can-
" nabis user for 8 years. Today is 3 months
of being free from cannabis use. Thank

you, Lord, for answering prayers. She

now resides with me (mom and older sis-

ter Chelsea). The psychiatrist and family

doctor are pleased with her progress. She

is only taking one prescribed medication

and a monthly injection to stabilize her

mood swings. I am so thankful for each

and every one of you that prayed for me

and Alenea."
-Selena

Shelley is very
hopeful as she
shares a good
report that her
daughter is
growing in her
relationship with
the Lord and
trying to find His
will for her life.
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Linda is testifying
that your power-
ful prayers have
made a difference
and her daugh-
ter Stephanie
is much better.

Hallelujah!
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]essma S reply to Rohan, an in-
tercessor: "The Lord has indeed
revealed some things to me that
have been essential in my personal
daily walk with God, as well as
how I can serve the body of Christ.
I am writing to let you know to
remove me from the prayer list, as
I know the Lord is faithful and will
continue to lead and guide me as I
seek Him and His will. God bless
you for giving of your time to pray
for others."
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"Praise our Almighty God for

His wonders. Agustin went
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Sybil is praising

for his follow-up appoint-
3 ment with his oncologist.
CT scan of lungs and other
organs is good. The lung ..
tumor was 6 cm., and ithas 7 ,
L decreased to 3 c.m. All the lab

numbers are normal, thanks

God that He will
always provide
for their needs.
She is amazed

how her husband .
Ceasar bounced & 3 e
back from kidney

problems.

be to God. Thank you for

-.._q_::nll your prayers." o o
-Eida ; :

Karina has a new job. Hallelujah!
Sheila thanks you for your prayers that
worked a miracle and helped Karina

get this job.
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During her bone marrow test, Cathy had
peace like she's never had before. She was

able to sleep well and had peace during
the procedure. The results are back now
and showed no conclusive reason for her
ongoing anemia. Her body is acting like
it has an autoimmune disorder. She is
grateful that there is no medical treat-
ment needed. The doctors will continue
to monitor her condition. She is praising
God! He has answered her in the midst
of the issues.
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Maria joyfully shares X

Elizabetta, Alessio, and
Joshua got their permanent
residence in Australia after

blessing. All glory to God!
Elizabetta is healing well
from her broken ribs.
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Cynthia is testifying
of what God did!
Sales of paintings
finally happened.

She is thanking the

Lord!

' e
e 10 years. This is a break- 1 .
e it through. God certainly ‘1#
% favored a place for their L
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Helen's eye L
. surgery has gone
g well, and she
1 is now hopeful
her sight will :
improve. She is
thanking God &
and all those who
prayed for her.
+
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Cathy is thankful to the
Lord for her husband not
needing surgery at this time
in the midst of health issues.

This is how God has recently

answered thus far, and she

is grateful. She speaks rich

blessing to each of you and to

the ministry.
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