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Word Count—59,824 

Having received an e-mail from my husband about your contest, I was excited to take on 

the challenge of entering. Being that the date was already August 24, 2004, I knew it 

would take a miracle to complete a manuscript and submit it by August 31, 2004. As I 

began to pray about this, the excitement grew inside of me. I knew if I were to complete 

such an undertaking, it would not be my work, my words, or even my story. It would 

belong completely to God. He reminded me that He created the world in six days and 

rested on the seventh. The world…this is a simple story.  

As I entered into my prayer time on the morning of the 24th, I was reminded of a slogan I 

had seen. The slogan is, “Impossible is Nothing.” I had seen it during the Olympics in 

Athens, Greece. I sensed this being the perfect title for the book. Being that I write 

messages almost weekly, I felt like a swimmer about to dive into the pool to swim a 100-

meter race. Years of practicing my gift had brought me to this point.  

To write this manuscript in 6 days, I would have to complete approximately 19 chapters, 

3,000 words each, adding up to a total of 57,000 words. But what would I write about? 

What was in my head? The Lord led me to the Beatitudes, which I pray through almost 

daily. As I counted up the lines of blessings that Jesus taught to His disciples, there were 

19 sections, including verse eleven. Perfect! The same number of letters in the title God 

had just given me! I was ready to begin! 

On my knees, I prayed for help, asking God to empty all of me out and fill me with all of 

Him. I knew it was the only way this miracle could happen. And so it begins, I have not 

written a word yet, but I am excited to see what God has in store! Let’s dive in…! 
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Chapter One 

I 

Blessed are the poor in spirit… 
Matt. 5:3a  

Some athletes run a marathon, some swim laps in a pool, some high jump, some long 

jump, some dive from a high platform. The events included in one Olympics alone are 

astounding and the athletes are a miracle in motion. They come to these events having put 

years of practice into what will take them minutes to complete. They go home winners or 

losers to practice more, or retire and move on with their lives. Their dedication is beyond 

what most of us can comprehend, and what motivates them is sometimes only known in 

their own hearts.  

Some cry tears of joy upon winning, some cry tears of sorrow upon losing, some stand 

stoic as their anthem is sung, others weep openly. The range of emotions are as varied as 

the athletes themselves, but they come--from every country and from every walk of life, 

they come to compete in the event of a lifetime. 

I am not an athlete per say, although I have had times of athletic competition in my life. I 

have experienced riding my bicycle 100 miles in a single day while raising money for 

Leukemia research. I have climbed Half Dome in the Yosemite Valley and played on 

many softball teams as a first-baseman. I love sports, but I also love writing! I love words 

that flow out onto paper in story form. I love conveying messages to people about life, 
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and love, and loss and gain. I love sharing the daily miracles that can be seen when God 

is ever present in our lives. And, I love a challenge!  

After years of writing, I have come upon a challenge that would be hard to resist. The 

challenge is in writing this book. I have seven days in which to do it, and I know that it is 

practically impossible. Although I write a lot, I have never written a book in such a short 

period of time. I know that it really can’t be done, especially without even an idea of 

what each chapter will contain. I know that I will have to work diligently to complete this 

task, and yet I am excited about it! I feel like a swimmer who has been practicing this 

“event” for years, and now I am about ready to dive into the pool and swim 100 meters in 

an attempt to win a Gold Medal. Can it be done? Have I put in enough hours of practice? 

Will all that I have learned about writing thus far carry me through? Will God fill me 

with the words and the strength I need to not only swim the 100 meters, but also come in 

first for the gold, or does the “gold” even matter? I think not.  

“Impossible is Nothing” it says on the billboards in the background of scenes from 

Athens during the 2004 Olympics. I know that all things are possible through Christ who 

strengthens me, (Phil. 4:13) so I know that I can’t do this, but He can. Impossible is 

nothing to God! He created everything that ever has existed and ever will exist, so if He 

can take a young child and turn them into a champion swimmer, He can take a young 

child and turn them into a champion writer! I know that to be true. Whether or not that 

champion writer will be me remains to be seen, until I dive into the “water” and give it a 

try. 



 
Page 5 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

Come along with me on this journey of words, as we discover together all that is possible 

when impossible is nothing. Watch with me as this story unfolds in just six days, as I 

look for rest on the seventh to enjoy what God has created. Explore with me the depths of 

where words can take us in this day and age when things move faster than light, and 

many are finding it more difficult to sit in a quiet spot with a good book. I hope and pray 

that this book will be one that will be cherished and insightful and inspiring and perhaps 

even span the emotions of tears and laughter as we travel through these words together. 

The inspiration for this book and the question we are to begin with is, “What is in your 

head?” Where does one begin with that? Where does one end with that? And being that 

the mind can think as many as 1,200 words in a minute, I have to believe it is entirely 

possible with God’s help to put onto paper somewhere in the range of 57,000 words in 

the next six days!  

I feel led to begin each chapter with one line from Jesus’ teaching from the Sermon on 

the Mount found in Matthew five. Where we will go from there, only God knows! 

The first promise in the Beatitudes is this, “Blessed are the poor in spirit...” In another 

translation it describes the poor in spirit as those who “realize their need for him.” (NLT) 

Do I realize my need for Him as I begin to write this story! Yes, beyond a shadow of a 

doubt! Will I be blessed in that realization? Only God and time will tell, but I believe in 

my heart that I will, and I’m hoping that when I am finished, you will also be blessed by 

these words.  
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This is a fast paced, highly stressful world we live in. Many of us seem to make our way 

through each day by the skin of our teeth. We wake in the morning following the same 

routine as yesterday and hurry out the door on our way to either work, or school, or 

errands, or whatever it is that we have planned for that day. Breakfast, if it is eaten at all, 

is rushed and we are not really thinking about the nourishment that we are getting as 

much as we are thinking about the next place we need to be.  

Our minds spin with the thought of all that is ahead of us and there seems to be no way 

we can possibly complete it all in one day. But we will try… 

Out the door we run, dropping the kids at school, the laundry at the dry cleaners, the 

package at the Post Office. It seems that time’s already a wasting and we have not had a 

minute to breathe since we hung our feet over the side of the bed and reached out to turn 

off the alarm clock that so rudely awakened us to this new day.  

As we drive to work, or wherever it may be we are heading, we barely notice the other 

drivers on the road, scarcely giving them a second thought as to who they are, what their 

lives may be all about, where they are heading. We are filled with our own thoughts and 

our own agendas. We are listening to our own music and perhaps singing along when we 

hear a tune we recognize. We are in our own little world; the world we have created for 

ourselves, but the world that we seem to wish more and more would just go away 

sometimes.  

Life’s really not a lot of fun anymore, and the job that we once dreamed of getting 

doesn’t even come close to satisfying the longing we have in our hearts in accomplishing 
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something that we will be remembered for. It simply takes away our daylight hours and 

leaves us exhausted and bored and frustrated. We begin to think there has to be more to 

life than this…shouldn’t there be? We would hope so. 

How do we discover a blessed life? Where does it originate? And what would it even 

look like? Would we recognize it if we stumbled upon it? Some seem to have it, but then 

again, we don’t really know what goes on behind anyone’s closed doors. They probably 

think we are living the blessed life as they look at our new car, our beautiful home and 

our healthy and “happy” family. What more could we be wanting? What more is there? 

Is it in realizing a need, as the Bible says? We don’t spend much time reading the Bible 

these days, some of us never have, but with the small amount of faith we do hold onto, 

we don’t dismiss it as being Truth. It’s just not something we really understand as yet, 

and if you were to ask us, we have a Bible somewhere around the house, we’re just not 

sure where right now. We could find it if it became an issue, but we’d rather not be 

pushed in that direction. We have enough to be thinking about with everything else we 

have on our plate at the moment. One more thing is the last thing we need…or is it?  

We need something, we need a change, we need some hope and some burdens lifted. 

Let’s face it, we need help! Life is strangling the life right out of us, one day at a time. 

We feel pulled in so many different directions and appreciated in so few. We are worn 

thin from the pressure we feel to perform, and the lack of inspiration we have in 

accomplishing anything. We feel lost and rejected most times and we continue to cover it 
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with a smile and with a wardrobe that is appropriate for the functions we attend from 

work, to soccer games, to weddings, and everything in between. 

We know we need something but we aren’t sure what that something is, so we neglect to 

even take the time to look for it. We’re just too busy right now. We’ll get around to it one 

day, just not today.  

But maybe today is the day. Maybe that is why God has led you to this book and maybe 

that is why He has led me to write it. So we can take a look at today, and the next, and the 

next and find the blessings that He so longs to give to each one of us. He is calling out to 

us, longing to have us turn His way, if just for a moment, so we can discover what is 

beyond the busyness, the hectic pace, the heavy burdens and the path we are on that has 

worn so thin we feel as if we could fall through it at any moment. 

This is the day the LORD has made; let us rejoice and be glad in it. (Psalm 118:24) How 

can God say that, knowing how stressed we are? How? Because, He is God. Do we really 

understand that? God! The Creator of the Universe. The One who saw us in our mother’s 

womb before we were ever born. The Beginning and the End, the All-Knowing King of 

kings. God! Come on, we need to get this! Jesus could walk on water because He was 

God! What is impossible for man, is not impossible for God. It’s all solid ground to God! 

I’m writing this book, am I not? I’m taking on a challenge with impossible odds, not 

because of who I am but because of who Jesus is in me! I am typing it, it looks like the 

words are mine, but attempting to write this whole book in just a few days without God’s 

help would be like an amateur swimmer diving into the pool against world-class 
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swimmers and finishing ahead of all of them to win the Gold Medal! It just can’t be done 

unless God deems it to be so! I will not finish this book if God does not deem it to be so 

because I know that I can’t do it alone. For me, it is impossible, but with God, 

“Impossible is Nothing!” 

We need to understand that about God. “Impossible” is not in His vocabulary. If it was, 

then He would not be God and we might as well forget Him. He would be worthless to 

us. No help at all. We’d be on our own, and we might as well make the best of it. But if 

God is real, and I truly believe He is, then “Impossible” is not in His vocabulary and He 

can be our everything! He can be our true hope, our burden lifter, our wisdom, our 

eternity. With our lives in His hands, all things are possible. Even the impossible! 

But where do we start? Perhaps we start with Matthew Chapter five, verse three, “Blessed 

are the poor in spirit…” These are not just anyone’s words, these are Jesus’ words. We 

may want to argue that Mark doesn’t match up with Matthew, that Luke contradicts John; 

we can argue until we are blue in the face about different aspects of the Bible if that is 

our desire, but the way I see it, when Jesus speaks, I’m going to listen with my whole 

heart. He was not just any man; He is the Son of the living God. He not only walked this 

earth as a man, but He came down from Heaven to do it. 

As He gathered His disciples around Him on that mountain and shared the words found 

in Matthew five with them, I believe He had a great and life-changing purpose behind 

them. Each line carries the weight of something most precious. Each thought is not to be 

passed over without deep introspection. Each promise was made to us, to all of us who 
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will believe in what Jesus was saying. We can cling to these promises and let them bring 

hope back into our lives when we have nothing else to hold on to.  

When we realize our need for God, we will be blessed! That is what He is saying, and 

that is Truth in its purest form. We are being called to stop long enough so that God can 

enable us to see something more than we would see merely running through our day. We 

are being called to understand that this is not all there is folks, that this is only a small 

part of the journey that God has called us to. When we truly realize our need for Him, we 

will then realize Who He is and what He is capable of in our lives. We will not carry the 

weight on our shoulders anymore because we will realize it is not ours to carry, it belongs 

to Him. We can give it up, and rest in our realization that God is God, and we are man.  

We need God! Bottom line! We cannot make it on our own, and those that try will crash 

and burn. They may look like they are still walking around, talking normally, acting 

normally, living normally, but inside there will be nothing there but emptiness covered 

over by busyness. It is a lethal combination, and it is not the life that God wants to bless 

us with. 

Jesus needed his Father in heaven, and if the Son of God needs his Father while He 

walked this earth, how can we possibly think that we don’t? Jesus had seen heaven; He 

left it to come to this earth to die for our sins. He knew He would be returning to heaven 

when His job was finished. He was filled with the hope of what He had already seen. He 

was here in the beginning and He will be here in the end. We are not that wise. We are 

flesh and blood and we have not seen past the limitations of this world yet, so we need 
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something more to cling to than what we have seen. We need faith in what we have not 

seen. Jesus is offering us that, if we will only realize it! 

First step, realization. Not imagination, not fictionalization, not even actualization. It is 

realizing that we can have faith in a Truth that will carry us through each day we live.  

Second step, seeing the need. We won’t reach out for God if we see no need for Him. If 

we keep so busy covering up that need with all the things we really don’t need, then our 

need for God will be buried alive—we will smother it to death. 

Third step, Him. This is not just anyone we are talking about, we are talking about the 

Living God, our Father in Heaven. The One for whom “Impossible is Nothing.” When 

we get some perspective on God, we gain a much better perspective on who we are and 

where we fit into the grand scheme of things. 

Fourth step, Blessings. Beyond our wildest imaginings. Things will happen that we would 

have never expected. We can have peace in the worst of times and joy when hearts 

should be broken. We will find a reason to get out of bed with a bounce in our step, and a 

real purpose for our day. We will enjoy a life lived to the fullest, and see the abundance 

that our Father is offering to those who will realize their need for Him. 

Yes, “Blessed are the poor in spirit…” 
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Chapter Two 

IM 

…for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.  

Matthew 5:3b 

Are you looking for great riches, great wealth, all the things that will truly make you 

happy? Look no further! They have been found in this verse! What more could anyone 

want than the Kingdom of Heaven to be given to them? I’m satisfied. I can go home now. 

I have everything I need! Thank you God! 

You may be asking yourself, what does the Kingdom of Heaven contain anyway? It 

sounds good, I’ll give you that, but I can’t say that I really understand it. I’m with you, I 

don’t fully understand it either, but I know that I have experienced it. What? Yes, even 

here on earth we can experience the Kingdom of Heaven being ours when we begin to 

understand that this world is not our home and we are simply passing through, living as 

foreigners here.  

You see, what happens is we are the heirs to the Throne of God. We are family, and what 

belongs to God, belongs to us. We get it all by right of adoption. We have our earthly 

parents and we have our heavenly Father. What we inherit from our earthly father will 

pass away, it will not last for an eternity, but what we inherit from our Father in heaven is 

ours today and forevermore. We will never be orphans. We will always be cared for! 
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I have lost some very precious things on this earth, one of which was my youngest son. 

He died three years ago after a long battle with Leukemia. In losing him, it seemed that I 

had lost everything that meant anything to me. I was devastated. It was not that I didn’t 

realize that I had two wonderful sons still with me on this earth, a loving husband, great 

friends and an extended family that supported me through it all, but I was crushed beyond 

words. I could not see beyond my heartache and tears. I was blinded to the blessings that 

surrounded me because of the dark shadow of death that was cast over my world. I was 

not suicidal, but I honestly just wanted to die. 

I had not yet realized that the Kingdom of Heaven had been given to me. I felt more like 

the Kingdom of Heaven had betrayed me. I knew that God had a plan, and that it was a 

perfect one, but I was not enjoying it at all. I hated what had happened, and it seemed at 

times I wanted to just bang my head against the brick wall that stood between my son and 

myself and see it come tumbling down. I wanted him to be standing there behind it as it 

fell…I wanted to see him again. I could not stand the thought that I would not. The only 

thing I had left to cling to was the hope of Christ, and yet I didn’t even understand how I 

was to do that. I had never faced such a loss, and there were not many who had who 

offered me the hope of healing I longed for. So my search began… 

In that search I began writing about everything that God was teaching me. I wrote about 

all the emotions that I was going through, the good, the bad and the ugly. I wrote with 

tears streaming down my face until I could barely see the computer screen as I typed. I 

wrote with doubts as to who would ever want to read such wailings, and I wrote with fear 

that others would think I was crazy for sharing my deepest and darkest thoughts with 
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them. I wrote until I had nothing left to write about grief, and then I continued writing 

because the lessons did not stop. I found God to be an endless supply of wisdom and 

knowledge that kept flowing from Him to me each day as I searched for Him in my 

loss—a loss that has now brought about great gain.  

As I wrote one day, I should not feel as if I have “loved and loss” as much as I should 

look at it as I have “loved and gained.” That is much closer to the truth. If I had never 

loved at all, that would be the great loss. In loving my son, although he is no longer with 

me on this earth, I have gained so very much. If God had never given us our third son, 

who by the way was a surprise baby, who would we be today? Of course, we would have 

never known all that we would have missed out on, but God knew. He gave us son 

number three for a reason that only He knew about, and for reasons we are yet to 

discover. Our journey continues. 

The great discovery so far is that when we are willing to give to God what we love so 

very much, what we still want to cling to with all the strength we have, the Kingdom of 

Heaven will be given to us. When we give everything to God, we get so much more in 

return.  

God gives us that challenge with our tithing. (Malachi 3:10) He actually challenges us to 

put Him to the test, which may be the only time in the Bible that God does this. You see, 

God, once again, is God. We miss that point so easily when we get things in the wrong 

order. What we have comes from God, He provides it, we do not earn it, it is not ours, 

and the minute we think it is, we are trapped in our own possessions. They start to own 
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us, we don’t own them. Our money starts to control us, we don’t control it. We are held 

prisoner by the very gifts that we have been given, thinking we are in control, when we 

never have been. 

We will do the same with those we love. We want to control our children, and for sure, 

there is a time when we must discipline them and instruct them and love them as we are 

called to do as parents. But the time does come when we must let them go, be that in their 

growing into adulthood, or even in death as was the case with our son. I’m not sure that 

one is much easier than the other…with those grown to adulthood we must continue to 

watch their “errors” and remain silent as they find their own way of living life. With a 

child who has gone on to heaven, we no longer have the concerns that come with 

watching them “learn” but we do have to comprehend the fact that we have taught them 

everything we ever will and they are truly, literally, spiritually in the hands of God. They 

are out of our reach until we see them again. Our job is finished, except to continue 

loving them, because that love will never end.  

So, whether it be with our possessions, our money, or even our loved ones, we must hold 

them all with an open hand. We must cut the ties that bind them to us, and in exchange, 

we will be given the Kingdom of Heaven. Now, here’s the best part. Are you ready? 

What we have given up will then be returned to us many times over.  

How, you may ask, can this be so? I have lost my house, and I live in a small apartment 

now. Or, I have lost my job and the one it has been replaced with is not even comparable. 



 
Page 16 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

Or how about my situation, I have lost my son, and I still only have two left on this earth. 

I don’t see three walking around here anymore…am I crazy? No! 

In releasing what never really belonged to us in the first place, we realize that the 

Kingdom of Heaven is more than we will ever need. It’s not that what we have been 

given replaces job for job, house for house, or even child for child. I have to believe even 

Job saw that. 

I used to read about Job’s plight, about his losses, his children dying, and I used to think, 

“Okay God, I see you replacing his fortunes, and even giving him twice as many children 

as he had the first time, but… but… no child can replace another child.” Those were my 

thoughts, even before I lost my own son. How much better I understand that now. I 

understand what God had done. 

My son will never be given back to me on this earth. I’m not saying it is impossible, 

because once again, “Impossible is Nothing” to God, but I don’t see it happening. In fact, 

I don’t want it to happen because I know that my son is now enjoying heaven and I 

honestly don’t want God to pluck him out of heaven to bring him back here. Not with all 

that we have to deal with here. I know that he is the most blessed by being in heaven, and 

I can live with my broken heart because I know that God is healing it, slowly but surely. 

Back to receiving the Kingdom of Heaven…if I am never to have my son back on this 

earth, how can I feel that I have received the Kingdom of Heaven? Because, I believe in 

God’s promises. I believe God, I just don’t believe in Him. By believing God, I don’t just 
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look at this world as being all there is anymore. I see far past the limitations I must live 

under and into the eternal, which is calling to me.  

When my son died, the door of heaven was as close as my heart. It was no longer some 

far-fetched idea that I will think about when I believe my time is drawing near. It is my 

today, it is my world, and it makes this world dim in comparison to God’s Kingdom.  

Yes, the Kingdom of Heaven has been given to me, opened up to me, and I accept it. 

Thank you God!  

Job’s original children were not returned to him on this earth, but he found God to be 

greater than any pain he would ever feel in losing them. He saw God heal him from his 

diseases and restore his fortunes. He saw God bless him with more children and most 

important of all, he never looked at this world the same way again, because he knew 

beyond a shadow of a doubt that this world was not all there was to life. It was only a 

short stop on the path of eternal life.  

This earth is a very small planet in a very large universe. We are a small speck of dust on 

this small planet and we are God’s creation. He put us here, and He has a good reason for 

us being here. We will only comprehend that fact when we put our lives and our 

problems into the perspective as God sees them. This is nearly impossible for most of us 

because we blow ourselves way out of proportion. For some strange reason, we start to 

think that the world revolves around us.  
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It reminds me of a picture I saw one time of the human body with all the parts labeled as 

to how our mind perceives them. The picture of what our mind perceives and the true size 

of the different parts of our body were totally out of proportion. It was obvious that we 

put much more importance on some parts than others, be that right or wrong. The picture 

seemed to be accurate as I related to it. If we were actually designed that way, we would 

be some odd looking individuals! 

I believe we do the same with who we are on planet earth, and in the universe God has 

placed us in. We would probably draw planet earth on a much larger scale, and when we 

drew ourselves upon the planet we would not be a speck of dust but a very large being 

who is in control of many more things than we actually are. We would not reduce 

ourselves to the size of an atom in the grand scale of life, but rather the scientist who 

discovers atoms. Wrong! We are not God, we are not even a god, we are God’s creation 

and blessed to be so! 

When we are able to put things in the proper perspective by giving God the rightful honor 

He deserves as our Creator, the Kingdom of Heaven is given to us in return. It is spelled 

out in the verse that says, “If you try to keep your life for yourself, you will lose it. But if 

you give up your life for me, you will find true life.” Matthew 16:25 (NLT). 

If I try to hold onto my son, even though he is gone from me now, I will miss out on the 

life that has been given to me and the Kingdom of Heaven which has been made 

available. But we will speak about that in the next chapter even further. 
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To sum up the subject of the Kingdom of Heaven being given to us, it is an awesome gift 

from an awesome God, and one that can only be received when we are willing to give 

ourselves to Him first and fully. “And you must love the LORD your God with all your 

heart, all your soul, and all your strength.” (Deuteronomy 6:5) We must abandon 

ourselves to the One who is in control, with no reservations. Whatever part we withhold 

from Him, is the very part that we will miss out on when the Kingdom of Heaven is given 

to us.  

We don’t just want the back room of the Kingdom, or the basement or the attic, we want 

it all, don’t we? Our Father God is the same way. He doesn’t just want to be invited into 

the foyer or the kitchen; He wants to have free access to every part of our lives. As I have 

heard it explained before, there is a doorknob only on one side of the door and it’s on our 

side. If we will not turn the knob to let Him in, He will stand outside and wait. God does 

not go where He is not invited when it concerns the matters of our hearts. He loves us 

that much, and wants to be loved that much in return.  

Open the door, won’t you, and let Him come in? God has a gift for you, the Kingdom of 

Heaven. It won’t replace all that you have lost, but it will so outshine the darkness of the 

Enemy and with that you will be able to begin embracing all that you have gained in just 

knowing God… 

“…for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.”
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Chapter Three 

IMP 

Blessed are those who mourn… 

Matthew 5:4a 

As I wrote in the previous chapter, “If I try to hold onto my son, even though he is gone 

from me now, I will miss out on the life that has been given to me and the Kingdom of 

Heaven which has been made available.” 

I know about mourning, I probably don’t even have to tell you that, considering the 

statement that my youngest son lives in heaven now. Any parent who has lost a child 

knows mourning intimately, personally and in the most agonizing way possible. I am not 

diminishing the loss of a spouse, the loss of a parent or even when others mourn the loss 

of a home or a job or any number of things, but children are a piece of our heart that 

walks around outside of our bodies and when they die, a piece of us seems to die with 

them. 

How do we go on? I want to say, “Simple” but it seems too flippant for such a tragedy. It 

is, but it isn’t. There is nothing simple about recovering from such a loss. It is a long hard 

process that must be gone through. It cannot be gone around or ignored if true healing is 

to take place. It must be moved through slowly, and prayerfully, step by step. 
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On the other hand, it is simple because it boils down to the reality of heaven. Does it 

exist, or does it not? And if it does, who gets in, and who gets left behind? 

Shortly before my son died, in fact it was one week exactly; we were sitting eating 

cheeseburgers together. We were on our way to the Wednesday night service at our 

church where my husband played in the Worship band. My son knew his time was 

drawing near, unless God miraculously healed him from his disease. We had talked over 

most things and were very honest with what was happening to his body. 

On this particular night, his question was, “Isn’t there something I have to do to get into 

heaven, Mom?” His time for messing around here on earth had ended, he was looking 

past this earth and right at the gates of heaven that awaited him and he wanted to be sure 

that when he arrived, he would be let in. He had been a believer for a while and had even 

been baptized in our neighbor’s hot tub with a crowd of witnesses in attendance. He had 

been “washed clean” but still…he wanted to make sure. 

Who could blame him? He wanted to know if it could really be that simple. “I believe, 

now my eternity is secured?” As we sat at church later that night a beautiful song was 

sung about grace and I leaned over to my son in his wheelchair and whispered in his ear, 

“That’s why it’s so simple, because it’s grace.” We had that song sung at his memorial 

service. 

I don’t want to be flippant when I say it is simple to go on with our lives when we have 

lost a loved one, but I want it to be clear that the simplicity comes when and only when 

we believe that heaven does exist and we know as believers that we will all be united 
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there again one day. God cannot bless those who mourn if they have no hope in their 

mourning. The Bible says we are to not to grieve as those who have no hope. (1 

Thessalonians 4:13) We must hold onto the Truth, or we will drown in the sorrows. 

How does God bless those who mourn? By giving them the hope that they need when 

they need it most. So many who do not know God fill their grieving with “purpose.” 

They may fight for the cause that took their loved one’s life, they may set up 

scholarships, plant trees, raise money for the cure, and any number of things. There is 

absolutely nothing wrong with this, I have done it myself. There is healing in helping 

others who now must walk the same path behind you. God asks us to love others and this 

is very much in following His commandment.  

But, we must never let the “purpose” we are driven to accomplish be the healing ointment 

on our wound. It will not work. It is not the “prescription” that mourning calls for, it will 

only have the affect of a placebo if we are expecting it to heal us in our grief. The healing 

ointment that God prescribes is in Him. It is God alone. The rest of the things we do will 

only be the bandages that we will wrap around what is really going on underneath. If we 

simply wrap our wound in bandages, it will fester and never truly heal deep down. 

God blesses those who mourn by drawing them closer to Him, by expanding their world 

past just the one they live in and opening up the stairway to heaven that is just beyond 

that door.  

My son and I saw the movie “Monster’s Inc.” shortly before he died. In fact, it was the 

last movie we saw together. I believe it was a gift from God to remind me that he truly is 
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right behind the door that leads to heaven. When it is opened up, he will be standing 

there, either when Jesus returns or I leave this earth by dying myself. The door is so very 

close. But for now, it is just in a world that my eyes cannot yet see. 

“Now we see but a poor reflection as in a mirror, then we shall see face to face.  

1 Corinthians 13:12a  

As time passes, I know that those who mourn are blessed. Because of my own mourning, 

I enjoy a relationship with God now that I may never have experienced in any other way. 

I cannot treat each day as a casual experience now because it is not; it is a battle against 

spiritual powers that I cannot see. When my focus is off, my world collapses. When my 

focus is on all that is pure and true and right, (Philippians 4:8) I know that I can live 

another day.  

I have also found that the Word is a very living and vital tool to be used on the journey 

through life. God has placed stories in His Word that become my stories. Lepers that are 

healed and return to thank and praise Jesus becomes my story, because I too am being 

healed. (Luke 17:15-18)  The Gentile woman who humbles herself until she hears her 

Master speak and will not be discouraged is me. (Matthew 15:21-28) I will bow before 

Jesus until He speaks healing into my heart. I will not be discouraged.  

Who would I be if not for mourning? I wouldn’t really like to know because I would have 

missed so much, and that’s not a good thought. Each day is more difficult now than I 

could have ever imagined, but each day is more blessed than my mind could have ever 

conceived. To know that this world is not really my home, that I am only passing 
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through, is a relief. If this is all there is, then I’d have to work a lot harder at making it 

work. I do not. God will do what He wills, and I will remain as a child in His arms. He 

will be my Provider, and I need not worry. 

When my son was ill, his friends asked him if he was worried that he might die? He told 

them he was not, that there was no reason to. He told them he would not gain anything by 

worrying. How did he get so smart at such a young age? Believe me, I was doing plenty 

of worrying for him. How would I ever live without him? 

A few weeks before he died, I asked God to help me let him go. I told God that I could 

not do it on my own, and it looked like his death might be coming soon. God reminded 

me of the time when my son, Phil, was born. The doctor had asked my husband, Jim, if 

he would like to cut the cord. He was surprised by the request and refused. The doctor 

then asked me if I would like to, so I did. I remember that it was very thick. As I thought 

back on the day he was born, God gently told me that I had cut him away from me then, 

and I needed to do it again. Somehow, in a way that only God knows, this event helped 

me cut him loose the second time as he left this earth for heaven. 

Does God provide for those who mourn? Absolutely! It was not in His original plan to 

have to, but because of the fall in the Garden, He created a new plan to restore us to 

Himself. That plan includes those who mourn to be healed and renewed while still on this 

earth. When we sing the songs in church that speak of renewal and restoration, they are 

not just empty words but promises to us from our Father who loves us despite our 

failings.  
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Jesus wept. (John 11:35) The shortest verse in Scripture, but how important is it for us to 

know that even Jesus wept? He was about to raise his friend Lazarus from the dead. He 

had died four days earlier and was buried in a tomb. Jesus had asked to be taken to the 

tomb and when he saw those who grieved for Lazarus, He grieved with them also. Does 

this make sense with what Jesus knew? He knew Lazarus would soon be back with all of 

them. 

I sometimes wonder if He grieved because He did not want to bring Lazarus out of 

heaven and back to earth after what he had experienced. I joke with people now that I 

have, “Do not resuscitate” tattooed on my chest. Once I get a foot into heaven, I don’t 

want to come back here!! Please! But, that’s just my thinking and probably not the reason 

Jesus wept. I believe He really wept for those who were filled with sorrow around Him-- 

His good friends Mary and Martha, the sisters of Lazarus.  

When I hear of a child who has gone on to heaven now,  I think of the parents left behind. 

My heart grieves for them. I do not even have to know them, but I know their pain. It is 

almost as if it is happening to me all over again, knowing the path they now have to walk, 

the mornings when they have to wake up without their child there. I know what it’s like 

to walk past a vacant bedroom, and to go into that room and bury my face in the blankets 

hoping to smell my son. I know…and I don’t wish it upon anyone.  

Jesus didn’t either. He felt their pain as none of us can even imagine. He wept with them, 

for them, and in spite of the fact that He was going to bring Lazarus back to live with 
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them again. He was a man of sorrows who had His own sorrows to face very soon when 

they would weep for Him. 

God understands our pain. He would never leave us alone in it, but will gladly carry us 

through it if we will only let Him. He will bless those who mourn when we realize our 

need for Him. If we attempt to make this journey on our own, we will miss His many 

provisions. 

As we read through the 23rd Psalm, most of us are familiar with it. It is read at many 

funerals and memorial services and we seem to have gotten the idea that it is for the 

deceased. I don’t believe that to be true, I believe it is much more for the living. Why 

would those already gone need it? They have passed through the valley of the shadow of 

death, either into heaven or hell. I pray it is not the latter. 

I read through that Psalm most days now, clinging to the promises it shares. God is our 

Shepherd, He will provide everything we need. He lets me rest from my sorrow in green 

pastures and He leads me beside quiet waters where my strength can be restored. He 

guides me along right paths that bring honor to His name. Even though I walk through 

the valley of the shadow of death, there’s no reason to be afraid. He is close to me, living 

inside of me. He will protect and comfort me. He prepares a table for me even though my 

enemies surround me. He welcomes me as a guest and anoints me with His healing 

ointment. My cup overflows each day with His blessings, and His goodness and unfailing 

love follow me all through my life. I will spend time in His house each day until I see 

Him face to face in His Heavenly Kingdom.  
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I believe this Psalm was given to those who mourn. David wrote this Psalm and he had 

grieved also, for his little baby. He was a man after God’s own heart, and yet his heart 

was broken for the one he had lost in his lifetime. God does not turn his back on the 

grieving, but instead wraps His loving arms around us and helps us through, carrying us 

and filling us with His strength so we can walk again. 

We look for blessings in our lives that show us God loves us. We see those blessings as 

perhaps a new house we have been praying for or a vacation that God has provided that is 

long overdue. We pray about a new job, a new baby, a sickness being healed, and yet 

sometimes we miss God in the mourning. We do not see it as a blessing. Sometimes we 

are even taught by other Christian’s that it could be a curse that it could have been 

brought on by sin of some sort. We question if we have the faith we should when we 

prayed in faith and faith did not bring the healing we expected. We wonder and we doubt 

and we question and we miss the blessing that can come when we are called to mourn. 

2 Corinthians 1:6 (NLT) says, “So when we are weighed down with troubles, it is for 

your benefit and salvation. For when God comforts us, it is so that we, in turn, can be an 

encouragement to you. Then you can patiently endure the same things we suffer.”  

In my life, I have not had to endure much hardship. I was raised in a good family, had a 

fun childhood, married my high school sweetheart, had three healthy boys, and lived a 

very pleasant life filled with travel and celebrations and good health. Then Leukemia 

entered our household and nothing has been the same since. We were “weighed down 

with troubles.” How could we possibly have imagined that God was going to use that for 
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others to benefit from and to help them find salvation? We could not! All we could see 

was the “disaster” at hand. 

Now I see this Scripture in a whole new light, and in fact, it has become one of the most 

meaningful passages in the Bible to me. In it I see truth, hope, encouragement and a real 

purpose for being on this earth that I never saw before. With the troubles I have seen, I 

am now able to come alongside someone else who is facing great devastation and 

comfort them with the comfort I have been shown. It has opened doors for me that would 

have been slammed shut in my face. Doors that would have said, “You just don’t 

understand what I am going through. Go away!”  

But not now! Now most will hear my story and only utter the words, “I can’t even 

imagine.” And I know those words are very true, they cannot imagine. I tried to imagine 

what life would be like if Leukemia took my son’s life, but my imaginings did not come 

close to the actuality of living without him. Now I don’t have to imagine it, I know it, and 

it causes me to be bold in a way that is far beyond the personality that God gave me at 

birth! 

I would not be writing this book today if not for what I have been through. You would 

not be sitting and reading it and gaining anything from what I have gone through if God 

was not blessing those who mourn with a courage that is beyond what is humanly 

possible. I know that my calling now is to be out with you, the hurting, the confused and 

especially those who mourn! God is more than able to meet your every need. I don’t say 

this flippantly, or without sorrows of my own, I say this because I have been one who has 
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mourned to the depths of my soul, and God is bringing me up out of those depths to offer 

the comfort I have experienced to those who will come along behind me needing a single 

ray of sunshine on a cloudy day. We’ll talk more about that comfort in the next chapter. 

Jesus taught his disciples about mourning, knowing it is something we will all face at 

some point in our lives. We usually think of mourning as being brought about by 

someone’s death, but we mourn many things in our lives. We mourn during times of 

change, especially when friends and family must be left behind because of a move to a 

new town or to a new job. We mourn when we scale down our lives or when we are 

aging and our youth seems but a distant past. We mourn the good health we once enjoyed 

because we are now missing out on activities we used to enjoy. We mourn when certain 

foods no longer sit well with us, or because of a medical condition they must be left out 

of our diets. Mourning can cover a wide variety of experiences, and Jesus knew as flesh 

and blood, it would be something we would need His help to make it through.  

As Jesus sat on the mountain that day and gathered His disciples around Him, I’m sure 

there were many things He could have taught them. Things that could have filled 

volumes and volumes of books, but He knew there was not enough time for that. His days 

on earth were getting shorter and there were important lessons that needed to be passed 

on before He left. These were His closest friends, the ones who would carry on the 

ministry of the Good News. There was so much yet they needed to learn…as do we. 

There are simple yet profound messages we need to absorb like: 

“Blessed are those who mourn…”
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Chapter Four 

IMPO 

…for they will be comforted. 

Matthew 5:4b 

Is there anything we desire more in this life than to be comforted? When we hurt deep in 

our souls, is there anything more comforting than a hug? Just having someone come to us 

offering their strength and their love to us? When words won’t do because words cannot 

possibly soothe the pain we feel, a hug can say it all.  

I remember shortly after my son died, I went to see a friend of mine who had also lost her 

son just a few years earlier. As I entered her apartment, she just hugged me. Words were 

not needed. As two mothers who grieved for our children, there was nothing we needed 

to say. In our hugs, we understood each other’s pain, supporting each other through it.  

Being a writer, words are precious to me. I love to use the words God gives me to express 

all the things that He is bringing me through. Without words, I would not be able to share 

many of the lessons God has taught me. If I were suddenly mute, or lost my hands and 

could not type, it would be devastating for me. But my ministry would not necessarily be 

over because when I sit with someone who is grieving, listening is far more important 

than sharing any “profound” words of wisdom that God may impart to me. People want 

to be heard. Listening is also one of the greatest comforts we can offer a person.  
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With all that Jesus taught His disciples, with all the words of wisdom that He left us with 

before He ascended back into Heaven, I do not picture Jesus as a man of many words. I 

may be wrong, but I see Him more as a man who was slow to speak, quick to listen, and 

slow to become angry. (James 1:19) He knew the needs of those around Him, and He met 

those needs with a touch, with a look, with simply writing in the dirt until those who 

accused the woman caught in adultery turned and walked away. (John 8:7) 

Was Jesus a man of few words? Perhaps so, but He was also a man of great comfort. If 

He were not, people would not have flocked to Him as they did. They were seeking 

comfort and they found it in God’s Son. He was a man who reached out to them and met 

their needs as only He could do. Now He calls us to do the same for others. 

How do we do that? How do comfort another when they are hurting beyond words? I 

believe we must first have found our own comfort in the arms of our Father. In His 

“hugs.” We must first experience God’s comfort in all that we have gone through and 

continue to go through, and then we can reach out to another and share what we have 

been given.  

Is this selfish? Maybe the better question to ask is, are we flesh and blood? Certainly so! 

And what is flesh and blood? It is the epitome of selfishness. God is not surprised at that! 

We think of ourselves first and foremost when we are operating in the flesh. It’s “What 

about me?” until “me” is satisfied that “me” has been justified.  

That is why we must not operate in the flesh. We must take our fleshly selfishness to our 

Lord and leave it with Him. We must bring our burdens to His throne until our flesh 
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begins to understand that it isn’t about us, our wants, our needs, or even our own pain, 

but it’s about the power that God has to see us through whatever we must face in this life. 

When we reach that point in our relationship with God, seeing God’s power for what it 

really is, we can then begin to operate in the spirit as we are called to. This is where we 

start to put our selfishness aside and love others as Jesus commands us to, comforting 

another in their pain by giving ourselves fully to them. We must bury our flesh, put it 

away, whatever it requires, and come to others as the Spirit leads us. 

Jesus was led by the Spirit even though He was man and spirit. Everything He did and 

said came down to Him from the Father. He did nothing on His own, and yet we attempt 

to do everything on our own. What are we thinking? We are not even God, and yet we act 

that way so much of the time!  

As Jesus taught the Beatitudes on the mountain to His disciples, He was speaking the 

words his Father gave to Him. He says in John 15:15 “…for everything that I learned 

from my Father I have made known to you.” He did not even speak on His own, even as 

the Son of God. We must follow His example and listen closely, learning to speak what 

we have learned from our Father. In this way, we will be able to comfort others as Jesus 

did. 

So many times when I sit with those who have lost a loved one, they want to share their 

story with me. They want to talk of the one they are missing, and I understand that. When 

my son first left this earth, I needed to share every detail of his departure. I not only wrote 

extensively about all that had happened, I would talk to anyone who would listen. It 
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brought me great comfort to let it out. I appreciated so much those who were willing to 

listen and those who are still willing to listen to my ramblings. It is healing balm to a 

broken heart. 

Now I try to do the same for those I meet who are hurting. They don’t need to hear my 

sad tale; they need me to listen to theirs. They need to find the comfort that God has 

shown to me, and my prayer is that I will be able to offer that to them until they also find 

the comfort they so desperately need.  

But in all the world, we will never find one so willing to listen as our Father in heaven. 

His phone is never busy, His door is always open, and He is never out to lunch. When we 

need to enter in and find Him there, we can. Going into The Most Holy Place is the 

greatest source of comfort we will ever experience on this earth. We should not miss it. 

This is the ultimate comfort Jesus was speaking about on the mountain. No one can offer 

us such perfect comfort as what just being in God’s presence can do for us. 

There is such pain in mourning. There is an aching that seems to never subside, and there 

are many who actually find themselves in the ER, or at the doctor’s office, having an 

EKG done, a stress test done, or any number of tests. They truly think they are having a 

heart attack. What is usually discovered is that they are suffering from a broken heart. 

My heart hurt, all day, every day, for a long time after the death of my son. I remember 

one Mother’s Day, the first one after he was gone, when I thought the pain might just kill 

me. My heart ached beyond reason. Oh, I functioned. I actually went to church and then 
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to a baseball game that day with my parents. I sat in the stands, I ate ice cream, I cheered 

the home team on, but all the while, my heart was aching.  

Where does one take a heart that is so severely broken? There is only one place, and that 

is into God’s presence. That is what I learned to do. I could talk with my friends, with my 

family, with anyone who would listen, but no one relieved the heartache like my Father 

did.  

When I could scarcely breathe, I would make my way to a quiet place and get alone with 

God. I would cry, I would pray, I would read, I would listen to music, whatever it took, 

but I would stay there until the peace of God flooded my soul and my heart stopped 

hurting. I started to call this, taking my “God Pill.” My husband new exactly what I 

meant when I said I needed my “God Pill.” Away I would go, sometimes for an hour, 

sometimes for two, getting “medicated” until the pain would lesson to a point where I 

could function again. The “God Pill” was simply the result of the peace I found in God’s 

presence.  

Being in God’s presence was so comforting. Once there, I really didn’t want to leave. As 

I came back out into the world, I knew the pain would return. In the early days it did not 

take long. But as time went on, the relief I found would last a little longer. I knew when I 

rejoined the world I would again have to face the aching of my heart, but there was 

always great comfort in knowing that comfort was available whenever I needed it. 

Without this assurance of some comfort, I thought I might lose my mind. 
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Jesus needed comfort also. He sweat drops of blood in the Garden of Gethsemane the 

night before He was crucified. Talk about needing comfort! His friends fell asleep; they 

were not comforting to Him. There was only one place He could go on such a difficult 

night, and that was to His Father. He knew His Father could stop what was about to 

happen, Jesus Himself could have stopped it, but He didn’t. Jesus knew what had to be 

done, but that didn’t mean He didn’t need comfort in the process.  

Sometimes in our own lives, there are things that just have to be. Did my son have to die? 

Only God can answer that question, but he did die and I have to live with that fact. What 

do I do with it now? Do I fight against what is and make myself crazy trying to change 

what is unchangeable? Or do I rest in what is and find comfort in my Father? I see really 

only one option, the rest God is offering. If I choose anything else, I miss out on the best 

that can be as I live out my life without my youngest son on earth. 

Recently our middle son, Chris, got married to a beautiful young woman who I adore. 

Not to mention that our oldest son, Jim, will also soon be marrying a wonderful young 

woman who I am thrilled to have join our family. These weddings come at a time when 

our hearts have been healed to a point of resting in what is, and moving on into what will 

be. I had no idea how Chris’ wedding would be when one of our sons could not be there, 

but I knew that God had seen us through so much already. I went into their wedding day 

expecting God to shine in all His glory, and for His joy to fill our hearts. His glory did 

shine, and we thoroughly enjoyed the occasion! Miracles happen all the time. 
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I do not take this for granted as I once might have. I do not take joy for granted, peace for 

granted, or any comfort that God is offering to me for granted. I embrace it and praise 

God for all He has done and continues to do. I know that enjoying Chris and Holly’s 

wedding day just two and a half years after the death of our child is nearly impossible, 

humanly speaking. The grief could still be so all consuming that any joy this day held 

could drown in the sorrow that still remained. I am not blind to this fact, but I am also 

excited to watch God work through something so horrific, as only God can do! 

God knows our hearts; He knows that when we gather together on special occasions and 

have family pictures taken with just two children instead of three, it could hurt so deeply. 

He has not left us to do this on our own! He is not that kind of a Father. The Holy Spirit 

stands in and fills our hearts with whatever we are missing on those days. 

Jesus said, “Remain in me, and I will remain in you.” (John 15:4a) He didn’t say, “Go out 

there on your own, you’ll be fine. I know you can do this.” No, He calls us to remain in 

Him, and He will remain in us. That’s exciting! That means I’m never on my own! I 

don’t have to live each day alone. I don’t have to struggle through life alone! I don’t have 

to attend our sons’ weddings alone! He is with me and He will always be with me, and 

the joy that I feel in my heart is Him!!  

The ultimate test of this will be manifested when our oldest son is married on October 16, 

2004. That day would have been Phil’s 19th birthday. Now, you may say, this is not a 

good idea. What are you thinking? But there is another side to the sadness that we could 

be feeling on that day. There is the thankfulness in our hearts for how very far God has 
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brought us to even be able to attempt such a thing. This date was not picked lightly, but 

as our Pastor Dave said upon hearing the news, “It’s poetic.” I believe so! 

We have not approached our walk through grief as those who have no hope. We have 

come into this whole ordeal looking and waiting and praying and hoping beyond all hope 

that God would see us through, and we have found that He not only has, but continues to 

do so even as the days get easier and broken hearts are healed. To put an exclamation 

point on God’s healing by celebrating one son’s wedding on what would have been 

another son’s birthday is definitely poetry in motion! It is the flowing of the Holy Spirit 

ten-fold! It is a miracle!! I look forward expectantly to all that God will do on that day! 

And yes, I will probably write about it! 

Comfort is not a very large word but it has huge proportions. As Jesus taught His 

disciples on the mountain, He knew exactly what He was doing by including this tiny 

phrase in the whole of His sermon. He had walked this earth long enough to feel the pain 

that we feel and to be tempted by the same things we will be tempted by. He was headed 

into “certain disaster” as far as the world would see it, and He was going to need comfort 

more than any other “man” ever would. 

As my son lie dying in his own bed, surrounded by family, accompanied by his dog, 

nursed by Hospice, and prayed over by the multitudes, it seemed the most horrific time 

any parent could ever experience, but one thought consoled me--Jesus had not asked my 

son to do anything that He had not done Himself, and suffered through even more. 
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As we kissed our son, Jesus was spit upon. As we wiped the sweat from our son’s brow, 

blood dripped from Jesus’ brow because of the crown of thorns He wore on His head. As 

we told our son how much we loved Him, Jesus was belittled and betrayed. As we 

brought cool water to our son’s lips to quench his thirst, Jesus was offered a sponge filled 

with wine vinegar. Nothing that our son endured compared to the agony that Jesus went 

through for all of us.  

How could I be angry, how could I question God even in the worst moments of my son’s 

life and death, when Jesus had done so much more to give us hope for the eternal life that 

our son would now be entering into?  

Two nights before our son died, he seemingly left earth for a few moments. He saw a 

light and I believe experienced a small slice of heaven. Perhaps it was just a gesture from 

God to bring him peace as he waited in his bed to make that final trip home. Phil shared 

that experience with me and it has brought me great comfort on the days when I think I 

cannot stand the missing one more minute. I know, from what Phil told me, that he is in a 

much better place. A place he got to glimpse before his final trip there.  

When Phil came back after seeing the light, he came back a bit angry--which was highly 

unusual for him. Phil was normally a boy who was very calm and not easily angered or 

frustrated. But after seeing what was waiting for him, he had these words to say, “Oh, I 

thought I was finished! I don’t want to be here anymore! I saw heaven and it was so 

beautiful!”  
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Here was a child, a teenager really; in his room surrounded by all the things he loved 

most--his family, his dog, his cherished possessions. With one glimpse of heaven, he 

wanted nothing that remained here. He wanted to be with God in heaven. What does that 

tell a mother as she sits by her son’s bed getting ready to say her final “Good-bye’s” to 

him? It told me that my son would be just fine, better than fine; he would be ecstatic to be 

done with his ailing body and began living out his eternity on the streets of heaven. I 

would not need to worry that he even missed us. The only thing I would need to 

concentrate on when he left us that final time was the reunion that we would enjoy some 

day in the future. Those thoughts have been a comfort to me, like none other, on my 

journey through grief and beyond. 

Comfort? Does Jesus know about comfort? Most certainly! He taught His disciples about 

it. He promised that those who mourn will be comforted. I have mourned, I have been 

comforted. I have seen those promises come true in my own life. My prayer is that I will 

be able to share that comfort with others!  

Hallelujah and Amen! 

“…for they will be comforted.”  
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Chapter Five 

IMPOS 

Blessed are the meek… 

Matthew 5:5a 

We like big strong athletes, don’t we? We love to see muscles ripple, and we love to see 

runners completing a marathon with arms held high and smiles of satisfaction filling their 

faces. I loved watching the United States Women’s Beach Volleyball team win gold 

against Brazil! I loved watching their skill and their dedication to a sport that looks like 

such great fun! If I could start my life over, I think I would start at age two playing beach 

volleyball so I too could win a Gold Medal in the sand one day! But that is a dream that 

has passed me on by. I better concentrate on the subject at hand! 

This world is not really attracted to the meek, the mild, the “gentle and lowly,” as one 

Bible translation relates this verse to us. We are not impressed by weakness of any kind. 

Many non-believers look at Christians as those who are in need of a crutch. “Oh sure, it is 

fine for those who need some help along the way…but it’s not for me. I’ll stand on my 

own, thank you very much!” 

Are Christian’s weak, feeble, in need of a crutch? Perhaps so! Do those who think I’m 

not strong enough to walk through this life on my own offend me? There was probably a 

time when I would have tried to defend such an accusation, but not now. Not after what I 
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have experienced. I tried to live this life on my own strength. I ran out of my own 

strength after about six months of intense grieving. I gave up, I submitted, I surrendered, 

and my life has never been the same since! It has been so much better! 

Why are the meek blessed? Why would God bless the “lowly and the gentle?” (NLT) 

What is God thinking when He looks down from His heavenly throne and is pleased 

when we give up and relinquish complete control of our lives to Him? Who can know the 

mind of God? I won’t even attempt to go there, but I can know my own mind to the best 

of my ability, and I have my thoughts on the matter! You know I will share! 

I remember the days when I would need to be out walking. I would sling my CD player 

over my neck, put my headset on and start to walk. I wasn’t really headed anywhere, just 

out. Just to get a breath of fresh air, to look up into the blue sky, to see some flowers 

grow. It didn’t matter… I walked to find some sanity in the situation I found myself in.  

My son’s room was empty, except for his things. I would go in there from time to time 

and lie on his bed. I would look at his room as he would have looked at it. I would think 

of the life he lived, and I would wonder how he was enjoying heaven. I would miss him 

with all my heart and I would need some fresh air desperately. 

There is a song that talks about God being the air we breathe. I wonder, if I had never felt 

such agony in my life would I ever really appreciate God being the air I breathe? I may 

not have. Now I know, if God was not the air I breathe, I would have no breath at all. 
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But back to the walking. Being out of doors helped me organize my thoughts. It helped 

me get away from the agony of what was and get a fresh perspective on where I might be 

headed. It seemed that if I could do nothing else but walk, maybe I would survive the 

pain. Although, I wasn’t really sure. 

I would quote scripture as I walked, I would sing along with the music, I would sit and 

cry, I would watch others--it always varied. I often wondered what other walkers thought 

as they looked at me walking? They were the power walkers, out to bring up their heart 

rate and improve their health. I was slow, sometimes barely able to put one foot in front 

of the other. I was not out for exercise. I was out for sanity! 

After about six months of walking, I suspect my pace was slower than ever. I was coming 

to the end of myself. I was getting ready to be taken off the “ole barbie” and to start really 

living again. God was watching, oh, for sure He was. He had seen me for so many 

months, years really, trying to survive the flames of life on my own. I had asked Him for 

help, I did not feel abandoned, but I was still carrying a part of the torch on my own. He 

had been waiting for me to pass it off so that He could carry it to the top of the stairs and 

let His light shine for all the world to see. 

That time had come. My heart could not have been more broken. I would walk one day 

and tell Him “If He wanted a broken heart, here it is.” Then the next day I would tell Him 

“It is even more broken today God. You said you wanted a broken heart, that you would 

not despise.” (Psalm 51:17) I had that to offer to Him, and only that! 
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I didn’t know it but I was about ready to begin living the life He was calling me to. I was 

about as meek, lowly, and in need of Him as I think I will ever be. It was at that low point 

where God started bringing me back into the land of the living, so to speak! In that 

meekness, I found what God’s strength meant in my life. I found that my strength, even 

at its best, did not even compare to what He was offering me. My own strength could be 

depleted in a matter of minutes--His would be everlasting. He was not just a false façade 

of strength, He was the genuine article!  

Why are the meek blessed? Because that is the way God planned it! He never asked us to 

live this life on our own. He gave us a certain amount of our own strength, and that’s 

really not a problem. The problem only arises when we think our strength is all we need! 

When God created Adam and Eve, He gave them the strength to walk around, to name 

the animals of the earth, to live a wonderful life…with God. Not alone! Not independent 

of God! But with Him! The problems started when they acted on their own and fell from 

His grace. They were separated from God from that point on, and needed to find their 

way back to Him. God has provided that way through His Son, Jesus Christ, but not all 

will accept this Bridge of redemption. Some will still try to struggle through life 

separated from God, or in varying degrees of that separation. 

There is a long-standing joke still going around about degrees of separation with a certain 

movie actor. I guess it’s been figured out that no one on earth is further away than four 

degrees of separation from him. It was quite funny, really. But our degrees of separation 
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from God are not funny in the least. How far removed are we from a truly satisfying 

relationship with the One who knows us best? 

Adam and Eve separated themselves from God when they ate the fruit in the Garden. 

Many of us attempt to work our way back into the relationship they had before the fall, 

but it is a long journey. We try to work our way back by being good, by going to church, 

by helping others. We read our Bibles, we tithe, we do all the things that our “religion” 

seems to require of us, trying to lesson our degrees of separation from our Father. Does it 

work? Well, it seems to help in our own minds for the short term, but what about for 

eternity? 

God is not about works. He is not about sacrifice. He is about love. We get caught up in 

the sacrifices written about in the Old Testament and forget that this is a new day! Jesus 

Christ created a new way! (Hebrews 10:8-9) We live under a new Covenant, one of 

forgiveness and sanctification in our Lord. He is our righteousness that we cannot be. He 

is everything we will ever need.  

“…we have been made holy through the sacrifice of the body of Jesus Christ once for 

all.” 

Hebrews 10:9b 

God doesn’t want our help!  

God doesn’t need our help!  

God is our help! 
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When we will bow down to the Creator of the Universe and humble ourselves at His feet, 

He will lift us up to heights we cannot even imagine, and fill us with His strength. A 

strength that is greater than any athlete will ever experience in winning a Gold Medal at 

the Olympics! 

We’ve seen those weightlifters! I’m in pain just watching them lift hundreds of pounds 

over their heads! I don’t know how they do it, but I know that they have trained for years 

to accomplish such a feat. There’s a commercial that shows a forklift placing the weights 

back on their rack, and I’m thinking, that’s a much better idea! But then again, it’s not a 

sport that I have attempted so I’m not the one to voice an opinion! 

But let’s compare the sport of weightlifting to the weights we attempt to lift with our 

struggles in life. Our weights are not so visible, and yet we feel them. We don’t actually 

see the bar with the weights placed on the end, but it sure can feel heavy!  

When I went out walking with the weight of grief heavy on my heart, I struggled to just 

put one foot in front of the other. The weight may not have been visible, but the results of 

it surely were. 

To see this simply, God is our “Forklift.” He can lift that weight off our shoulders with 

no problem at all. To Him, it is nothing. “Impossible is Nothing.” This does not mean that 

He considers our problems to be nothing, but He considers the solutions to be His and 

His alone. When we attempt to come up with our own solutions, we will lose the 

“competition” most assuredly, no matter how long we have practiced this “event.” It will 
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eventually wear us down to the point of exhaustion and we will drop the weight at our 

feet and walk away dejected and confused as to what went wrong. 

With God as our “Forklift,” we win! We can walk right up and face whatever weight we 

must bear and just stand there. That’s right, just stand. No need to chalk up, bend over, 

reach out, grab hold, get a firm grip and lift anything. It is not our responsibility. We can 

simply look up and ask for help, and God’s mighty forklift of strength will do the work 

for us. We simply need to ask, and then wait on Him. He will lift the weight and the Gold 

Medal is ours!! 

Now picture this…the other athletes are irate!! They have trained for years! They feel 

fully prepared to win this event. The audience is befuddled; they don’t understand these 

new rules! They’ve never seen the “Forklift” included in weightlifting. Is it in the rules? 

Can one athlete really utilize the Forklift when others must lift the weight on their own? 

How can that be fair? 

It isn’t! It isn’t right! That’s cheating they might say. That “meek” athlete needed help to 

accomplish what others are struggling to do in his or her own strength! The “meek” don’t 

deserve the Gold Medal! They should not be so blessed… 

But God made the rules. We need to understand this concept. We, as human beings do 

not make the rules, we simply need to abide by them. Whatever God says, is fair! It’s like 

the judges who awarded Paul Hamm the Gold Medal in Gymnastics (2004), supposedly 

erroneously. Perhaps mistakes were made by the judges, but the rules had been set. The 

judges judged, Paul Hamm was the winner, and his Gold Medal will not be taken from 
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him. Yes, another might be given out, but that does not change the fact that Paul Hamm 

won the event on that day. Olympic rules are Olympic rules. 

Now bring in God’s rules. They far outweigh any Olympic rules that could ever be 

established. The Olympics will pass away; their rules will be forgotten. God was, is and 

will always be! And when we live our lives under His rules, what He says, goes! If His 

rules say the meek will be blessed, then the meek will be blessed. It doesn’t matter if the 

shouts from the crowds call unfair. It doesn’t matter if the other athletes think the event, 

or life as we are comparing it to, should be accomplished with human strength alone. 

That is not how God has designed it. God designed this life with our best interest in mind, 

and our best interests are found in Him.  

When we discover that in this life we can walk toward whatever is weighing us down, 

look up to God, and seek His help to lift our burdens--then we will always be the winner. 

In our meekness, we will find His strength. It’s not cheating, it’s in the Rule Book of life, 

the Bible!! It’s not only fair and right, it’s where we will find our greatest blessings.  

“Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest. Take my 

yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart, and you will find 

rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy and my burden is light.” 

Matthew 11:28-30  

We were never meant to carry the weight of the world on our shoulders, although 

sometimes it seems as if we are. We were never meant to have any degree of separation 

from our Lord, but we do. Now the question becomes, will we humble ourselves and 
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admit that we need Him? Will we find His strength in our meekness, or will we continue 

thinking we can do this alone, to whatever degree that might be? 

Sometimes it takes the worst to find the very best in life. In losing my son, I have 

probably faced one of the very worst things ever. In the total destruction of the life I 

thought I had, I found a diamond in the rubble. That diamond was Jesus Christ and the 

hope He left us with. The degree of separation from Him had to diminish if I were to not 

only survive my son’s death, but thrive in what was left of my life.  

I had lived with Jesus in my life, I had been on my way to heaven long before I lost my 

son, but I was still living a far distance from my God. As I wrote recently for a song, “I 

have always believed in You, but in unbelief I lived.” There were still far too many 

degrees of separation that needed to be removed for a truly intimate relationship with my 

Savior. It is a process that continues to this day and will continue through the rest of my 

life, but it is coming along nicely! 

Don’t let it take a tragedy in life to find the Forklift that will lift your burdens for you! 

God can be found in each day, no matter what we are facing. He will not ignore the little 

things we come to Him with anymore than He will ignore the “Gold Medal” competitions 

He calls us to. He is with us through each day of practice as He prepares us for what lies 

ahead of us in our future. 

God is not looking for muscles that ripple, legs that can run, sharpshooters who can hit 

their target time and time again. He is looking for the blind, the lame, the sick, because 
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they are the ones who will admit their need for Him. Only the sick realize their need for a 

“Doctor.” (Matthew 9:12)  

In our meekness, He will be our strength, and there is no power on heaven or earth that 

can compare to the power of Almighty God! 

“Blessed are the meek…” 
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Chapter Six 

IMPOSS 

…for they will inherit the earth. 

Matthew 5:5b 

As you sit listening to the will being read, you start to wonder if you will be included. 

Now that your Grandmother has passed on, was anything left behind of value that could 

possibly come into your possession? You loved your Grandma, you really did, but there 

wasn’t much time in the last few years to stop in for a visit. You wife had gotten a full-

time job and the children had soccer games and basketball games almost every weekend. 

Sunday you sang in the church choir, and in the afternoons the last thing you wanted to 

do was run over to the other side of the island and visit. 

Now you wished you had put in a little more effort. After all, she was 102 and it was 

crazy to think there would always be tomorrow. She had so many “tomorrows” already, 

and she was ready to go home. Her eyesight had failed her and her hearing was just about 

gone. She was no longer able to get out of bed, and was in need of constant care. Having 

lived such a full and blessed life, the time had come when it seemed it was better for her 

to meet her Maker. Now she had. 
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You got the call last week; your Grandmother had passed on. It was her neighbor who 

called you, the one she had lived next to for almost her entire life. She had not moved far 

from home, being that home was an island in the Pacific. She was born on the island, as 

were your parents, and even yourself. Each generation stayed to raise the next generation, 

after all, it wasn’t a small island. There were large cities and sprawling metropolises. 

There were beautiful neighborhoods, and the people were the friendliest you could find 

anywhere. They were your people, and they all worked hard to make it a good life, just as 

you did. 

As a child, you spent a great deal of time with your Grandmother. She was a sweet 

woman, a very hard worker and very private. No one ever talked much about what they 

owned. For the most part, it was a society full of kindness and humility.  

After years of working to make ends meet, you dreamed of far off vacations to places you 

had never been. Perhaps a house with an extra room or two so you could have an office 

instead of sharing the space with your toddler. A pool in the backyard would be nice on 

those hot summer days, and maybe a new car that you could rely on, especially when 

your teenager was out in it for the evening. But all in all, life was good. 

But sometimes life was sad, and as you sat before the lawyer that was reading your 

Grandmother’s will, your chest had a hollow feeling in it. A missing that caused an ache 

inside, and thoughts that the past had slipped through your fingers and would never be 

fully retrieved. There were stories you would never hear again about how the island used 

to be…yes, you would miss your Grandmother. 
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…”and to my grandson Max, I leave my full estate.” Upon hearing your name, your 

attention was drawn back to the room and what was being said. The lawyer looked at you 

and asked you if you had any questions about what was being read. Just one… “What did 

you just say?”   

“Mr. Johnston, your Grandmother has left you everything. Do you understand what that 

entails?”  

“No, I’m sorry. I don’t.”  

“Your Grandmother, Ida, was a very wealthy woman. She was the wealthiest woman on 

this entire island. And in fact, she owns everything as far as the eye can see.” 

The lawyer’s words had left you speechless and as you drove home that day, you knew 

your life would never be the same again. The inheritance that you had just acquired 

meant your life of hard work to make ends meet were over. That new car was not a 

problem; in fact you could afford more than one new car! Your wife no longer had to 

work that full-time job, she could now stay home if she so desired. Your daughter could 

have those braces she so badly needed and you wouldn’t be putting a pool in your back 

yard, you’d be buying a much nicer house that already had a pool. Yes, life was certainly 

about to change!! 

This is a fictional story, about a fictional inheritance and a fictional life that was changed, 

but what Jesus tells us in Matthew 5:5b, “..for they will inherit the earth.” is not fiction! It 

is fact! We will not inherit a mere island when we surrender our lives to the living Christ, 

we will inherit the entire earth! How is that even possible? 
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My brother, Steve, is a cowboy. He was never raised on a ranch, never even owned a 

horse until he was in his 40’s, but some are just born cowboys, and he was. He often 

quotes one of his favorite Bible verses to me. He says, “My Father owns the ‘cattle on a 

thousand hills.’” (Psalm 50:10b) Now, my brother is not talking about his earthly father. 

Our dad hasn’t owned any cattle in his life. He’s never even lived on a ranch, having 

grown up in the San Francisco Bay Area. The Father my brother speaks of is his Father 

God. My brother’s heart overflows with God’s goodness in his life, and he knows where 

his blessings come from. They come from a Father who can supply all our needs, and 

fulfill all the desires of our hearts because this world and everything in it belongs to Him! 

When we humble ourselves and are adopted into God’s family, we automatically inherit 

everything! Immediately! The will does not have to be read, we already know what it 

says. It’s written in the Bible! When we give God our everything, when we hold our 

possessions, our lives, our families and even our dreams up to Him with an open hand, 

He will fill our lives with more than we could ever imagine! 

Will everything go perfectly from that day on? Absolutely, positively not! We will still 

face war, disaster, starvation, torture, persecution… need I go on? The list could be 

endless. God is not promising us a perfect, trouble-free life. He is promising us a life of 

fullness. Jesus said, “I have come that they may have life, and have it to the full.” (John 

10:10b) 

Life to the full is what most parents long to give their children. We want our children to 

have all the comforts. To have even what we never had. I remember when my children 
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were little I wanted to let them ride the horse that takes a quarter out in front of the 

grocery store. I never remember being able to ride that horse because I grew up in a 

family with six children. If my mom had started putting quarters in the horse, we could 

have been there all day. But in my childish mind, I missed out on that “thrill in life.” I 

wanted my children to be able to experience that. 

This is a small example of what we will do for our children, even when it has not been 

done for us. We want them to have everything, and yet we want to keep the balance so 

we will not be spoil them either. It can be a fine line!  

Our Father in heaven does not have that problem. Why would that be? If He gave us 

everything, would it not spoil us? No, in fact, it only proves to make us more humble 

with the more He provides. Once again, God’s ways are so far above our ways, they seem 

to constantly go against the laws of nature here on earth. 

When we gain our inheritance from our Father in heaven, it is the result of coming to 

Him on our knees. It is the result of humbling ourselves before Him and admitting that 

we don’t know all, we never will know all, and we don’t even need to know all, because 

He does! When we are willing to admit that He is above us in every way, shape, form, 

idea, creation, and wise thought we have ever had on our own, we start inheriting things 

that will leave us speechless. We can then do nothing less than to bow down before Him 

and worship Him as He deserves. 

Now, with our earthly parents, it seems we do just the opposite. The more they give to us, 

the more we feel we deserve. The more they try to impart some parental wisdom to us, 



 
Page 55 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

the more we want to do it our own way. The more they discipline us, the more unfair we 

think they were being.  

The reason? It is flesh against flesh and human will against human will. God does not 

operate that way. The only way we can communicate with God is spiritually. (John 4:24) 

The only way our spirits can hear Him is if they are alive. Living spirits are those spirits 

who have been born again by embracing God’s Truth and inviting Jesus Christ to come 

and live inside them. When we do that, we are filled with the Holy Spirit and are thus 

able to communicate with our Father God as never before. The huge degree of separation 

talked about in the previous chapter is then greatly reduced! We have just inherited the 

earth and everything in it by becoming a child of God, and our entire lives have just been 

changed for the better! The “will” has been read, and we are at the top of the list!! 

This does not puff us up, make us proud, or let us know that we are the favorite. Quite the 

opposite happens in fact. We realize for perhaps the first time in our lives that this world 

does not revolve around us, that God is so much greater than we could have ever 

imagined and that His ways are far beyond what we could ever fully understand. We are 

humbled, we are grateful, and we start to praise Him for all the He has done and 

continues to do in our lives. 

Does this sound like we have just inherited the earth? It will, it will… stay with me here. 

When the things of this earth have been put in their proper perspective, we are willing to 

hold all we possess with an open hand and realize their value is practically zero compared 



 
Page 56 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

to the unequaled value of a relationship with Jesus Christ. When we realize we have 

nothing to lose, we have gained everything. 

The longer we hold on to all that surrounds us, the more we will live in a prison of 

poverty. It will own us, we will not own it. It will cause us to do things we hate. It will 

cause us to work jobs we don’t enjoy, and to play “games” in life that make us very 

unhappy. We will be a slave to the world, instead of a child of the King! 

Recently a young man died. His parents live in a beautiful home with all the comforts 

that go along with an income that is far above middle-class. They have everything they 

could ever need, but they don’t have the one thing they want…their son on this earth. All 

that surrounds them now when they sit in their living room is worthless in their eyes. All 

the cars that once brought them pleasure are nothing but a form of transportation that will 

now carry them to the funeral and back home again. All the vacations that filled their 

lives with wonderful memories will now have to be worked through as they visit those 

places in the future without their son there to enjoy it with them. It will be hard work. I 

know, I’ve been there and back. 

These people are now in the perfect position to “…inherit the earth.” I’m not being 

callous here, but I am being brutally honest. I have been in their shoes, and when my 

tears dried, I could see the “cattle on a thousand hills” that my Father owns much better 

than ever before.  

They can’t see them yet, their eyes are too full of tears. God understands that! There is a 

time to mourn and I personally don’t believe it should be rushed. Everyone mourns in a 
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different way and for different lengths of time. The only thing to remember is that there is 

also a time to laugh. There will come a time to move on, step by step, and walk out into 

the “inheritance” that is waiting for those that at long last have fully realized what we 

possess here on earth is only temporary and eternally worthless. We can’t take anything 

with us, so if we will let it all go while we’re still here, it won’t have the ability to rob us 

of the freedom we have in Christ. The result will be enjoying the beginning of our 

eternity here and now by knowing that no matter what happens, even taking into account 

those we have to say “Good-bye” to, God will make it all okay. 

We don’t have to die to begin living our eternal life. When we accept Christ, we have 

already stepped into that eternity. We just have a few more years here on this earth before 

our spirits ascend into heaven and we continue living our lives there. If we live our lives 

here as though our eternity has already begun, then we are free to enjoy all that God has 

provided for us here as His child.  

When this is not all there is, then we are free to explore this world fully, leaving our fears 

behind us. We are free to try things we never would have attempted because “we might 

get hurt.” We are free to move around to new places, meet new people, and fully enjoy 

“the cattle on a thousand hills” because it all belongs to our Father. We can step out of 

our cage of “cautiousness” and live life on the edge as never before. 

Fear has been said to stand for, False Evidence Appearing Real. Most of us live tied up in 

that “false evidence.” We let it trap us into thinking that if we quit our job, there will 

never be another one like it. We probably will end up missing out on an even better one 
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that God has waiting for us. If we live in that “false evidence,” we may never follow our 

dreams and make the move to live in an RV fulltime. We may question what we would 

do without permanent “roots” somewhere. Then we would miss out on the truth--if we 

have just “inherited the earth,” we have roots everywhere! Everywhere is home to God’s 

children. 

When we “inherit the earth,” we are free to live our lives fully, without the fear that stops 

so many. When we have lost what is most precious to us, like a child, what’s left to fear 

after that? When we have learned to live with what we thought we could never live 

without, then we know we can live without anything except for our relationship with 

God. We have learned that what brings us joy and happiness is not what we own or even 

living with those we love, it is Jesus Christ living inside of us that makes us rich and fills 

us with contentment! 

My husband and I live in an RV. We have given up our home and most of our 

possessions, barring some boxes that are in our son’s garage. We travel around as my 

husband works a job with little prestige and very little income, after having been quite 

successful in the computer field. We have simplified our lives since losing our son, and I 

can’t say it was an easy transition. We cleaned out closets, went through our belongings, 

had numerous yard sales and scaled down until we were able to walk away from the life 

we once had into an entirely new life.  
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I spend each day doing pretty much what I am doing right now. I am alone in our RV. It 

becomes my office during the day as my husband goes off to work the areas he’s been 

assigned. His job entails natural-gas leak detection.  

Our friends and family live many miles from us, and we usually attend a different church 

every Sunday. There is no consistent fellowship like what we once enjoyed back home. 

Our lives are very solitary except for the occasional relationship with a fellow RVer that 

we meet. Although, even those relationships are usually only temporary as we are 

heading off in different directions. 

I tell you all of this not for sympathy. That is not at all what I want or expect as you read 

this. We love our lives! We are living the lives that many dream of but are stopped from 

even attempting to live because of the fear that keeps them bound. The difference 

between what we are doing though, and what most RVer’s are doing, is that we are not 

retired. We follow a schedule that is set by my husband’s job. He works an area until it is 

finished and then he is called to another location. It keeps life interesting, and it allows us 

to be on the road, living the RV lifestyle long before retirement age. 

The most difficult part for most RVer’s though, is being away from those we love and 

care about. We have heard that many women will not even attempt to live in an RV. 

Once grandchildren start arriving on the scene, forget it. They won’t budge away from 

them! We shall see… 

What I am finding is that being a very social person, myself; I have been removed from 

the daily contact with friends and family that I very much enjoyed. I could set a breakfast 
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date and a lunch date almost every day of the week with different friends and family and 

have been quite happy about it. I have always been a stay-at-home mom, and that was a 

part of the life I once enjoyed. 

The life I enjoy now is quite different. Having gotten rid of most of our worldly 

possessions, I am now learning to also live my life without all my “friendly” possessions. 

The results of this kind of life are less degrees of separation from my Savior than ever 

before. For me it is a time of prayer, study and writing that I very much appreciate. It is 

not to be taken for granted and I don’t believe it will last forever, but I believe just like in 

losing our son, and just like in simplifying our lives, this too is a time of realizing that 

Jesus Christ is truly all we need to survive.  

When all else is stripped away, we can start over and rebuild from there. That is what 

God calls us to do in surrendering to his Son. Our lives must be built on the solid 

foundation of the Truths of the Bible. To get down to the old foundation that we’ve been 

building our lives on for years, we must dismantle the house that has been built on top of 

a shaky foundation. That house includes all the things that we have carried with us from 

our past. This includes our mistakes, our heartaches, or anything else that weighs heavy 

in our lives. It must be torn down and rebuilt, structuring the new walls with Truth.  

As I’ve heard it said, the Enemy has wallpapered the walls of our lives with a lot of lies. 

We need to tear down that shoddy wallpaper and put up new paper filled with the truth of 

Scripture. That allows God to firmly set the foundation of his Son in our lives, giving us 

something firm to stand on. From there, we can begin to live fully. 
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Some may question why…some may not think anything is wrong with the “house” they 

live in now. Some are blind… If your house is not built on the solid foundation of the 

Truth of Jesus Christ, you are set for a fall when the first earthquake comes. You can 

patch it, you can try to repair the damage, but you will constantly be plugging the leaks 

when the rains come. 

While living in an RV, and spending my days with Jesus, He is showing me that the more 

I give myself to Him the more this world opens up to me. My fear can be set aside 

because nothing on this earth can harm me. The Enemy may take my life, but my eternal 

life is secure in God’s hands. When we can fully comprehend that, then we are free to 

enjoy the inheritance of the “cattle on a thousand hills.”  

“…for they will inherit the earth.” 
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Chapter Seven 

IMPOSSI 

Blessed are those who hunger… 

Matthew 5:6a 

Most who will be reading this book probably have never known great hunger. I have not. 

Most of us will have known hunger only because we have known “fullness” all too well 

and our clothes are not fitting quite the way they should anymore. We will have put 

ourselves on some sort of diet to compensate for our over-eating tendencies. Oh, the 

hunger we will feel then!! We don’t like it at all! 

With the show “Survivor” being so popular right now, we have watched the people on it 

put into a position of having to eat many things that are very disgusting. We have seen 

them eat things like tarantulas, and live fat worms, the name of which I have no clue. We 

have watched them eat smelly fish and just horrible “delicacies” that I would have to 

refuse to put it in my mouth. I was just talking with my sister, Karen, this very day about 

that and how I would probably hold the “specimen” up to the camera and say, “Would 

you eat this?” The reason the subject came up in our conversation was because we were 

talking about broccoli. That’s one vegetable out of many that I do not like. I told her 

though that if I had to choose between eating a tarantula or broccoli I would have no 

problem eating the broccoli!! 
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I remember being very hungry after our first son was born; I had labored a good length of 

time. He was born at 11:21 p.m. and I was taken to my room sometime after midnight. 

My roommate was fast asleep. I had not eaten for hours since I had been told not to eat 

once labor pains begin. I asked the nurse for something to eat and was brought a 

sandwich and some chips. The chips seemed extremely loud as I chomped on them on my 

side of the curtain in a hospital room for two. The sandwich and chips I ate were good, 

but after all the labor and delivery process that one goes through to bring a precious child 

into this world, I needed more!!  

The next morning, I had not been able to order my breakfast because of the time I had 

arrived at the hospital, so they just brought me what they thought I would like. It 

happened to be, fried eggs. I don’t like fried eggs, never have. When my mom made them 

for us as children, I passed. A little toast was fine for me. 

On this particular morning, after having had a baby the night before, I didn’t pass them 

up. I gobbled them down like I hadn’t eaten for a week! They didn’t taste so bad after all. 

But it probably wouldn’t be lying to say that I have not had a fried egg since 1978, even 

though I still remember how quickly I ate those. It made me wonder just how quickly I 

could start eating spiders if I were ever locked up in a POW camp. It might not take as 

long as one would think. 

But what about great hunger? I mean the kind that most of us have only witnessed on 

T.V.? The kind where the stomach of a child is rounded, and their arms and legs are so 

very thin. The kind of hunger scenes that pull at our heartstrings and takes us into a world 
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that we cannot really even imagine? What if we were ever in that position? Could we find 

blessings in that environment? 

I don’t believe that verse six of Matthew five is talking about a physical, food-type 

hunger, but I imagine that even then, God would provide what was needed for our spirit 

to remain strong through the difficulties. I hope and pray I never have to find out. 

In verse six of Matthew five, I believe the hunger Jesus speaks of is a spiritual hunger. 

The kind that leaves us feeling empty inside because our lives are lacking the 

righteousness that has been offered to us. Not righteousness that we can attain on our 

own, but the kind that Jesus gives to us by His death on the cross.  

Jesus was the only truly righteous person to ever walk this earth.  

This is the name by which he will be called: 

The Lord Our Righteousness. 

Jeremiah 23:6 

We want to live in a fair world. For some reason, we think it should be that way, but so 

many times we find just the opposite. 

Our son Chris, who attended a very small school, loved sports. He loved the thrill of 

competition and he also loved to win! He was not a very good loser, and still to this day 

just watching a Raider Football game where the other team comes out ahead is very 

upsetting to him. It takes him a while to calm down. 
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Because the school he attended was very small, P.E. usually called for coed sports. He 

had a coach who was always trying to be more than “fair,” especially to the girls. As the 

game went on, the coach would start changing the rules if the score became too lopsided. 

This infuriated Chris. He was trying his best to win the game, and right in the middle of 

it, the rules would change. In his mind, that was totally unfair and he lost his will to 

compete any longer. The game was “over” as far as he was concerned. 

How many of us feel that way? We see injustice and we are ready to throw up our hands 

and quit! Or, the other side of that being, we take it to court, either literally or 

figuratively. We hire a lawyer and fight it out, or we go to all of our friends and talk 

incessantly about how unjust the whole thing is. We even argue with God about what He 

has allowed to happen in our lives. We are hungering for righteousness, but what we 

don’t realize is that we will never find it outside of Christ. It just isn’t there. 

The hunger of an empty stomach cannot be satisfied with anything but food. It can’t be 

satisfied with fun, with sleep, or with warming ourselves in the sun. It needs only one 

thing, food. Hot, cold, sweet, sour, whatever it may be, when we are extremely hungry 

we will eat most anything to satisfy the need for food. We know what we need, we are 

familiar with the hunger pains, and we will go to great lengths to take care of it. 

But do we recognize the hunger for righteousness quite so quickly, or does it elude us? 

Do we go searching in the wrong places for justice when we have been wronged? Yes, 

there are certain times when the injustice we have experienced is quite clear. If something 

has been taken from us, we recognize a thief when we see one. If someone has run into 
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our car in a parking lot, we recognize that the insurance companies must be called to 

settle the claims made. Those are easy injustices to see, but what about injustice that 

comes from anger, or bitterness or revenge? What about emotions that run wild and end 

up hurting people in the process? What about disease, accidents and death? What about 

the times when we want vengeance above all else, and we will go to any length to get it? 

What then? 

Most of us have heard the scripture, “Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the Lord.” 

Romans 12:19 (KJ) But how many of us are willing to leave vengeance to the Lord, 

honestly? Not many. We want to seek our own justice and make it right! We hunger for 

it! It is like we have this innate nature that drives us until we see justice served. Is that 

what God is calling us to do? 

There have been squabbles about things from the beginning of time. Even Moses became 

overwhelmed with the amount of disputes he had to listen to in a single day and 

eventually he was convinced to set up a system where others would hear the smaller 

claims and then if there was something that could not be decided on, they would bring it 

to him. Otherwise, it was just taking up too much of his time.  

We are a society of people who hunger for fairness, for justice, and for no one to ever, 

not never, get the better of us… what are we thinking? We are thinking about ourselves, 

that’s what we’re thinking. We are focused on our needs, on our wants, and on what we 

think we deserve in this life. Our focus is off! 
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God is always in control. He has a perfect plan, and sometimes that plan calls for things 

in our lives that do not seem fair. Was it fair that Joseph was put in prison when he had 

done nothing wrong? (Genesis 39) Was it fair that John was beheaded at the wishes of a 

crazed woman? (Matthew 14:10) Was it fair that Jesus was hung on the cross for our 

sins? If anyone deserved justice, it was Jesus. But Jesus was not focused on Himself; He 

was focused on doing His Father’s will above all else. Should we strive for anything less? 

I know, we’re flesh and blood, we’re not Jesus. That would be our argument in bringing 

our case before others. We fall far short of Jesus’ perfect example, and there is no way 

we can ever come close to forgiving others as He has forgiven us. We’ll give it the old 

college try, but don’t expect too much. 

There’s truth is this, we can’t forgive others as He has forgiven us. It is impossible for 

man, but it is not impossible for Jesus, and when we make the claim that Jesus now lives 

in us, we are claiming the impossible in our lives! We will see miracles happen every day 

when we will submit to God’s authority in all things. The hunger for righteousness can be 

filled when we are willing to rest in the ability of God to make all things right in His 

timing and in His way. We may not see the end result of it all on this earth, but we will 

see the end result of it when all is said and done! (Psalm 96:13) 

Do we trust that God knows what He is doing? If we do, we can rest. It’s not our 

problem; it’s not our job. God is overseeing everything, and we are merely here to do His 

will, not ours. There may be times when we will find ourselves in prison like Joseph did, 

and it will be unfair. We may be innocent. There may be times when others will take our 
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“heads off,” because they simply do not like us or we have made them feel uneasy. There 

will be times when we will have to shoulder our cross and walk into our future, feeling as 

if we have been crucified because our child has died and it just doesn’t seem fair. Life is 

not fair, and if we take our hunger for righteousness into the world to be fed, we will be 

sadly disappointed. We will go hungry. 

“Do not be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good.” (Romans 12:21) 

Evil exists in this world, without a doubt. We can easily be overcome by it when our 

focus is not on the things of God. When our focus is on ourselves, we will be swallowed 

up in the unrighteousness that surrounds us. No one will treat us the way we feel we 

deserve to be treated. No one will meet all the needs we have. No one has the ability to 

make us truly happy. No one… except our Father in heaven. He says come to me and I 

will feed you when you are hungry. I have the food you are looking for. It can be found 

with Me. 

What do we find when we come to Him? We find fullness. We find contentment. We find 

joy, not happiness, but pure joy. Happiness has to do with what is happening, joy has to 

do with Who lives in us. When we are filled with the Spirit of the living Christ, we will 

not suffer from spiritual hunger. We will be filled with the peace that all is well with our 

souls. 

When we had our son’s memorial service two weeks after he left for heaven, we had the 

song sung, “It Is Well With My Soul.” We had our pastor tell the story behind that song, 

and if you have never heard it, I will briefly share it with you here. 
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A man and his wife had four children. They had a son, and three daughters. Their son had 

recently been killed in a fire. While still grieving that loss, the family was to make a trip 

across the ocean to England. The husband got delayed, so he sent his wife and three 

daughters on ahead of him. He would follow later. Sadly, he received news that the ship 

his wife and daughters were traveling on had sunk and there were few survivors. One 

person he loved had survived, and that was his wife, but his three daughters were gone.  

Soon after hearing this news, this grieving father made the same journey across the ocean 

to join his wife. He told the captain of the ship that he would be in his cabin, but to please 

wake him when they got to the place in the ocean where his daughters had gone down 

with their ship. Upon arriving at this place, the father came up from his cabin and stood 

on the deck of the ship, penning the words to, “It Is Well With My Soul.”  

How can a father who hungers for his children write such a song? How could we as a 

family have that song sung at our son’s memorial service just two weeks after he left us 

for heaven? Because, with God, it can be well with our souls no matter what the 

circumstances might be. It doesn’t mean we like what has happened. There are even 

times when we hate what has happened, and what seems to continue to happen, but those 

circumstances do not have to leave our spirits starving for righteousness. 

When we are not searching for righteousness on earth, we will not be disappointed when 

we don’t find it! When we are searching for righteousness in the one true place it can 

always be found, we will never be disappointed. We will never go hungry! We will be 
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filled with all the good things God is offering to us. Things that in the end will far 

outweigh all the evil that has seemingly come our way. 

Honestly, my soul was struggling at our son’s memorial service. The joy I longed to feel 

was buried pretty deep under the pain of missing Phil, and as we sat there and listened to 

this song and other music we had picked out for his service, I was not yet fully living in 

words like, “He’s turned my mourning into dancing.” (Psalm 30:11) I was still fully 

clothed in mourning clothes, not clothes of joy--but my heart hoped in the promises I had 

heard. In looking to those promises, I have seen them fulfilled.  

That is all God is asking for. He is asking us to look to Him no matter what!! No matter 

how much it hurts, no matter how much we feel we have been wronged, and no matter 

how much we want vengeance to be ours when we have been unjustly accused, or hurt, or 

betrayed. He says, “Look to me! I will be the final Judge. Please have a seat while I work 

things out in a most perfect way.” 

I had a seat at our son’s memorial service. I listened to the words of the songs we picked. 

I listened to Pastor Dave speak of how Phil was a sprinter, and how he sprinted through 

this life faster than most, finishing the race at the very young age of sixteen. I listened 

with my heart to what God was telling me about His hope and His plans for our future, 

not of harm, but of good. I listened; although my heart was so badly broken I thought the 

pain of it truly might kill me. I wanted to drown in my tears, literally, but it was not to be. 

God had other plans. Plans for healing and restoration. Plans to bring me to today where I 
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can claim His promises to be true in my own life. God was working things out in His 

way. 

God is not asking us to like the things we must face, especially when they seem so unfair. 

He is only asking us to trust Him with them, and when we do, He will satisfy the hunger 

we have. A hunger that nothing on this earth can even come close to filling.  

There is nothing here on earth that will replace my son. I love our other two boys beyond 

words, and I enjoy watching them grow and marry and start families of their own. It is 

pure pleasure to share life with them, but they can never take the place of the son who I 

will always miss sharing this life with. If my other two sons cannot take his place, how 

could I ever think that anything else on this earth will? If I go searching for it in pleasure, 

in possessions, in food, in busyness…I will go hungry. I will starve to death in the 

process. I will faint with exhaustion and never fully live again.  

Only God can make things right, and only God knows what is right. We see things from a 

perspective that is so very limited. We work in a time frame, and we live in a world with 

dimensions that greatly limit our ability to see beyond what is right in front of our eyes. 

We cannot understand anything beyond what our simple minds can comprehend.  

We are a wonderful creation of a Mighty God, but we live within the boundaries of the 

bodies and the world He has placed us in. We must learn to trust what we cannot see, 

long for what lies beyond this world, and put our hope in something that gives us a reason 

for living when all that we live with is simply not enough to satisfy the deep hunger 

within.  
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It is only in our hunger that we will search for true fulfillment.  

“Blessed are those who hunger...” 
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Chapter Eight 

IMPOSSIB 

…and thirst for righteousness 

Matthew 5:6b 

My husband walks all day outdoors on his job. Each morning he loads up his lunch bag 

with food and lots of water. It is hot out there, and he must continue to drink all day long 

so that he doesn’t become dehydrated by the end of the day. He can tell when he has not 

had enough to drink in a day because when he gets home, he continues to drink lots of 

water. 

In watching the marathon runners in the Olympics, I found it interesting when it was 

reported that the body will dehydrate quicker than the runners can replace those fluids 

with what they drink along the route they are running. I had never heard that before. 

Perhaps that is why some do not make it to the end of the race, even after years of 

training. The body can be in great physical condition, but how that same body will react 

to dehydration is another story.  

In the last chapter, we talked of hunger. Not physical hunger but spiritual hunger. In this 

chapter we are into the thirst part of the “meal.” The way I understand it, the body can go 

much longer without food, than it can without water. How Jesus survived 40 days in the 

desert without food and water still baffles me, except that He is God.  
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I sometimes wonder if the more we drink, the more we need to drink. I used to drink very 

little in a day. I know, it was not healthy, but that’s the way it was. I would enjoy two 

cans of diet cola and perhaps a glass of water or two, and that was it. I don’t think I even 

drank much coffee then.  

All that has changed. I don’t know if it is because we live in a desert at the moment, or if 

I’ve just formed new habits. The diet cola days are gone, since it finally sunk into my 

thick skull that it probably was not the best thing to be drinking. I pretty much drink 

water now, with an occasional treat of root beer. I love a good root beer. 

It seems though, that the more water I drink, the more my body craves. I am rarely 

without a bottle of water by my side throughout the day. I have one here with me now as 

I write this. Perhaps, it is just desert living, but it does make me think about God’s Word. 

It seems the more I drink it in, the more I thirst for it. I like that! 

Just this morning I was flipping through the Scriptures looking for a particular passage, 

and so many things were catching my attention. I found myself thanking God for His 

Word, and telling Him how much I love it.  

Someone once asked me how I picture the word as living. The thought that came to my 

mind was sort of like one of those framed oil-filled pictures where the colors swirl around 

inside of it. As you touch the picture in different places, the design will change shape. 

That’s how I see the Word. It swirls under my eyes, it is ever changing, it is alive. And it 

seems the more time I spend drinking it in, the more it quenches my thirst for wisdom 

and knowledge and guidance and hope in all that the future holds. 
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I have seen that food can be given up long before drink can. As I sat with my son on the 

side of his bed four days before he died, he began to tell me of the things he had been 

thinking about. Decisions he was making. He no longer wanted to take any medication to 

fight off his disease. He was done, and preparing to go home. I thanked him for his 

decisions because I told him it would make it easier on his dad and me if we didn’t have 

to make those decisions for him. 

Then we talked of food and drink. I told him that he didn’t have to eat, if he didn’t want 

to. He said he didn’t want to. I did tell him that he probably should continue to drink 

because it might make him feel better. He agreed that was probably so. I don’t think he 

ate much after that except maybe an ice cream the next day during a Raider game! We 

are a Raider Nation family!  

Over the next four days, Phil was sweating a great deal. We would frequently change his 

shirts and I would place towels on his pillow to absorb the moisture. There was always a 

glass of water at his bedside and time after time I would hold the straw up to his lips and 

he would sip a fair amount of water from it. It was the only nourishment he desired 

besides the Word of God.  

He would also ask us to read the Word to him when he became unsettled and even 

perhaps fearful because of the transition into his new home that was drawing near. He 

thirsted for peace in the Truth of eternal life, and only the Bible could give that to him.  

There was no justice in what he was experiencing. No reason that a young boy should 

have to endure this. No solid answer as to why our family was being put to the test in this 
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way. Oh sure, we could come up with some answers that might satisfy, but until this life 

is through, we will never really know what God had in mind. The only satisfactory 

answer we would find in any of it would come when we allowed God to quench the thirst 

that it created. In that quenching, we would not be as tempted to reach out for phantom 

relief, i.e.: drugs, alcohol, busyness, food, sleep, or even self-pity to name just a few. 

Have you ever seen those waves of “water” on the road ahead when you are driving down 

a hot stretch of highway? I looks real, doesn’t it? I don’t understand how that works, but 

I’ve sure seen it. Isn’t it strange how we never seem to catch up with it? As we drive 

towards it, it moves away from us. Just out of our reach. It’s one of those things we get 

used to seeing and unless we pay particular attention to it as adults, it just blends into the 

scenery ahead. We start taking that patch of “phantom water” for granted. It’s just there. 

We can see it. But most of us can’t explain it and not one of us can get to it. 

Is our thirst for righteousness, for justice, just out of our reach also? Is it something we 

think we can see, but constantly eludes us? Is it merely a figment of our imagination, or is 

there some truth in it that we can cling to? 

Jesus asked for water. (John 4) He asked a Samaritan woman, and she knew there was 

something very strange in His request. He was Jewish, and the Jews did not associate 

with the Samaritans.  

Can you imagine you are out at a well, getting some water… It is a hot day, and the 

reason you have come out in the heat of the day is because those who live in your village 

do not really care to associate with you. You feel very rejected, and you feel very guilty 
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because you know that you have not lived a life that demands a great deal of respect. In 

fact, you are living with a man who is not even your husband, probably because you have 

been married five times already and you just see no point in it anymore. You figure it 

won’t last anyway, so why even try? 

In your heart you long for so much more. Your whole life you have heard about the 

Messiah that is coming. You long for His arrival. You know deep down inside that He 

will be the answer you are looking for. The answer you have been searching for, almost 

without knowing, in all the men you have been with over the years. You long for some 

happiness beyond what you have found so far. Life has seemed so long, so hard, and so 

empty. There has to be more to it than this, there just has to be. 

Then comes the day at the well. Here you are once again; this is a normal part of your 

day, but a lonely part. This is time in your day when it becomes even more obvious that 

others do not accept you. If they did, you would not feel like such an outcast and be here 

drawing water in the heat of the afternoon. Instead you would be joining the other women 

in the morning; walking and talking over the things of the day with women you would 

call your friends. 

You long for a true friend. One who loves you and accepts you despite all the poor 

decisions you have made. You long for someone who will offer you the love you have 

heard of, but have never really experienced your entire life. You long for the Messiah 

who will “explain everything” to you. (John 24:25) 
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As this Jewish man asks you for water, although it is a bit uncomfortable at first, there 

seems to be something very different about Him. He seems to be offering you something 

more than the water that could be drawn from a well. He talks of “living water.” What 

could He possibly mean by that? His words seem to be touching that place deep inside 

that you never allow anyone to even get close to. That empty place that thirsts for a 

meaning to life--a reason for being here--something more than getting up in the morning, 

going through the day, attending to the chores, saying your nightly prayers and retiring 

for the night. Is that all there is to living? It seems so much is missing. 

He’s saying, “Everyone who drinks this water will be thirsty again, but whoever drinks 

the water I give him will never thirst. Indeed, the water I give him will become in him a 

spring of water welling up to eternal life.” (John 4:13) 

If this Samaritan woman lived in the 21st Century, she probably would have been 

picturing a brand new kitchen, all new appliances, and in the center an island with a 

waterfall. Fresh, cool, spring water would be flowing nonstop—she would never need to 

buy bottled water again and store it in the refrigerator! Oh, how her neighbors would 

envy her then! 

It reminds me of being a child at my grandparents cabin in Grass Valley, California. We 

would go there often, as a family, and I would hike with my friend who lived there to the 

“Farmer’s,” as we called it. There was an elderly gentleman who lived down the old 

highway in a decrepit wooden house on small patch of land. We thought of it as a farm. 
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He had some chickens and rabbits and a big barn with lots of hay. We loved jumping off 

the rafters into the pile of hay! He even had a horse from time to time that we would ride. 

I don’t know if he had running water inside his old house. As a child, it didn’t cross my 

mind, but what I did enjoy was the fresh water just across the road. It flowed constantly 

from a small waterfall, and the Farmer had placed an old tin cup there by it. My friend 

and I would fill that tin cup from the flowing water. It tasted so fresh, and the coolness of 

it was a welcome relief after our hike to his place.  

Jesus asked the woman for water because He too had been on a long walk, but what He 

was now offering the woman had very little to do with water, and a lot to do with all the 

things she had thirsted for her entire life. He saw her heart, her need, and not her sin. He 

knew of her sin. He spoke of it, but He did not judge her for it. Instead, He offered her the 

love she had always longed for. She did not feel rejection from Him, only acceptance.  

Her whole life she had thirsted for someone to love her. She thirsted for righteousness in 

a world where she perhaps had felt only condemnation. She wondered where others had 

gone so seemingly “right,” and where she had gone so seemingly “wrong.” Where had it 

all begun, and where would it all end? She longed for her Messiah to “explain 

everything” to her. Then it would all make some sense. 

Her Messiah had come. Not just to the world, not just to the so-called “righteous,” but to 

her. He had walked into her seemingly ordinary day, and now no day would ever be 

ordinary in her life again. For the first time ever, others were listening to what she had to 
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say. They made there way out of town to find the Messiah, and many then believed in 

Him. Their lives were forever changed also. 

Jesus had quenched the thirst in this woman and in many others from the town who came 

to find Him. He transformed their lives forever. The water He offered them was eternal, 

everlasting and completely satisfying. It had nothing to do with what passed between 

their lips to wet a cotton-mouth after a hard day’s work. It had everything to do with what 

soaked into their hearts and flowed out of their lives from that day forth. 

Living water is like nothing we will ever find on this earth. There is no such thing as 

palpable living water. There is no fountain of youth that will stop the years from adding 

up in our lives. There is only Jesus, living inside of each believer. It is His Spirit that is 

forever young and will energize and excite the child within us. He alone gives “strength 

to the weary and increases the power of the weak.” (Isaiah 40:29) 

This Samaritan woman might have felt twice her age when she walked to the well that 

day, but I bet on her way back to town to tell everyone she had just seen the Messiah, 

there was a lightness to her step that she had not experienced in years. If someone had 

been watching her, they might have suspected she had found the fountain of youth! 

Living water transforms lives. It is the transforming power of Jesus Christ flowing from 

within that causes others to stop and take notice. What is the glow that some wear? What 

is that twinkle in their eye? What is that peace that seems to enter the room when they 

walk through the door? What do they know that we don’t know? 
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They know that this life is not all there is. That Jesus offers us so much more! That He 

comes to those who have been rejected by everyone they have ever met, and He dines 

with them. He offers them His friendship, unconditionally. He speaks of hope, and 

eternity, and once we allow Him to enter our “world,” we never want Him to leave. And 

the Good News is, He doesn’t! He will always be with us, to the very end of the age. 

(Matthew 28:20) 

The Samaritan woman had come to the well that day to fetch water. She met Jesus, her 

Messiah. When she left to go back into town to tell of this news, she left her water jar 

there. It was not that she would never be drinking earthly water again, but on this day it 

was not where her focus was. She had found something so much better! So much longer 

lasting, and she could not wait to share it with others! 

Jesus had quenched her thirst for righteousness, for justice. It no longer mattered to her 

what others thought, or if they were unfair to her, or unkind to her, or even condemned 

her for all the mistakes she had made. She had found One who loved her and accepted 

her, everything else dimmed in comparison.  

She had found her one true Friend, and when He had quenched the loneliness within, all 

the wrongs she’d ever known were righted. 

“…and thirst for righteousness.” 
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Chapter Nine 

IMPOSSIBL 

…for they will be filled. 

Matthew 5:6b 

When I fill the tank on my motorcycle, it is quick and easy. It takes just a minute or so to 

top it off with about two and a half gallons of fuel. I like what the pump says dollar-wise 

when I am finished, even with the price of gas today. 

When we fill the truck that pulls our fifth wheel, we’re talking a whole different 

ballgame. We’ve just gone from T-ball to the Major League. Bring out the big guns 

because what registers on the pumps, and I say pumps, is shocking after we have filled 

both of our 45-gallon tanks with diesel!! It makes us think maybe we should just park it 

for the night and be done! I think I see a Wal-Mart up ahead… (Most Wal-Marts allow 

RV’s to park overnight, free of charge!) 

We could not have more opposite extremes in this situation unless we start talking about 

filling up a major airliner or perhaps a cruise ship for a long voyage. Life is full of 

opposites and extremes. In fact, it’s what makes up the body of Christ, the church. Our 

Creator has designed us all so differently. 
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Take my best friend, Deb, for instance. She is the consummate Martha described in the 

Bible. If I were ever to call her on the phone and find her resting, I would know she must 

not be feeling well. Oh, don’t get me wrong, I could find her napping, but I’m talking 

about fast asleep, having dropped for a few minutes because of exhaustion, not just 

resting her eyes. Even then, a quick ten minutes and she’ll be on her way again. When 

God designed Deb, He must have had in mind someone completely opposite of me. 

Now, you may be asking yourself, and you’re best friends? We ask ourselves that same 

question. She likes to shop, I don’t. She likes to do the hair, the make-up, the nails, I 

don’t bother. She likes peaches, don’t even light a peach candle in the room I’m in, 

please! She requires about five hours of sleep a night, I require at least eight, and nine is 

even better. She lives in Florida, I have lived in California most my life. Opposite coasts, 

opposite life-styles, opposite most everything except for the bond we share in a friendship 

that brings us great joy on our journey through life. We have such fun just being together! 

I believe our friendship can be compared to the love Jonathan and David had for one 

another in the books of Samuel. It is a friendship that is cherished, nurtured and God-

willing, life-long. 

Deb likes to come and visit me, as I do her. The difference being, she says when she 

comes to California, I make her rest. You see, she slows to the pace I’m more 

accustomed to, and as a result, she sleeps about 8 hours a night, with no T.V. on…she 

starts her days slowly, with a cup of coffee (that she only drinks when she is with me). 

We’ll usually have a Bible study together before we start our day, and sometimes won’t 

finish up until mid-morning. Then we might do some shopping, but usually she’s inside 
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the store looking through the clothes while I sit outside on a bench, watching the people 

go by or soaking up some warm sunshine. Our next stop might be lunch at an outside 

café…a long lunch if I’m voting that day. I have been known to spend hours at lunch 

discussing all the things that “need” discussing. If I can get Deb to sit for a full hour, 

maybe an hour and a half, I call it good.  

I could go on about the different lives we lead, but I imagine you’re getting the picture. 

We “fill” our days with different styles of living life. That does not necessary make one 

of us happier than the other, just different. I have to admit, I wish I could slow her down 

some, but if you were to ask her, she would probably say I need to get up and do 

something constructive. I’m wasting the daylight hours!  

Ahhh, best friends! There’s nothing like them!  

Really, there isn’t! Especially, when you are sisters in Christ. There is a “filling” in these 

relationships that gives us a glimpse of what having Jesus for our Best Friend really 

means. Our earthly friendships are only the shadows of our friendship with Him, but 

blessed is the life that is filled with good friends. Praise God! 

In looking for other insights into what Jesus meant with “…and they will be filled,” I 

have looked in other translations of the Bible. I have found some that say, “satisfied,” and 

The Message Bible says, “He’s food and drink in the best meal you’ll ever eat.” (Italics 

mine)  



 
Page 85 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

We’ve talked about our hunger being filled and our thirst being quenched, and now we 

move on to “the best meal you’ll ever eat.” What kind of a meal would that be? It might 

be easier to first describe what kind of a meal it would not be.  

It would not be eaten on the run, on a T.V. tray in front of the evening news, in a crowded 

noisy restaurant or in a back alley out by the garbage can. Location could be very 

important part of enjoying the best meal we will ever eat. Let’s pick a location and start 

putting the meal together and see how it looks.  

Some might enjoy a picnic by a beautiful lake, under the shade of a big tree, on a blanket 

with the one they love. This picnic might include all your favorite things from the best 

delicatessen in town. I love a good sub-sandwich, some marinated mushrooms, pickles, 

chips and perhaps some homemade chocolate chip cookies for dessert. You can make up 

whatever you would like in the basket. I know Deb, for one, would not like the 

mushrooms! 

My parents used to travel fulltime and they would rarely eat in a restaurant. I can’t say 

that I blame them. At one point along their journey, my son Phil and I joined them in 

Boston on the very last trip he and I made together before his home-going. We picnicked 

with them on the lawn outside the Kennedy Library while we were with them. As we sat 

and ate our sandwiches, the sailboats in the bay entertained us with all the beautiful 

colors of their sails. They seemed to be having a race on Dorchester Bay that day. We 

could not have had a better view from our seats on the lawn. It was a view that most 

restaurants could not provide.  
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Picnics may not be for you, and as my husband says, he gets tired of sandwiches after 

eating them at work each day, so let’s try something different. How about a fancy 

restaurant on the top of a tall hotel. The restaurant slowly circles, giving you a view of 

Diamond Head in Hawaii. Yes, now we’re getting somewhere. My husband and I 

enjoyed this setting once. The view is magnificent; the food is delectable and not only 

that, you’re there on business so you can order whatever your heart desires! This one is 

on the company! I’ll have the lobster tail, thank you very much! 

Two extremes, both special in their own way. Locations can change, meals can change, 

and we are able to enjoy them all, aren’t we? Or are we? What really makes a good meal? 

Is it the location? The food? The ambiance? Is it the sailboats putting on a spectacular 

show right in front of you? Is it the person you are with, or is it something more than 

that?  

In Real Estate, they say it’s location, location, location. That may be true, but then again, 

when you are settled in that new location be it either a house, or a business, or whatever it 

may be, then what? If God does not build the house, the builders labor in vain. (Psalm 

127:1)  

In The Message, the entire passage not only says, “the best meal you’ll ever eat,” but it 

starts out by saying, “You’re blessed when you’ve worked up a good appetite for God. 

He’s food and drink in the best meal you’ll ever eat.” (Matthew 5:6) 

This passage says nothing about where you’ll be eating that meal, or even whom you’ll 

be eating it with. It says, “God is the meal.” Without Him, you’ll walk away from the 
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meal feeling just as empty as when you sat down. Oh, you’re stomach might be bulging 

because the buffet in Las Vegas sure has great food, or your Grandmother’s cooking is 

simply the best, but if you are not filled with the things of God, it will be in vain. You 

will soon hunger again and be looking for another good meal that will seemingly satisfy 

your desire for “fullness.” 

I have used food as a comfort. I know that I have. I have admitted it to others and myself. 

With all the prayer, and being in the Word, and the writing that I have done to help move 

me along in the process of grief, I have also turned to food. It has not been a horrible 

addiction, but just enough of one to make all my clothes fit way too tight. It has taken me 

to a level of weight gain that causes unease, wondering how far it may go? I realized I 

was using food as a comfort, and I allowed it to be that for me. I guess I figured it was 

better than drugs or alcohol, but is it really? 

As I watched a talk show the other day, a woman was on as a guest who was a drug 

addict. The tears were many as she told the audience of her addiction and the harm it had 

done to her family. It was easy to see she was not out of the woods yet; the drugs were 

still calling to her, even though she knew it might mean divorce and any number of 

destructive things that would happen as a result if she went back to the drugs. The 

question lingered, would she go back to her addiction? 

As I sat watching her and the host questioning her, I could not fully relate to the tears she 

cried because of her drug addiction, and to those I saw in the audience who also cried. I 

wondered, are more people addicted to drugs than we would ever suspect, or do they 
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know someone who is? Possibly so. Then the host said something that hit home with me. 

She said she was addicted to food. Now, I’ve heard this before, I’ve even admitted to 

myself before that I’m addicted to food, and I’ve been through weight loss programs that 

came right out of the Word of God. I’ve been there, lost the weight, bought the t-shirt. 

The weight is back, and I’m starting anew with God on this whole subject. 

This time, when I heard, “addicted to food” it struck a chord with me. As the woman 

addicted to drugs talked of now only thinking about drugs ten times a day as opposed to 

all day, every day, I was listening. I related it to grief. There was a time when I would 

think of my son all day, everyday, and later maybe only 30 times a day, and now maybe 

only 10-15 times a day. I thought, “Drugs are a lot like grief.” But then it hit me; food is a 

lot like drugs. 

After watching the show, I started paying attention to how many times a day I thought 

about food. Living the quiet, solitary life in a RV, with the kitchen not more than six feet 

away from the living room, I think I had given into the belief that the temptation just 

could not be avoided. It’s just the way it is now. But as I started to take notice of how 

many times a day my thoughts went to food, I started to think about what would it would 

be like if those thoughts were about drugs instead--and if that addictive drug was 

destroying my family, could I resist it, really? It seemed my addiction to food was 

hindering my relationship with my Father in heaven and lately I was giving in to that 

addiction. I did not like that thought at all! 
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As I was sharing these thoughts with my sister-in-law, Cindy, just the other day, she 

shared Proverbs 25:28 with me which says, “Like a city whose walls are broken down is 

a man who lacks self-control.” In reading this verse, I noticed the Proverb says self-

control, not willpower. I was glad to see “self-control” and not “willpower,” because I 

don’t believe in willpower, I believe in God’s power. When the Holy Spirit controls our 

lives, self-control will be the fruit of that submission. I was not allowing the Holy Spirit 

to completely control my life. That was obvious. I was giving in to this small area, giving 

that control over to the Enemy.  

It may have been a small thing, but to me, it was getting in the way of the life that I 

wanted to live for Christ. As it says in Galatians 5:24-25, “Those who belong to Christ 

Jesus have crucified the sinful nature with its passions and desires. Since we live by the 

Spirit, let us keep in step with the Spirit.” I was like a member of a marching band, and 

my step was just a little bit off. It didn’t wreck the entire half-time show, but it was not 

all that it should have been. I want to be in step with the Holy Spirit. 

This is still a process. It has only just begun, but I have realized a couple of things 

already. I will always be addicted to food, just as this woman will always be addicted to 

drugs. The difference between an addiction that destroys a life and addiction that is self-

controlled is huge. One the Enemy is in charge of, the other belongs to the Holy Spirit! 

As a child of the living God, I want no part of the Enemy and his tactics. I will continue 

to pray through each day of the rest of my life for self-control through the power of the 

Holy Spirit!  
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But, let’s get back to enjoying the best meal ever… 

It still can be. I am not on a diet! I don’t believe in diets. I’ve tried them, all different 

kinds. I don’t like them!! They are no fun at all. God didn’t create an apple for it to be 

ignored, but to be enjoyed--and I would if I was not allergic to them, but let’s not even go 

there right now!  

It seems to me diets are not self-control but more like bending the rules so they fit in with 

the sin of gluttony. If I eat only certain foods with fewer calories or less carbs, or 

whatever the “rules” may be, I can consume more than if my meals include all the things 

I like from all the food groups. Is this in God’s plan?  

That’s harsh, I know. Many will reject this idea, and I can understand that. With the 

popularity of certain diets today, it seems our whole society is conforming to what one 

person thought our diet should include. But, what about what God thought they should 

include? Even fast-food restaurants are conforming to the new standards of certain diets. 

Whatever happened to just not eating so much and doing a little exercise if it’s needed? 

Then the whole gamut of wonderful foods that are available are not off limits, they are 

just eaten in a Holy Spirit-controlled manner.  

I don’t know, I don’t have all the answers, and I’m not talking about those who have 

medical conditions that require a certain diet. I’m just on the same journey you are, trying 

to figure out the “best meal” I’ll ever eat on the road of life. I don’t want to miss out on 

it! I do like the idea though that when each meal includes the Holy Spirit, then chocolate 

is okay, potatoes are okay, fruit is okay, vegetables are okay, meat and fish and poultry 
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are okay. (Acts 10)  God is not limiting what we “eat” in life; He only wants us to find 

our “fill” with Him. 

We are not under the old law of circumcision. He wants us to enjoy this earth and 

everything in it, I truly believe that. Sure, some things are not good for us, but really, 

when we are filled with the Holy Spirit do they still thrill us like they used to? God is 

always in the process of sanctifying us from the inside out. There are many things that I 

used to think were okay, or that I enjoyed, that I have little or no interest in anymore. It is 

not because I’m trying to change, it’s because I’m spending time with the only One who 

is able to change me, the Lord Almighty! He is helping me see things through His eyes. 

The Lord is busy preparing a feast for us; He is getting the table in the Kingdom of 

Heaven ready for our arrival. When Jesus comes back to get us, everything will be ready 

in heaven, the time will be right, and those who believe in Him will be taken up into the 

clouds to spend eternity with Him. Those who have gone on ahead of us will be there in 

the clouds, and we will join up with them. What a glorious reunion that will be! What a 

glorious meal that will be! 

Those who have hungered and thirsted for righteousness will find it completely fulfilled 

on that day, no questions asked! As it says in the New Living Translation, “they will 

receive it in full.” That’s “the best meal we’ll ever eat!” Talk about “satisfaction,” that 

will surely be it! No longer will we be singing about a lack of satisfaction--there is no 

such thing where we’re going!  
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I’ll finish this chapter with a story about a dear, sweet friend of my parent’s who is dying 

of cancer as I write this. She told my mom recently that she can’t imagine never eating an 

enchilada again. I can relate to that, I love enchiladas, but she is no longer able to 

swallow food like that. I’m sure at this point, it doesn’t even sound good to her, but she 

can remember the day when it did. I had to smile when I heard what she had said because 

I know deep in my heart we won’t miss enchiladas in heaven. I’m sure she knows that 

too, but she is still a part of this world for now.  

Enchiladas may be a part of the feast being prepared in the Kingdom of Heaven, they 

may not be, but one thing is for sure--we will have our fill in Jesus Christ, in our Father 

God, and in the Holy Spirit, and we will want for nothing more! All that we enjoyed here 

on earth will not matter anymore. Everything we will ever want or need will be provided 

in a grand and glorious way, beyond what our minds could ever hope or perceive! 

“…for they will be filled.” 
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Chapter Ten 

IMPOSSIBLE 

Blessed are the merciful… 

Matthew 5:7a 

What is mercy and why should we desire it in our own lives, let alone offer it to others? 

As we read 2 Corinthians 1:3 in the New Living Translation it says, “All praise to the 

God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ. He is the source of every mercy and the God 

who comforts us.” In the NIV Bible, the word “mercy” has been translated as 

“compassion.” Perhaps we understand the word compassion a bit better than mercy, so 

we’ll start there for today. 

As a child, when we come in from scraping our knee we have no idea what mercy is but 

we do know we need a big hug and kiss from our Mom--perhaps a Band-Aid and some 

soothing words of compassion. What do moms always say? “It will be all right.” It may 

not be, but we think it will be because mom says so! That’s good enough for now. We 

can run back outside and play with our friends again, contented and feeling well cared for 

because mom has kissed it and made it all better. 

This is childish way of explaining a bit of mercy, but it’s a start. I’m learning here along 

with you, as God teaches me.  
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Why would God want us to show such mercy to one another? Well, can we imagine a 

world without it?  

Perhaps you’re out jogging and you stumble and fall. You’re hurt worse than you first 

suspected and you really could use a ride home. Some “good Samaritan” stops to see if 

you’re okay and offers you a ride. Your heart is grateful for the help. God has sent one of 

His ministering angels to help you in your time of need. Mercy has been shown to you. 

Or maybe you’re working on your job far from home. You have not seen your wife and 

kids for months and you really miss some good home cooking. The lady you’re renting a 

place from invites you over to dinner, to join her husband and her family for the evening. 

It was just the lift you needed to make it through the final stretch of the job that has kept 

you away from home. You see God in the details of your life once again. His mercy is 

evident. 

Then there are those who find themselves in the hospital on Christmas Eve. It is the last 

place they want to be, but illness has caused them to be away from their families on this 

special night of the year. Many doctors and nurses have taken the night off; the shift that 

is working is slim but cheerful. Those that have volunteered to work do so because of a 

compassionate heart. They know that you don’t want to be here, and if they can do 

anything to help ease your discomfort, they will.  

As the hours tick away, the loneliness and missing starts to grow in your heart. Your 

family was in earlier, but they had to go. Then you hear something; there are carolers in 

the hall. They are coming closer to your room and you hear the words of “Silent Night” 
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filling the halls. Someone enters your room with a small gift in their hand. They wish you 

a “Merry Christmas” and turn to leave, continuing to sing the words with the rest of the 

carolers, “…sleep in heavenly peace.” You know God is with you. Jesus said He would 

never leave you, and His love and His peace fill your heart. You have experienced 

compassion. 

Mercy, compassion, concern, care, call it what you will, our world needs it. And lots of 

it! We all need it in our lives every day.  

Should we even picture a world without it? I think not. I think we have all experienced 

times when mercy has not been shown to us, when others have not been so kind and 

when the last thing we felt was compassion from another, or for another. We need mercy, 

and we need to show mercy. Jesus knew that, and He taught it to His disciples by telling 

them that in showing mercy, they in return would be blessed. 

I have just finished the last chapter of this book. You may think that is strange, but as I 

spent time in prayer this morning I felt God calling me to write the last chapter even 

though I am only halfway through writing the book. I know God well enough now to 

know now that He likes to have things done His way, and His way is always best, so I 

complied. 

God knows this is “hump day” as it is called in the working world. I am halfway through 

this assignment and the hours of writing are adding up. Sometimes the words seem to 

blur and what has been written is not entirely clear until I go back to re-read the day’s 

work.  
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When my husband returns home from his job, he is also helping out by reading what I 

have written and correcting anything thing that needs a touch here or there. It is a 

combined effort including the two of us and all those who know about this little “project” 

who are praying for us. My brother, Steve, just called again to say, “Keep on writing!” 

Thanks Steve! 

God knows this is not an easy task for me. For God, “Impossible is Nothing.” For me, I 

am flesh and blood and I need all of Him working through me to complete this. I am 

enjoying all of it, but if I let up for one day, it will not be completed on time. I have to 

stay focused or the “Gold Medal” will slip through my fingers and someone else will be 

standing on the podium when the contest is finished.  

I saw that in a runner last night during the Olympics. He lost his focus about ten feet from 

the finish of his race. As one runner attempted to go ahead of him, and succeeded, he lost 

the will to win. He slowed, and in so doing, another runner and then another passed him. 

He was out of any sort of medal contention, his event was finished, and he dropped to his 

knees in exasperation. What was he thinking? Was he thinking he had just missed out on 

his dream, or that he had in fact, given up on his dream? Only he knows the answer to 

that question.  

I can see others “running” ahead of me as I write this book. I can see that they have 

passed me, and as the finish line of August 31st draws closer, I know that they will have 

finished far ahead of me. This contest started way back in April. I missed the starting 
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gun, and when they sprinted out of the blocks, I was nowhere to be seen. I hadn’t even 

left the locker room yet.  

God knows that! He knew this day would come. He knew just about now I would need 

some encouragement to finish the race strong because I would be “running” as fast as I 

could to try and catch up with the rest of the writers in the group. I believe that is why He 

had me write the final chapter this morning, even though I had only finished up to chapter 

ten so far. He wanted to encourage me by showing me that just by competing--I have 

already finished the race. I am a winner in His eyes.  

I may have missed the starting gun, but I did not miss hearing His voice. When He called 

me to the “starting line,” I got down on my knees in prayer and sprinted from that 

position forward into “running the race” He was calling me to. A race that looks a little 

different than the one most other runners/writers are participating in. They probably 

started long ago. 

This reminds me of the musical CD my brother, Rick, and I are putting together. For the 

most part, I am writing the words, and he is writing the music. He plays the piano and 

sings. It has been his heart’s desire for about 12 years now to have some sort of a music 

ministry, although he didn’t know what that would look like. He had written a couple of 

songs, but lately, he has written more than a couple of songs because of what God is 

calling us to do together for those who grieve. 

To go along with the CD, I have written a booklet entitled, “What In God’s Name Do I 

Do Now?” about the journey through grief and beyond. The songs we have been writing 
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deal with the subject matter of that booklet. This is a huge challenge for the two of us, but 

especially for my brother. He has a family to support and that is not easy living in the 

L.A. area. He has a job as a salesman and if he does not spend time getting clients, there 

is no paycheck! It takes a huge amount of faith for him to devote time to the music when 

the Enemy keeps telling him to forget the music and get back to work, you have bills to 

pay! 

In the process of writing these songs together, I was working on a drawing. I thought it 

was a drawing for another book that I have been working on. One day when I was having 

my prayer time I sensed God saying, “Get on your knees,” so I did. As soon as my knees 

hit the floor, I heard God saying, “Album Cover.” I had not even been thinking much less 

praying about the album my brother and I were working on. It was in the baby, baby 

stages of completion, and it seemed a dream that would happen one day, but not in the 

near future.  

Upon hearing, “Album Cover,” I turned to look at the drawing I was working on for the 

“book,” and I knew immediately that it was not a book cover, but the cover for the songs 

that my brother and I were working on together. When I went back to drawing it, the 

timing was perfect in keeping the dimensions of the picture square, which it would not 

have been had I continued on with what I thought I was doing. A book cover is a 

rectangle, an album cover is a square. God knew it was time to let me know what shape 

the picture should be! 
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When I told my brother about what had happened, I know he thought it was a bit 

presumptuous…we barely had three songs together. Why would we need an album cover 

without an actual album? But God knew what was needed. God knew that when my 

brother was able to place the album cover up on his piano and have it there to look at, it 

would encourage him on those tough days when the voice of the Enemy boomed above 

and beyond the voice of faith. When the bills screamed that they were coming, when the 

air-conditioner needed to be fixed, when the house needed paint, my brother needed 

encouragement! 

Most things don’t happen overnight, and this album is still in the process of being put 

together as I write this, but I can give you some updates. We have more songs than we 

have room for them on the album. We have a “well,” as my brother and I call it, to draw 

from. God has filled our nets to overflowing until they are ready to rip and tear from all 

the words and music that has come to us since that day when God said, “Album Cover.” 

And just recently, God has provided a friend to come along with recording equipment in 

his home and time on his hands, to help my brother start the process of recording these 

songs on a demo CD to send to producers. This friend said, “Rick, please give me a 

challenge,” and Rick had a challenge to offer to this man! It is happening! 

Just as in this book and writing the last chapter before completing the contents, God had 

me draw the album cover before there was an album. With God, “Impossible is Nothing” 

so we might as well keep our eyes focused on the finish line because everything between 

here and there is under His control…He is only calling us to finish the race! 
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Is God a compassionate, merciful God? Absolutely! And when Jesus taught His disciples 

that the merciful would be blessed, it was because He knew His Father in heaven as none 

other. He knew Him to be merciful and that mercy is what He wanted to see in His 

people. As His children, He wants us to be nice to each other, to play well together, to not 

throw sand in each others faces but to run and get some water to help get the sand out of 

our brother’s eyes if it’s causing him problems. 

A world without mercy would be a world without God. That would be Hell. No one is 

sure what Hell really is but one thing we do know, it is complete and total separation 

from God. Is anything else needed to make it Hell? I think not. There could be palaces in 

Hell, golf courses, the best restaurants, the finest foods, and Las Vegas showgirls if that is 

what you desire, but it will still be Hell if God is not there because without God, there 

will no love, no mercy, no kindness, and no hope.  

In watching a show the other night about Hollywood excesses, my husband and I saw 

clips of magnificent private yachts, penthouse suites with glorious views, riches and 

wealth beyond what many of us will ever experience on this earth. Only a few will ever 

live in such luxury, but as I watched all of that, I seemed to chuckle inside because it was 

so much! I hoped that those who enjoyed such extreme wealth were also believers. If not, 

then what they had was worthless. What they had would be theirs for forty, fifty, maybe 

even sixty years, but it would all be left behind on their dying day. The “good life” would 

be gone, and eternity in Hell would just be beginning.  
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It’s hard enough to imagine an eternity in heaven. A forever and ever and ever life with 

all things good. Wow! My mind can’t comprehend it, but I look forward to it. But an 

eternity in Hell is even harder to imagine. I simply cannot imagine having the hard times 

last forever and ever and ever. And we’re not talking about the hard times we have 

experienced here, because what we have experienced here has been with God overseeing 

it all. With His hand on our lives, with His love surrounding us even if we did not 

embrace what He was offering us.  

What Hell will be like is the worst of the worst of times, and not even having God there 

to see an unbeliever through them by bringing believers alongside to encourage and uplift 

and pray for what others are going through. I mean, it’s just not feasible to grab hold of 

all that that really means…it’s just not. 

So, as I watched all the excess and all the wealth and riches, I was so profoundly grateful 

that even if my experience on this earth never came close to a life of such luxury, I knew 

that what was waiting for me was not only far above and beyond everything the 

extremely wealthy now enjoy, but it would last for an eternity, not a mere sixty or so 

years.  

Believers live a blessed life! When we are able to be truly merciful to our fellowman, it is 

only because we have the living God working through us to make it possible. And when 

that is our reality we cannot help but be blessed, because not only is the best yet to come 

by believing in God, but we are already living in the hope of it each day! How awesome 

that: “Blessed are the merciful…” 
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Chapter Eleven 

IMPOSSIBLE I 

…for they will be shown mercy. 

Matthew 5:7b 

I have been shown mercy in my life. I have now moved outside under a tree next to our 

RV, as I sit at a picnic table writing this chapter. My heart is so very grateful. The sun 

shines today, not only in the sky, but the Son also shines in my heart.  

There have been times of such darkness, but as I look at a bookmark stuck here in my 

Bible, it says, “Believe in miracles, they happen every day.” How often do we miss them 

though? How often have we been shown mercy and compassion from our loving God and 

have missed it because we were staring into the darkness for far too long? 

God wanted to show His mercy to His people, but they kept looking away. He cared for 

them, and they rejected Him. He would discipline them and then restore them, and they 

would be grateful for a period of time, and then they would turn away again. They were 

as unsettled as the waves upon the shore. 

In just talking with my brother again, he related a beautiful way of looking at life. He said 

it’s sort of like being a surfer. Every seventh wave is a pretty good one. When we catch 
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one of the good waves, we should just enjoy the ride! If we fear that the wave will not 

last, and we will soon crash, we will miss the joy of “surfing.”  

The thing we should always remember is that the wave we are riding will come to an end. 

When we realize it won’t last forever, then we need not fear the end. Instead, we can be 

confident in knowing that it will end and just start enjoying it for as long as it will last. 

As he related this look at life with me, I shared with him how I have ridden some very 

good “waves” in my life, but I have also crashed hard. Having experienced the crash, I no 

longer have to fear it. I know now that after crashing, the breaking wave will not crush 

me. My job then is to get back on the board and paddle back out again. My job is not to 

walk to the sandy beach and quit. 

As we talked, he said that when we get into the white-water of life, and we will, we 

should not just stay there either, we should turn around and paddle out once again, 

searching for the peace that exists just beyond the breaking waves. That’s our resting 

place, where we can sit on our boards for a while and roll with the little waves that pass 

on by. We should not try to catch each wave that comes by. They are not for us. Others 

may be out riding those, and we can watch them, but we must wait for our wave, the one 

that is just right for us. When we see it coming, start paddling…it’s going to be a good 

ride! 

I’m riding a good wave this week. I really didn’t see it coming. I was looking in another 

direction and my husband yelled out, “Here comes one!” (Actually, he sent me an e-mail 

but I’m going to go with the story about surfing here.) I turned to see a huge wave that 
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looked like something I would like to attempt to ride. I offered up my prayers to God and 

started paddling, and I caught it! I’m up on top of it, and the ride is exhilarating! I can see 

the wave breaking up ahead, and I know this ride will soon be over, but I’m so glad I 

didn’t miss it! Soon it will be time to paddle out again, rest a bit, and talk with the other 

“surfers” who are sitting there. We’ll talk over just how we’ve ridden our waves…or 

perhaps I should say “written”! 

God longs to show us mercy. He loves us. He wants to bless us and be compassionate 

towards us. Sometimes when He has been so good to us, we would still rather complain 

and grumble rather than accept and feel blessed. We’ve seen it all throughout the Bible. 

God led the Israelites through the desert for forty years towards the Promised Land. What 

a shame that it took them 40 years to make an eleven-day journey, and then only two of 

the original group even got to enter in. They sure wasted a lot of time and effort on 

grumbling and complaining and worrying, when they could have been in the land of milk 

and honey 39 years and 354 days earlier! 

How much time have we wasted in life complaining and worrying about things that don’t 

deserve that much attention because most times they worked out okay anyway? I’ve 

heard that 95 percent of the things we worry about never happen! What if we get to the 

end of our lives and God shows us a chart? He says, “Here are the days you thoroughly 

enjoyed the ‘ride,’ and here are the days you spent worrying.” How lopsided would that 

chart be? What if we end up wasting 39 years, 354 days of our lives, and we only live to 

the age of forty? It makes me sigh just thinking about it.  
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Do we not trust that we have a merciful God? Do we not believe the words that Jesus 

taught His disciples? “…for they will be shown mercy.” Is it the first part of that sentence 

that keeps us from believing the second? “Blessed are the merciful…” Perhaps it is. 

I was not the most compassionate person, in fact, if I had been put on a scale with most 

other women I know, I would not have scored anywhere near their scores. They would 

perhaps get a 9.5, and I would have belly-flopped into the water from the high dive and 

received a 2.1. I think it’s probably a good thing that God gave me boys to raise because I 

just don’t know what I would have done with a weepy girl. Although I have a lot of 

weepy friends that I dearly love, and you know who you are! So maybe I would have 

done all right with the weepy little girls after all.  

How did I get so un-compassionate? Let’s take it back a few years… When I was about 

nine years old, I loved to play football and baseball with my brothers. I have four brothers 

and one sister. Thank God my parents finally had enough boys and adopted my sister as 

their sixth child. She is one of my best friends and one of the greatest blessings in my 

life! But she was little when I was nine, in fact, was she even born yet? I’m nine and a 

half years older than her, so when my brothers were toughening me up, she was a soft 

little newborn!  

Anyway, back to the story I started to tell you. When I was about nine, I went with my 

brothers over to the school behind our house. We met up with another bunch of boys and 

we were planning to play a game of tackle football with them. There was no equipment 

mind you, just the football and us. The other boys took one look at me and said, “She 
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can’t play.” They were not thrilled with the idea of a girl being in the game. My brothers 

and the other neighborhood boys I was with said that I indeed could play, and I did. 

I think this did not please our opposing team at all and as the game progressed, they 

tackled me with all their might. It hurt! I remember it to this day almost 40 years later, so 

it must have been some game! But, I was determined not to cry. That would have been 

the worse thing ever. I don’t remember now if we won that game or not, but I do 

remember that I made it through the game without crying. It was a victory in my heart! 

I’m not sure this was good preparation for motherhood though. Perhaps fatherhood, but I 

was not “designed” to be a father. When my boys came along, I was very happy to now 

have someone who would watch the Raiders and the A’s on T.V. with me. What I 

quickly discovered was that not all boys are into sports, as my husband is not. When I 

turned the T.V. on to watch a baseball game, the room would mostly clear out except for 

my son, Chris. He was always sports faithful. As time went on, my oldest son Jimm 

ended up loving sports, and I’m sad to say, Phil’s interest peaked much too late.  

It was either the Raider game the Sunday before Phil died, or the Raider game the week 

before that, that Phil made the comment to me, “I enjoyed watching football today.” He 

was coming around, but God had other plans for him.  

As a special gift that Christmas, we bought our oldest two sons season Raiders tickets 

with part of the insurance money that came in from Phil. It was probably the saddest 

Christmas of their lives, and it seemed appropriate for them to have this from their 

younger brother. He would have been happy for them. 
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After years of trying to toughen myself up for “competition,” I found myself in the 

middle of my life scoring a 2.1 on mercy and compassion. I had somehow lost it along 

the way, not only for myself, but also for others. My thinking? We should all just grin 

and bear it… come on now.  

And then my life changed. My youngest son was not the “brute” of a son that I expected, 

but instead grew weak and pale and very ill. I could not understand what was happening 

to him when he was ten and a half, so I kept encouraging him to keep going… you’ll be 

fine. Your brothers got over this flu bug, you will too, but he didn’t. It finally became 

quite obvious that there was something seriously wrong and I took him to the doctor. All 

the symptoms were there. I had written them all out on a piece of paper in case the doctor 

needed to be convinced that he had a problem…the doctor didn’t need convincing. He 

sent us to another doctor, who sent us to another doctor, and it wasn’t long before we 

were being told that our son very possibly had Leukemia. Our wave crashed around us.  

The wave we had been riding was a big one! Life had been so very good for so many 

years. When Phil was first diagnosed, we were living in Germany where my husband 

worked as a private contractor. I was able to take the boys skiing in the Alps, we traveled 

Europe, we made great friends…it was all wonderful until…the end of May, 1996.  

Leukemia. We knew nothing about it besides the name and that is was cancer. The 

German doctor told us that he thought, “We’d get through this… we looked like a nice 

strong family.” “Get through what, we wondered?” It was better that we didn’t know 

what we were facing in the coming years. 
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Phil was diagnosed late on a Thursday; by Sunday he and I were on a plane back to the 

U.S. to begin treatment. Not that the treatment is better in the U.S., the medications are 

the same, but the children’s hospitals here cater to children in a super way, and we 

wanted that for our son. My compassion was starting to kick in…I was up to a 3.1 by the 

time we left Germany. 

Upon arriving back in the states, Phil was checked into Fresno Children’s Hospital, 

where he remained for ten days. He couldn’t wait to get out and get to his Bedstemor’s 

house (Grandma in Danish). Phil loved to swim and she had a pool in her backyard.  

Jim remained in Germany with our two oldest boys. Our son Jimm graduated from high 

school a week after Phil and I left, and then about a month later the three of them flew to 

the states for an annual visit. Our son Jimm remained after that visit to start college, and 

my husband and middle son went back to Germany. They needed to resume their job and 

schooling.  

By this time, Phil was knee deep into intensive chemotherapy that was to last about nine 

months. We lived with my mother-in-law, and she thankfully only lived ten minutes from 

the Children’s Hospital. God had provided for our needs. 

As the months went by, my compassion and mercy towards Phil took on new dimensions. 

Whatever he needed, I was there for him. Our relationship as mother and son also grew 

and continued to be a great blessing to both of us until God took him home five and a half 

years later. I don’t know if a mother and son could have been any closer than we were. 

He was my friend, my hero, my inspiration, my son, and one of the greatest loves of my 
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life. He used to love to say, “Mom, I’m your favorite, aren’t I?” And I would always tell 

him, “You’re my favorite third son.” I don’t think that was the answer he wanted to hear, 

but I love all my boys, and he knew that! He would tell me numerous times a day, “I love 

you more.”  

By the time we flew back to Germany in February of 1997, Phil was ready to begin the 

next two and a half years of maintenance chemotherapy that is given to boys with 

Leukemia. Girls receive a bit less chemo because they have a better chance of survival 

than the boys do. Leukemia cells can hide places in the boy’s bodies that girls do not 

have, if you catch my drift.   

My whole life had changed, and my scorecards on compassion were creeping 

upwards…perhaps I would have scored a 4.5 after nine months of chemotherapy had 

been administered to my son. The “tough little girl” who had learned not to cry, was now 

shedding tears when the hard hits came in the game of life. It wasn’t all that much fun 

anymore and God was teaching me that I really wasn’t required to be all that tough. He 

would be my Blocker. 

The years passed by and Phil completed his two and a half years of maintenance 

chemotherapy. In the meantime, we had all moved back to the states, making it easier to 

complete his treatment plan. Life progressed fairly well, and I kept a constant vigil on my 

son. It would only take a furrowed brow from him, and I would be seeing to whatever it 

was he needed. Scorecard: 5.0!  
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He was dealing with the chemo, and attending school, taking piano lessons and growing 

taller each day. It seemed this would soon be over. Finally, the last day came. His 

treatments were done. We practically danced out of the Kaiser Hematology/Oncology 

Clinic in Oakland, California where he was receiving treatments then. I think they 

thought we were crazy. Most fear stopping the chemo, not wanting the cancer to come 

back. We didn’t look that far ahead… we were riding the wave we were on. We’d deal 

with the crash later if…when it came. 

Three months later, our ride on a great “wave” ended. Phil mentioned some pain, some 

swelling, and we found ourselves back at the doctor, starting all over again. Phil had 

relapsed and this time it would require not only chemotherapy, but also radiation. No one 

in our family was a match for a bone marrow transplant, and it never really seemed that it 

would have been right in Phil’s case anyway.  

I remember the day he relapsed as if it were yesterday. I called the receptionist at the 

clinic, who we knew well by then, and I said, “Houston, we have a problem.” I tried to 

keep it light, although our minds were spinning with emotions. I took Phil in, he had 

some tests done, and then while waiting for more tests, we walked across the street and 

had some lunch. I kept the conversation light, but we knew it was serious. Phil was old 

enough to know it was serious, and the tests and biopsy that he had to endure that day 

were some of the most unpleasant and disturbing memories I have of the entire five and a 

half years he was sick.  
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It did not take long, and we received the devastating news that we would begin again. 

How could this be happening to our son? I thought we were finished. With all that we had 

learned and all the prayers that had been prayed, it seemed so wrong.  

Shortly after Phil’s relapse, I was standing in the hallway at the clinic looking over the 

brochures of information they have there. Phil was in the treatment room just a few steps 

away. I picked up a brochure about what happens when one relapses with Leukemia. My 

world fell apart. The chances of survival were very low. We had started with a 75 to 80 

percent chance three years earlier. We were down to almost no chance at all. I walked 

slowly back into the treatment room and sat down, deep in my own thoughts. I remember 

it was there and then that I surrendered it all up to God. I knew that with every “i” dotted 

and every “t” crossed, it would not matter. If God did not heal our son, we would soon be 

saying “good-bye.”  

Compassion level: 7.0 

Phil underwent radiation and intensive chemotherapy treatment for another seven or eight 

months, I’m not really sure now. He weathered it all well, although it was extremely hard 

on him. He never complained, he always cooperated and he did what he had to do with 

rarely a question why. We grew closer and closer, and I would have done anything for 

him. I loved bringing him breakfast in bed and giving him foot massages when he needed 

comforting. I would put on his socks and shoes, size 11’s, so he would have the energy to 

walk out to the car and go to the movies. Just putting them on could exhaust him at times. 

He needed lots of help and I had no qualms about doing whatever he needed. I had even 
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learned to draw his blood out of the port on his chest, so we saved on an untold number 

of trips to the lab for blood tests. It was done right in our own home and my husband 

would run the tubes of blood to the lab. The less we had to disturb Phil’s daily routine, 

the better. 

When it seemed Phil’s body could take no more, he was finished with the worst of the 

chemo. We then started discussing maintenance chemotherapy again with his doctor. My 

heart sank. How much more could he take? At the end of maintenance chemo the first go-

around, it seemed to build up in his system and cause him to be down for longer and 

longer periods of time. What would this round be like? We started the maintenance 

chemotherapy on him, but we also started to pray for clear direction on whether or not it 

should be continued. I prayed for “lightening bolts” of wisdom!! We needed to know 

what God wanted us to do! 

The lightening bolts came. Phil’s body was not reacting well to blood or platelet 

transfusions and if he could not accept transfusions, he would not be with us much 

longer. The answer had come; it was time to stop the treatments. It was still the hardest 

decision I think a parent has to make. If we stopped, the cancer could come back, and if 

God did not heal the cancer, we would lose our son. In a unanimous decision between my 

husband, Phil and myself, treatment was stopped. Phil got better. 

In the following year Phil was growing and maturing, as we never thought he would, not 

after all that had been done to his body. He was back in school, now learning how to play 
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the accordion and full of energy. It was almost as if the last four and a half years had 

never happened, except my compassion level continued to grow, perhaps to a 7.5.  

I loved just driving my son to school and watching him get out of the car, walk across the 

lawn and onto the high school campus. When other mother’s swiftly drove away, I would 

sit and watch him walk. I loved that he could walk that far, that he had the strength to 

carry that backpack, and later when God gave him an electric scooter (the story of which 

is for another time) he even enjoyed riding it back and forth to school. Life was good, a 

good “wave” had come by and we were loving it!  

Each Wednesday night, Phil and I would walk arm in arm into church, or he would have 

his arm slung over my shoulders. My husband would usually be there early to play in the 

worship band. Our other sons were busy living their lives, and the crest of the wave was 

holding us all up. Until the crash…you see, it will come. It may be months, it may be 

decades, but it comes to us all. It is just a matter of when. This is not pessimism; this is 

just life, and when we see that for what it is, it makes the crash just part of the whole ride. 

Phil started slowing down. I noticed some bruises that hadn’t been there before and he 

made the comment that if he just laid down at noon and slept a little, he could get through 

the whole day at school…it was not the news I wanted to hear. It was time for his six-

month check-up at the clinic anyway, and so I made the appointment. After looking him 

over the doctor and nurses were pleased. He had grown so tall, he looked so good. They 

were ready to send us on our way, but I knew better. A blood test needed to be done—I 

knew my son was starting to fade.  
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The doctor drew the blood and we headed on home. She would call with the results--they 

were devastating. When I got off the phone with her later that day and walked back into 

the living room, Phil said, “That didn’t sound good.” We sat on the couch and cried 

together. My husband prayed and then called his Bible study group for more prayer. Our 

world was once again shattered, only this time, there was no treatment to run to, no “i’s” 

to dot, no “t’s” to cross, it was up to God alone if our son would remain on this earth. 

That was our decision, not the doctor’s. She would have done whatever we requested. We 

requested prayer. Everyone was praying for Phil. The elders in our church anointed him 

with oil and prayed for him. We waited for healing, we continued praying, while we 

continued on with our lives. 

Compassion level…8.0 

We called our other two sons and told them we were booking a family trip to Hawaii. 

That was Phil’s dream and we were going to fulfill it. Phil wanted to be baptized, so a 

large group of friends and family joined us on April 14, 2001 in our neighbor’s backyard 

and we all celebrated as Phil was baptized in their hot tub. The next day was Easter and 

after enjoying that day together with aunts, uncles, grandparents and cousins, we flew out 

on Monday morning for Hawaii, the five of us were headed to “paradise.” 

We were heartsick, but determined to live, even while our son was dying. We spent ten 

full-filled days in Hawaii. My husband and I celebrated our 25th wedding anniversary 

while we were there. We were not sure if Phil would even survive this trip with no 
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immunities to speak of and blood levels that were at a dangerous level. Phil had some 

transfusions right before we left, hoping they would help. 

Phil not only survived that trip, but with the help of prayer and some steroids that we had 

decided to start giving him, he came back from Hawaii feeling better than he had in a few 

months. I think we all felt better, and it was unanimous that this was the best family 

vacation we had ever been on. To even make that statement would be beyond sound 

reasoning if not for the power of God that carried us along on His wave the entire time.  

Phil’s health continued to remain fairly stable with the help of the steroids, and we 

continued to pray for healing. We enjoyed the next seven months traveling, going to the 

movies, eating lobster and even having turkey and dressing in July. Phil was a turkey 

boy! Thanksgiving was his favorite holiday!  

In late August, Phil and I flew to Boston, as I’ve talked about earlier. We spent two 

wonderful weeks with my parents, flying out of Boston on September 9th, just two days 

before the World Trade Center disaster. We were glad to be home. As Phil watched the 

fires rage on T.V. and later saw a report on the news of a fire that was happening in a 

New York neighborhood, he said to me, “Maybe it’s not such a bad time to be leaving.”  

Phil celebrated his 16th birthday on October 16, 2001. He went bowling with his brothers 

and his best friend from school. His Bedstemor had come for the day, and a good day it 

was. Phil was very ill by this time, and just bowling caused him such exhaustion that his 

hair was drenched with sweat, but he enjoyed himself. He loved when I brought his 

special birthday breakfast to him in bed, and he looked forward to all the presents that 
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were waiting to be opened. He got everything he asked for, and a bit more. I could not 

resist buying him the Star Trek pocket watch he had had his eye on. It was a sixteenth 

birthday, and a lasting gift seemed appropriate, and yet…it also tore my heart up. Chris 

wore Phil’s pocket watch on his wedding day, as will our son, Jimm, in October.  

Compassion level…8.5 

The day after Phil’s birthday, he was exhausted. He was supposed to go on his annual 

birthday shopping trip with his Bedstemor, but she needed to leave on a family 

emergency, and that was okay because I’m not sure he would have been up to shopping 

anyway. He needed to rest. It seemed from that day on, that Phil was close to being 

done…he had made it to the age of sixteen and his body could not take much more.  

In less than a month, November 14, 2001, which was exactly 7 months to the day from 

when he was baptized, Phil made his final journey home. He was tired, and he was ready, 

although we all hated to say “Good-bye.” 

The morning after Phil’s home-going, we received a call from my friend’s son. He had 

missed the bus to school, “Could I come and drive him?” With tears streaming down my 

face, I sat on the side of my bed and bent to tie my shoes. I was still in my sweats from 

the night before. I had been sleeping in Phil’s bed with him. The tears dripped onto the 

floor as I said to my husband, “God knew I needed someone to take care of this 

morning.” He sent me Tony.  

Compassion level…9.0 



 
Page 117 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

My life changed again from the moment Phil’s spirit left his body. We were with him, in 

his bedroom, encouraging him on that final journey. We had come so very far together, 

and now he would travel on without me. I would be left behind to carry on with the 

lessons we had learned together. I would take the compassion and the mercy that I had 

learned in caring for my son and use it to help others. These lessons would not be wasted; 

I would not allow my son’s life to be wasted. Phil was here for a reason, and if I am to 

carry on with what he started, if that is what I am called to do, then it is my pleasure to do 

it. 

The healing has been a process, but the compassion that I now have for others who hurt 

started to grow when God got my attention through my son’s illness and He taught me to 

care for another human being in a way that I never had cared for anyone before. I was no 

Florence Nightingale, I was more like a middle-linebacker bulldozing my way through 

life with all the strength and power that I thought I had.  Slowly, but surely, I ran out of 

myself, and learned to depend on God as never before.  

And now with God’s strength, I will run the race He is calling me to with all the 

compassion and mercy and care that I am able to offer to another, especially those who 

need encouragement through the pain of loss. I even extend it to myself. 

My compassion level may dip a little, and it may never rise above a 9.0, but perfection is 

not what I’m striving for now. Doing the will of my Father in heaven is my goal, and I 

will leave the score up to Him when I arrive. With Jesus was my “Coach,” I don’t think 
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we receive less than a 10.0 when we walk through the gates of heaven anyway. Anything 

we are lacking, all that we are lacking, Jesus has it covered with His blood! 

In all that I have been through, I have been shown such mercy. God is a compassionate, 

caring God and the love that He extends to us is to be extended to those around us. When 

we are filled with all of Him, we will see the reflection of His mercy in the eyes of those 

we help along the way. The result will be… 

“…for they will be shown mercy.” 
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Chapter Twelve 

IMPOSSIBLE IS 

Blessed are the pure in heart… 

Matthew 5:8a 

Who are the pure in heart? Do we know anyone we would describe as having a pure 

heart? I think our thoughts would go to a small child first. I thought of our new 

granddaughter when I wrote that question, Holly’s little girl, Denell. She is six. Our son, 

Chris, became a new dad as well as a husband when he and Holly married last month. 

Denell is a sweetheart! She is so quick to say, “I love you Oma,” which is what she calls 

me. Jim and I have become Bedstefar and Oma to this adorable child.  

Denell is happy, her heart still seemingly pure and untainted by the world around her. She 

plays happily with whatever child she is with, she laughs and giggles as most little girls 

do and she has a very sensitive nature. Seeing that sensitive nature, I know it won’t be 

long before her childlike qualities will begin to fade away. As she grows and matures, 

especially entering the teenage years, many things will have “tainted” her already. They 

don’t have to be horrible things, just the things of life. 

From what I can tell, she has a “pleaser” personality. She likes to make those around her 

happy and she will do what it takes to make that happen. That can be a hard personality 
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to carry through life. Those around her will not always be happy, and it will be difficult 

for her if she continues to think that it is her responsibility to make them happy. She will 

have to come to a point where she knows there is nothing she can do, and it is not her job 

anyway. When she discovers that Jesus Christ is the only One that can supply the needs 

of others, and also her own, then the childlike qualities that I see in her today will start to 

return, and she will once again skip happily through life, as free as a child.  

Now, I’m not a psychologist or a psychiatrist, so this is my uneducated view of the 

situation, so take it for what it is worth to you, and we will move on further into the 

subject of the pure in heart. 

This morning while reading in Luke eleven, how one of the disciples asked Jesus to teach 

them to pray, I was enjoying the simplicity of the Lord’s Prayer. I think this is a good 

place to start when talking about pure hearts. This is a very pure prayer. No selfish wants, 

no long lists of needs, no gossip that in the name of prayer gets “talked” about—it is a 

prayer that puts our Father into perspective and the life we should be living into 

perspective in a very few words. It is a prayer that can bring a purity back to our hearts 

each day, before the day presses in on us. 

Oswald Chambers wrote: We look upon prayer as a means of getting things for 

ourselves; the Bible idea of prayer is that we may get to know God Himself.  

(My Utmost for His Highest. Aug. 28th) 

Attaining a pure heart in adulthood is nearly impossible. Okay, it is impossible. To go 

back to the childlike nature we enjoyed before the “world” started squashing the pure joy 
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of just being a child cannot happen, unless we can truly learn to pray a prayer like Jesus 

did, and mean it—then “Impossible is Nothing.” 

We have to get back to the basics. We have to give up our lives so we can find them 

again in our Father. We have to start with calling Him by name and claiming Him as Our 

Father.  

Our Father…and then “Selah,” as it says in some translations of the Bible when reading 

through the Psalms. Selah means to pause, to reflect on what we have just read. When we 

pause and reflect on Our Father, perhaps we can begin to grasp where we’re going with 

this prayer as we turn our attention heavenward.  

We’ve just entered into His home office, His study. Say we’re Beaver Cleaver, and we 

need to talk to Ward. He’s working on some things in the study, so we gently knock on 

the door and wait for his permission to enter in. He quickly responds with, “Come on in 

Beav. What’s up son?” It could be something as simple as we want Whitey to spend the 

night. It could be we just threw our baseball through the front window. Why we come to 

see our dad is not the issue as much as it is just good knowing he is there for us when we 

come looking for him.  

Father, I need You. I need to know that I am your child, that You are in control, and that 

no matter what happens in the day ahead, You will be with me. It’s important that we 

grasp that, that we learn to rest in that, and that we start each day putting God back into 

perspective. Back into the place in our lives that He seems to so quickly slip out of when 

pressures start to build, when busyness starts to take over, or when our own ideas seem 
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better than His. We need to take some time to, "Be still, and know that I am God; I will 

be exalted among the nations, I will be exalted in the earth." (Psalm 46:10) 

We need some “Selah” going on first thing, if we are ever to make it through our days 

with any sort of peace whatsoever. If we cannot get a picture in our hearts, in our minds, 

of just Who our Father is, and where He sits in the Heavenlies, then our world is already 

upside down before we begin our day. We’ll start the day thinking we’re in charge. 

The Lord is exalted over all the nations, his glory above the heavens. 

Who is like the Lord our God, the One who sits enthroned on high, 

who stoops down to look on the heavens and the earth? 

Psalm 113:4-6 

In the King James Version, after “Our Father, it goes on to say, which art in heaven. I 

don’t find that in the other translations, but I think it’s very important. He’s not Ward 

Cleaver, He’s not “Father’s Knows Best,” or Bill Cosby, He’s our Father in Heaven. Big 

difference. He sees all, knows all, and looks into our hearts for purity. He will not find 

that purity unless our hearts yearn for Him above all else. 

Our Father…take a deep breathe, relax, and know that Someone is watching over you 

and me, caring about every detail of our lives, and knowing just what to do about all of it. 

He created it, He planned it and He will see it to fruition. We need not fear, we only need 

to be still long enough to know that He is God. All else pales in comparison. 
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…hallowed be your name. We don’t use the word “hallowed” today, so most of us could 

miss the meaning of what Jesus was teaching here. The Living Bible says it this way, 

“may your name be honored for its holiness.” 

There are many names for our Lord, names like Jehovah Jireh, which means The Lord 

My Provider. There is Jehovah Shalom, which means the Lord My Peace. There are 

names like Adonai, which means Lord, or Elohim, which means God. The list is long, 

and it should be. How could all that God is be all-inclusive in one name?  

There really is only one name that is all-inclusive, and that is the name God gave to 

Moses when Moses wanted to know what he should tell Pharaoh when Pharaoh asked 

him who had sent him there. “God said to Moses, ‘I AM WHO I AM. That is what you 

are to say to the Israelites: I AM has sent me to you.’” (Exodus 3:14) 

Knowing who God is, is very important in understanding and gaining some perspective of 

God in our lives. When there is no other, and He is our everything, we can begin from 

there. We can work from there down, or from there up, as long as we understand we are 

moving on from, “I Am” into everything else that exists.  

It’s not about us, it’s about Him. It’s not our world, it is His. It’s not our ideas that make 

the world go ‘round, it’s Him. It’s all Him, it always has been and always will be. He is 

our Father, He sits upon His heavenly throne, and He doesn’t need us telling Him how 

things should be. He only needs us to love Him, and come to Him and sit with Him, and 

get to know Him.  
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I want you to be merciful; I don’t want your sacrifices. 

I want you to know God; that’s more important than  

burnt offerings. Hosea 6:6 (NLT) 

When we call Him Our Father, when we acknowledge where He lives, we will begin to 

know Him as the great, “I AM.” We are on our way to having our hearts purified by His 

love. 

…your kingdom come. If we made up a wish list, what would be the first thing on it? A 

new home? A wedding in the near future? A new baby? A million dollars? What about, 

your kingdom come? What are we really hoping for in this life? What would make us 

truly happy? Would it be more possessions, more friends, more of anything, or would it 

be peace beyond measure, joy never-ending, and having the fear of death so far behind us 

we can’t even remember a day when we thought about it? If we can honestly pray, your 

kingdom come, and our Father answers that prayer by sending Jesus back to get us, then 

the fear of death, the lack of peace, and any joylessness that we have experienced will be 

finished. The Kingdom of Heaven will be our new home. 

Once again, in the King James Version, there is a bit more to this than in the other 

translations. It says, “Thy kingdom come. Thy will be done, as in heaven, so in earth.”  

The eternity we are waiting for when Jesus comes back really does start now, when our 

hearts are made pure by our Father. We can rise above the things of this world, and start 

enjoying our eternity on earth, as it will be in heaven. Yes, there are more than a few 

distractions here that we won’t have in heaven. And Yes, there are troubles, and trials and 
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stresses, and decisions that need to be made here that I believe will be behind us when we 

enter the gates of heaven, but…we can start now, making our way to …thy kingdom 

come, by taking our eyes off of this world, and placing them on our Father each day. It’s 

a start, and in that start, we will continue moving upward towards the things of God. We 

will seek His will on earth, as it is in heaven. When we will begin to pray that our will be 

the same as His will. The purification process has begun. 

Give us each day our daily bread…I’m pretty hungry right now. My stomach is growling, 

and just writing the word bread made it growl that much louder. Food, as we’ve talked 

about, nourishes our body. God designed us that way, but I don’t believe Jesus was 

talking about bread here when He was teaching His disciples to pray.  

The Israelites were given Manna from heaven each day as they wandered in the 

wilderness. The definition for Manna is “What is it?” They had never seen anything like 

it before. God gave them just enough each day to satisfy their hunger. They were to 

gather no more than one day’s supply except the day before the Sabbath. Then they were 

to gather enough for two days so they didn’t have to work on the Sabbath. If they 

gathered more than one day’s supply on any other day, it would rot. It would not be 

edible. They had not gathered in obedience, and God would not allow that. 

I have heard it explained that even though the Manna fell from heaven, the people still 

had to do their part. They had to “gather” it. It did not fall right into their bowls, or onto 

their plates. They had to go out and get it.  
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When the KJV of the Bible says, “Give us day by day our daily bread,” I’m sure it was 

from lessons the disciples had heard before. They knew what had happened to their 

relatives in the wilderness. They were familiar with Manna, much more so than we are.  

God’s provision, that’s what it was, that’s what it still is to this day. That provision is in 

Jesus. It is also the food on our table, the clothes in our closet, the job we go to each day. 

It can be the joy of our children, the love of our spouse, the roof we live under. The bread 

that Jesus talked about was a bread that caused us to look upwards and give thanks. He 

was talking about chewing our way through life with the realization of Who puts that 

bread on the table each day. Sort of like the expression, “Knowing who butters your 

bread.” Growing up, it was usually our parents who were our providers. In my home, 

there were rules about “putting our feet under the table.” If we rode a motorcycle, then 

we were not allowed to “put our feet under the table.” It was a “no-no” to ride a 

motorcycle. House rules. Period. 

God doesn’t make rules like that. He invites us all to come to the table, to eat, the only 

requirement He has is love. Love the Lord your God, and love your neighbor as yourself. 

(Luke 10:27) Heaven’s rules! Other than that, come on in, and sit down. Dinner’s 

waiting! 

In praying, give us each day our daily bread, we are acknowledging where our blessings 

come from. We are saying, Father, without You, I have nothing. I will have nothing, and 

everything I already have belongs to You. You provide my life, my peace, my joy, my 

family, my job, and the air I breathe. It is all Yours, and I will seek Your will each and 
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every day about what I should do with all that you have given me and all that you intend 

to give me. Thank you ahead of time, for all that You are going to do in my life.  

Our hearts are being further purified in acknowledging that our Father, whose name 

should be honored, and whose kingdom we desire, is our Provider.   

Forgive us our sins, for we also forgive everyone who sins against us…We cannot have 

one without the other. We cannot comprehend forgiving others, if we have not received 

forgiveness ourselves. We just won’t understand how it is possible to really forgive 

someone who has harmed us. They just don’t seem to “deserve” it.  

Then again, how can we ask for our sins to be forgiven, and receive that forgiveness, if 

we are not willing to forgive others? Which came first, the chicken or the egg? Do we 

receive forgiveness so we can then forgive, or do we forgive so that we can then receive 

forgiveness?  

I was praying about forgiveness the other day. Someone had harmed me, and I was not 

happy about it. I wanted to forgive them, I really knew that I should. I knew what the 

Word said and I wanted to comply, but it just wasn’t in my heart as yet to do it. I prayed 

about it for several weeks, knowing that in my unforgiveness towards another, I was only 

harming myself. I was only causing a wedge to form in my relationship with my Savior. I 

really wanted to close the gap, but I really didn’t want to be forgiving.  

It took some time for this purification process to be completed. God wanted to bless me, 

but He wanted me to understand that it would not happen until His will was done. His 
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will for forgiveness, no matter what. My will was still bucking His system, I didn’t want 

to forgive, but I certainly wanted to get it off my back!  

After some time, my Father removed more and more of the scales from my eyes until I 

could see what I needed to do. I needed to receive His forgiveness for myself each day. I 

needed to understand what Jesus had done for me on the cross, how He had paid the price 

for all the “unforgivable” things that I had done. I had heard about it, I had said I believed 

in Him, and I had received His gift of eternal life, but I did not fully embrace the idea that 

I was now forgiven. Not only for all the things I had ever done, but for all the things I 

would still do while I living in this fleshly body. 

Who will bring any charge against those whom God has chosen? 

It is God who justifies. Romans 8:33 

Or as it says in Romans 8:30 in the Living Bible, he declared us not guilty. When our 

hearts are purified to the point where we can start to comprehend this, then we are 

moving into the time in our lives when we can also declare our “neighbor,” “not guilty” 

in our own hearts. It doesn’t matter what they have done to us, or how they have hurt us, 

or how unfair they have been. They are “not guilty.” God has already forgiven them 

when they seek His forgiveness, we must follow suit.   

This does not mean that it never happened, or that they are now our best friends. It means 

that we will not let what they have done in our lives, or to our lives, cause a wedge of 

unforgiveness to grow in our hearts which causes degrees of separation from our Father. 
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That’s why the Enemy wants us to be unforgiving! He’s no dummy! He knows what that 

does in our lives. It eats away at us from the inside out. It holds us in a prison of self-pity 

and anger and resentment. It makes us miserable and in that misery, we take our focus off 

of God and place it right where the Enemy wants it, on this world.  

Before I could experience offering forgiveness to the person who had wronged me, I had 

to realize all that I had been forgiven in my own life. I had to bow down before my Father 

with a grateful heart and thank Him for not holding my sins against me--for removing all 

of them from me as far as the east is from the west. (Psalm 103:12)  

When I could say, Father, whose name I want to honor, and whose kingdom I desire--the 

Provider of all I possess, thank you for forgiving me of my sins so that I can also forgive 

those who have sinned against me… A purified heart is what I desire. 

And lead us not into temptation. This world is filled with evil. The prince of darkness 

reigns, and when the KJV of the Bible says, “but deliver us from evil,” after this prayer 

about temptation, it’s not kidding! Evil is everywhere, and it tries to fill our hearts, our 

minds and our souls with its corruptness. We are surrounded by it, bombarded by it and 

can become overwhelmed with it if we are not wearing the full armor of God to protect 

ourselves against it. (Ephesians 6:11) 

When I was in the early stages of mourning, my heart could not take much more pain. It 

was already so broken that if I watched a movie with someone dying in it or if I watched 

the news about catastrophe’s anywhere, or murder, or governmental deceptions, or 

anything “bad” at all, I could barely stand it. I did not want to see anything sad, or bad or 
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heart wrenching. I didn’t know exactly why, but I knew that I needed good news! Good 

things to think about. Encouraging, uplifting input was vital if I were to recover as soon 

as possible from my broken heart. It did not need any more damage done to it, it had had 

enough already. 

I withdrew from the world pretty much and concentrated on restoration. I listened to 

Christian music all the time. I cut out the sad country songs about pick-up trucks and 

dogs dying. I attended church as much as possible. I watched sermons on T.V. I read the 

Word and sought God’s promises of healing. I prayed. I was still, so that I could know 

that God was God, and that He would be there for me. I listened to the Bible on CD as I 

would go to sleep at night, drowning out the voices of evil that wanted to remind me of 

all the sad things that had happened. Whatever I could find to rebuild my broken life is 

what I sought. The evil in this world was just going to have to wait. 

Because of this journey through grief, I am still very sensitive to the evil in this world. I 

still do not like to hear unnecessary bad news or be around a lot of negativism. I am 

sensitive to too much sadness in a T.V. show or movie, which will drag me back down to 

where I have just come out of. I still like mostly Christian music that encourages me to 

keep going, that God is true, that there is hope, and that I will see my son again. After 

having withdrawn from the evil in this world for a long period of time, I am not ready to 

jump right back into the pot. Not now that my heart has healed. I don’t want to subject 

myself to all the junk that is out there.  
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I have heard that if you place a frog in a pot of cold water and slowly turn up the heat, the 

frog will not notice that the water will soon be boiling and it will die, not even attempting 

to jump out of the boiling water. The change was much too gradual for it to notice. 

I think it is the same in this world. As the years go by and things slowly get worse, we 

don’t really notice the subtle changes. What used to shock us, no longer does. It is just the 

world we live in, and we accept it for what it is, for the most part.  

When I was watching the “Brady Bunch Movie” years ago, I will never forget the scene 

where the kids are playing out in the backyard and their ball goes over the fence and into 

the neighbor’s driveway. When they go to retrieve it, they step from their world, the 

1970’s, right into the 1990’s. The 90’s look horrible in comparison! Dirty, and grungy 

and sin-filled. The “innocence” of the 70’s was quickly left behind. 

I grew up in the 70’s. I finished High School in the 70’s. I lived a pretty much in a 

“Brady Bunch” world of six kids, homemade bagged lunches and dinner on the table 

each night as we gathered together to eat. I have been that “frog” in the pot over the 

years, not noticing how the heat has turned up, not jumping out of the water. Just 

accepting it for the temperature it is, until…I was dying. My heart was so broken I could 

not stand the heat anymore. I could not stand the corruption and the world we live in that 

is so filled with “evil.” I needed to step off the planet for a while and be in God’s 

presence as much as possible if I were to ever recover. Now that I have, I have no desire 

to go back. I want to remain in His presence.  
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I have heard that when your child dies, you live the rest of your life with one foot in 

heaven, the other on earth. Yes, I am torn between the two worlds, and I will stay that 

way, no longer calling this world my only home. It is just the place I am until God calls 

me to my real home in heaven. 

I don’t want to be tempted by the things of this world anymore, although I am. I want to 

keep my focus on my Father, and let Him lead me out of every temptation possible, 

delivering me from the evil of this world. I want a purified heart, not a heart that sits in a 

pot of boiling water dying a slow death. That’s not living, that’s not even surviving. 

That’s a disaster waiting to happen. 

Father, whose name I want to honor, and whose kingdom I desire--the Provider of all I 

possess, thank you for forgiving me of my sins so that I can also forgive those who have 

sinned against me, and thank you for leading me out of the temptations of this world by 

calling my attention to Your face. Greater are You in me, than the evil one who is in this 

world. Only with You, will my heart be truly pure and will my life be fully blessed. 

AMEN! (Let it be so) 

“Blessed are the pure in heart…” 
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Chapter Thirteen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS N 

…for they will see God. 

Matthew 5:8b 

Who wants to see God? Raise your hand! Even unbelievers want to see God. My cousin, 

who is an unbeliever, says that she will believe in God when she sees Him face to face. 

I’ve tried to tell her that will be a bit late, but I’m still praying for her on this! 

Jesus was the only one who had seen the Father. He had come down from heaven, and 

knew He would be returning there. I think He must have had it a bit easier to envision 

what was ahead than we do, but then again, He was given the most difficult “assignment” 

ever handed out by the Father, He had to die for the sins of the world. Would any of us 

like to take on that job? I think not!  

After Jesus taught the disciples how to pray, he continued on with a story about knocking 

on a neighbor’s door late at night. (Luke 11:5-13) Let’s personalize it a bit. Your 

neighbor has gone to bed and doesn’t want to be bothered, but here you come. You’ve 

just received unexpected company; they’ve been on a long journey and you have nothing 

to feed them. You run over to your neighbor’s house and try to wake him up. He says, 

“Don’t bother me. The door is already locked, and my children are with me in bed. I can’t 

get up and give you anything.”  
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What kind of a friend is that? I know that if I knocked on the door of most any friend I 

have, they would quickly come to the door and invite me in and offer me whatever I 

needed. I love that about them! I hope that I would do the same for them in return. 

Well, you’re not giving up. You have hungry guests and you need some food for them, so 

you continue to knock and try to rouse your friend. Jesus said that because of your 

boldness, you will eventually get the help you are seeking. You will not go home empty 

handed, but full of all that you need to feed your company. Your perseverance paid off, 

and you were not disappointed. 

When I read this story in the past, and I knew that Jesus was relating this to His Father in 

heaven, I wondered about it a bit. Why does God require such perseverance, why do we 

have to keep coming back, and coming back, and coming back to Him in life? Why can’t 

the “feast” just be laid out before us without the struggle? Why couldn’t your neighbor 

have just put out the food before he went to bed “in case” you have unexpected company 

and are in need of it?  

How ridiculous is that? How many of us put a basket of food on our front porch each 

night because someone, some night, might be in need of it? It just wouldn’t make sense. 

If we have not been asked, most times we do not see a need. Oh, sometimes it is obvious, 

or we’ve heard the news that another is hurting and we come to their aid. There was no 

need for them to call us.  

Is our Father God so much different? He can see our needs ahead of time, of course He 

can, and most times when we need Him most, He provides for us in ways we cannot even 
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comprehend. But on the ordinary, humdrum, typical type of day, do we search Him out? 

Do we knock on His door? Do ask Him for help? We sort of forget, don’t we? If 

company has not come to town, and we do not need anything extra on that day, we’ll just 

make it on our own, thank you very much my Friend, I’ll call on You when I need You. 

This is not what Jesus was teaching His disciples. I don’t believe it was any 

“coincidence” that He told them this story right after teaching them all how to pray a 

simple prayer to their Father in heaven each day. It was a great set up for what came next. 

Now that the Father and His position and provisions had been established in their prayer 

life, it was time to let them know what to do with it. Ask, seek and knock, Jesus told them. 

When we ask, we are saying, “God, I know you’re there. I acknowledge that there is 

something, someone greater than I. I admit that I need You, and I’ll run next door in the 

middle of the night to ask for Your help because I know that I am always welcome at 

Your door. You will never turn me away, no matter what the hour. You never sleep. You 

never slumber, You will never get upset because of my asking. No request is too small. 

No request is too large. You long for me to come to you with all of it. You love me! You 

are my true Friend.  

Some think that God is not interested in the small things in our lives. Some think that 

they should handle the little stuff on their own, not bother God with it, He’s busy enough 

taking care of huge problems on this earth. This is limiting our view of God. If God is 

God, then nothing is too much for Him and nothing is too little for Him. We have to 

believe that He knows each leaf on every tree just as He knows every hair on our heads. 
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(Matthew 10:30) God would not ignore the little things in life, because most times it’s the 

little things that build our faith in Him so that we will know when we face the big things, 

He is there.  

I pray for silly things like a good-hair day on my son’s wedding day. I have prayed for 

my son’s favorite cereal to be half price so that it would be easier to buy it for him. I have 

prayed for everything from silly things to huge things, like my son being healed from 

Leukemia. I have taken it all to God, and not once have I ever felt like I was bothering 

Him. Maybe it’s more that we don’t want to take the time to take it to Him, rather than 

we think He won’t be interested in our needs. Maybe the “foul ball” is in our court, not 

His. He’s willing to hit it back anytime we lob it over the net towards Him. He wants to 

be involved in our lives, not stand there waiting for a serve that never comes!  

We will “see” Him when we ask, believing He is there. 

When we knock, we are acknowledging that heaven exists, and there is more behind the 

curtain of this world than we can see. We come to God, heart in hand, wanting to spend 

some time with Him. We understand that we need to go to Him and we are longing to see 

what is just beyond that door. We are making an attempt, believing that just by knocking 

He will bid us to enter into His presence. 

When Beaver knocked on Ward’s door, do you really think he thought his dad would tell 

him to go away? He already knew just by knocking that he would be allowed entrance. 

The knock was out of courtesy. Out of respect for who his father was. It was not really 
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that he even thought about his visit being a disturbance, but rather that he welcomed the 

words, “Come on in Beav. What’s up son?”  

Can you imagine if we knocked on our Father God’s door, and He said, “Just a minute,” 

or “Could you come back later. I’m kind of busy right now.” Or even, “Go away, I don’t 

have time for you today!” That would be absurd! Some fathers may operate this way but 

never, ever have I come to my Father God and gotten a reaction like that! I have always 

found Him welcoming and encouraging. I have sometimes heard Him speak, I have often 

times not. What is most enjoyable is just the opportunity that He gives us to come to Him 

whenever we want, and know that He is there for us. Seeing that door open, and entering 

in. It’s the place we can get away from this world and find some sanity in our lives.  

We will “see” Him, when we take the time to knock upon His door, and enter into His 

presence. 

When we seek, in our lives, we are saying what we’ve discovered so far about this world 

and our lives is not enough. We’re looking for something more. We believe that 

something more is God, but we need to find out a little more about Him before we’ll 

know for sure.  

As a teenager, I resisted the idea of God. I knew He was probably real, but I was not 

ready to admit that yet. What I was ready to admit was that without Him, life really didn’t 

make a whole lot of sense. We are born, we live 80 or so years, and then we die. For 

what? Even as a teen, that didn’t make sense to me. What’s the purpose? To gain some 
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wealth, buy a home, have a family, and then be gone? I was seeking God at that time, 

even though I didn’t realize it. I thought I was just “wondering” about things. 

I still wonder about many things, but I know these things for sure: God is real. He is my 

Father. His Son died for my sins, and rose three days later, conquering the power of sin 

and death. The Holy Spirit came to live inside of me when I accepted the Truth and the 

forgiveness offered to me by Jesus Christ. I will live eternally in the Kingdom of Heaven 

when I leave this earth. With all of that secure, I am free to “wonder” about anything else 

I like.  

I went “seeking” as a teenager and found what my heart was longing for, a reason for 

being here. When I asked, the Truth was given to me. I knocked upon my Father’s door, 

and He welcomed me in as His child. I was not given false doctrine, lies or even told 

what jobs I needed to do to earn my way into heaven. I was told that my responsibility 

was to love God and to love others. Now, I didn’t hear this so well at first, but my hearing 

has become more acute as the years have gone on! 

At first, I thought there was so much that needed to be done. I had to shape up, clean up 

my life, be a good person, help the needy, feed the poor, drive my neighbor to the doctor, 

go to church, work at Vacation Bible School…need I go on? I didn’t do these things 

because God told me to do them, I did them because I thought that was what being a 

good Christian was all about. And not only that, I better make it look good in front of all 

my Christian friends, because what would they think if they knew the real me? 

Especially, the me before I became a believer? Oh no, that just wouldn’t do!  
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You may be wondering what kind of a life I led before I became a Christian? A normal 

life, almost boringly normal! I was not a mass murderer, I did not covet my neighbor’s 

husband, I didn’t even cuss, to tell you the truth. Never learned how, even as a teenager.  

So, what needed to be cleaned up in my life? Everything! It wasn’t what I did or didn’t 

do. I realized it was my heart attitude about life in general. God wasn’t interested in 

cleaning up the garbage that everyone could see. He wanted a pure heart--that place 

inside that no one could see but Him. He knew that when my heart was pure, then my 

vision of Him would be so much better! With it clouded over in fleshly desires, my spirit 

was not free to soar to the heights He longed for me to attain. I was grounded until He 

taught me how to fly! 

My Father longed to give me everything, but until I sought His face I was limited because 

I could not receive them. My heart did not have the space in it for the things of God until 

I emptied it out of the things it already contained. Things that add up over a lifetime like 

prejudice, anger, resentment, envy, lust and gluttony to name just a few. I could not see 

God clearly if I was concentrating on other things. He longed for me to keep seeking Him 

with all my heart so that my heart could be purified in His presence. 

We will “see” Him when we seek Him with all our heart and allow Him to replace the old 

with the new.  

Ask, seek, knock… 

“…for they will see God.”
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Chapter Fourteen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS NO 

Blessed are the peacemakers… 

Matthew 9a 

I’m not a fighter, but I’m not much of a peacemaker either. If a fight breaks out, or just an 

argument, I’ll pretty much hightail it out of there! I don’t see a whole lot of reason for 

arguing when most are set on their idea of how it should be anyway, and they’re not 

willing to change. It would take a lot to convince most people to change their minds once 

their minds have been made up. But what I have learned is that listening is the greatest 

tool when keeping the peace. Listening, not arguing, can lead to changed minds faster 

than any mountain of words we might use in trying to convince someone of a new way of 

looking at the situation. 

My sister and I have a great relationship. It is a relationship of respect, love and 

admiration for the qualities that each possesses. We have very different personalities, but 

there is one thing we agree on, we will listen to each other without judging. We will 

consider each other’s views on things and when all is said and done, we will either agree, 

and say so, or disagree and say so. No hard feelings. We agree to disagree. 

She and I were having a huge discussion one day over the phone. I had seen a book in her 

house that I was not in complete agreement about. I didn’t think what it contained was 
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“necessary” to find the true meaning of life. It was not a bad book. I’m sure it was full of 

many wonderful insights about life and how best to live it. I just wasn’t interested in it at 

this point in my life.  

Now, my sister knows me well enough to know that sometimes when I say nothing, I 

have said a lot! She can see the expression on my face and know something’s up. She 

saw that expression when I picked up this book from her kitchen table, looked it over and 

placed it down again. Not a word being said, if I remember correctly. 

Soon after that, my husband and I were out on the road in our RV and I was having a 

conversation with my sister on the phone. I guess the book came up in our conversation, 

I’m not really sure how. What I remember mostly was that my sister wanted to share with 

me all the reasons why this was a good book. She had some very convincing arguments, 

and I listened to all of them. I knew that what was important was to let her “share” what 

was on her heart, and not say much of anything.  

She attempted to tell me about the book in this way, and then she approached it from 

another way, and finally a third way. I knew this would be “war” for most relationships, 

but that was not usually how our relationship worked. I began to wonder if I should just 

let it go, and hang up. Agreeing to disagree. But, that was not to be. 

You see, my sister knows me, and she knows the quieter I get, the more I’m disagreeing 

with her arguments on the subject. She knows I’m listening, and thinking, and not 

speaking for a reason. Otherwise, I’d be chiming in with, “Oh, you’re so right. I 

understand perfectly. What a great concept that is.”  



 
Page 142 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

I said very little, if anything at all. When she had finished her “side of the story,” she 

waited for mine. I didn’t know if I even wanted to go there. Like I told you, I’m not a 

fighter and I’ll run when it looks like there’s going to be a fight. My sister waited. 

I had to say something, or get off the phone. What I said was this, “Can I be blunt honest 

with you?” Of course she said I could, what else was my loving sister going to say? So I 

began telling her my ideas, and why I held to those ideas. I could tell she was not 

convinced. She rejected what I was saying, but we were still not fighting. It was her turn 

to listen, and listen she did. As the conversation went on, something happened. I believe 

it was a God thing. God had given me the words that were needed to allow the scales to 

fall from her eyes. It was sudden, and unexpected, but she quietly said, “Oh…that’s a 

very fine line.”  

When God took the scales from her eyes, and because of her respect for my opinion, 

which I greatly appreciated, God allowed her to see what had been hidden from her up to 

that point. Things the Enemy didn’t want her to see. The Enemy knew that if he could 

keep her convinced of the validity of the book in question, that it would be a subtle yet 

distracting tool he could use to draw her away from God’s Instructions in the Bible—

instructions that were the Truth, not just close to the truth. 

Believe me when I say this book was not some horrible piece of literature that would 

have destroyed my sister’s faith in God and ruined her life. No, it was simply a pot of 

water on the stove, where the temperature had just been turned up one degree. Not a huge 
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difference as yet, just a sneaky way of getting the pot to boiling if things like this are not 

shut off as quickly as possible.  

My sister and I ended that conversation in peace. We had not argued, we had discussed 

our views, which started out very different. I had listened to her, she had listened to me, 

and God in all His goodness brought our conversation to a point of agreement in Him. 

You see, it wasn’t about whether she was right, or whether I was right, it was about 

whether we sought the Truth above all else, and could swallow any pride we felt when 

we discovered that Truth, and embrace it fully.  

I almost hung up the phone, leaving this subject hanging in the air. That would have been 

a mistake. We would have missed out on what God had planned and our “disagreement” 

would have been there for however long, who knows, if we had not discussed it. It 

probably would have come up again sometime in the future. But it was finished when we 

did finally hand up the phone, and peace reigned. We were more fully bonded as sisters 

in Christ than ever before. God had blessed us in our peacemaking. 

Another story. Long ago I read a book that I was completely spellbound by. It said all the 

things I wanted to hear about life, death and what we could expect to find in heaven. It 

enthralled me, and I recommended it to my friends. They loved it also--I’m sorry to say 

now. I’m sorry I ever mentioned it, and I tell them so.  

As time went on, I ended up discussing this book over e-mail with another good friend of 

mine. She was quickly alert to the fact that I was being misled by it. I still didn’t think so. 

My faith was in its baby stages at that time, and the wool was pulled way over my eyes. 
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Even my husband tried to convince me that it was not quite right, but I wouldn’t listen. I 

hadn’t learned a lot about submission yet either! 

Via e-mail, my friend and I discussed this book time and time again. I would argue my 

case and she would gently argue hers. Back and forth this discussion went, until the day 

when I “saw the light.” God had removed the scales from my eyes and I was set free from 

the “trap” I had been caught in by the Enemy. 

I had not fought with my friend because she had been as loving and kind and gentle as 

possible in trying to convince me that this book was not a good thing. It was not Biblical. 

It was a lie that sounded good to my itching ears. It needed to be discarded. 

For the time will come when men will not put up with sound doctrine.  

Instead, to suit their own desires, they will gather around them a great  

number of teachers to say what their itching ears want to hear. They will 

turn their ears away from the truth, and turn aside to myths. 

2 Timothy 4:3-4 

This described me perfectly. I was not in the Word, I was in the wrong word, and I 

needed a sister in Christ to gently steer me back to the things of God. I didn’t need to 

fight with anyone; I needed to be loved in the right direction. My friend did this for me. 

When I saw the “light” shine on the darkness of this book, I prayed and asked God to 

remove my memory of what I had read. I have not dwelled on those things since, but 

have moved on to know Him so much more. I was very grateful for such a good friend. 
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There was no war between us. She probably barely remembers the e-mail conversations 

we had, but I do. In peace, great strides can be made towards agreement. By listening, we 

can help others along on their own journey towards Truth. 

There will probably always be wars in the world, always battles going on where people 

disagree, or need to be saved from those who are treating them unjustly. Since the 

beginning of time, there were arguments. Cain killed his brother Abel in Genesis four. 

The first family, so to speak, had troubles of their own.  

All through the Old Testament there were battles being fought. Cities conquering cities, 

tribes conquering tribes, it seemed to never end. To this day, our country is at war, and 

then people are at “war” discussing whether we should be at war or not. We argue with 

our neighbors, our friends, our family, whoever will listen. We are not really a very 

agreeable people at all, are we? What must our Father think? 

I wonder, would Adam and Eve have ever had an argument had they not eaten from the 

tree of knowledge and been kicked out of the Garden of Eden? Would theirs have been 

the first perfect marriage on earth, followed by hundreds and thousands and millions of 

marriages that followed theirs? Would Cain and Abel ever have had any sibling rivalry, 

or would they have been the best of buds? What kind of a perfect world did we miss out 

on? What would life on earth have been like if they had simply left that fruit on the 

branch where it was growing? Before the fall, Adam and Eve walked with God. What 

could there have been to argue about? Life was perfect.  
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Ever had one of those perfect days when everything seems to be going your way? How 

many people do you argue with on a day like that? Not many, I’ll bet. It seems no one is 

cutting you off in traffic, your boss complimented you on the great job you are doing, 

your wife fixed you a great breakfast, and your kids were smiling and chipper as they 

headed out the door on their way to school. The drive to work was easier than ever 

because the traffic was so light, and you only have to work a half-day because you are 

leaving at noon for a ten-day cruise to the Bahamas. All the clothes you packed fit 

perfectly because of your recent weight loss and that latest haircut you got is the best 

your barber has ever given you. Right before leaving for the day, your boss comes in and 

hands you an envelope…a little thank you for a job well done. “Enjoy the $5,000 bonus 

on your trip,” he says, “you deserve it.” 

Ahh, life has never been so good. How did you get so “lucky”? There’s no need to argue 

with anyone today because life is grand, you feel good and it’s only about to get better as 

the cruise ship pulls away from the dock and everything you need will be right at your 

fingertips. No need to even scout out a restaurant for dinner, everything is set and has 

been provided for. If you need anything else just ask your room steward and he’d be 

more than happy to get it for you. You’ve never seen your wife happier or lovelier. Yes, 

life is so very good!  

Okay, this is a far cry from the Garden of Eden, but I think you get the point I’m driving 

at here. When life is perfect, when all your needs have been met, when everyone is 

happy, and when nothing is in your way, life is a piece of cake! Just cut me a slice and let 

me enjoy every bite!  
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But this isn’t the world we live in every day, is it? I’m sure I don’t have to describe what 

some typical days look like; you’ve seen enough of them. You could use more days like 

the one described above, but they are few and far between, if ever. Most of us believe 

more in “Murphy’s Law” than anything. (Anything that can go wrong, will) And don’t 

get in my way, or I’ll run you over! 

We’re set up to have an argument before we get out of bed. All we have to do is get up 

and walk out into a room where other people are. We have our stuff, they have theirs, and 

when we meet… lookout!! It’s cause for an argument. We’re not really arguing with 

others about the things we think we are, we’re arguing about the unfairness of life, our 

disappointment in who we’ve become and the failure of others to satisfy what’s lacking 

in our day. We’re not arguing about the paychecks that are already stretched too thin, 

we’re arguing about the fact that we are not trusting in anything but ourselves, and “we” 

are failing big time! If we can’t take it out on ourselves, because that is the last thing we 

need right now, we’ll find somebody we can take it out on! It has to be their fault, and if 

we can prove to ourselves that it is, we can escape the burden of it for at least a minute or 

two. 

Oh, it gets complicated, doesn’t it? We need some help, so we find someone who will 

listen. A good therapist who might give us some answers to help us figure out what our 

problem is. Why are we so stressed out and unhappy? And we get some good answers 

from our therapist too, boy; they sure seem to make sense.  
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Therapists have their place in this world, and some who have this calling can surely help 

when we need some direction, especially Christian therapists who can point us to God’s 

way of working things out. They’re the best, but then the rest is up to us. It really is. They 

can’t go home with us. They can only tell us what to do when we get there. They can’t 

hold our hand throughout each day, they can only tell us Whose hand to hold. They can 

encourage us and give us instruction, and then they send us on our way, back out into the 

rat race that wore us out in the first place.  

In James 1:23-24 it says, Anyone who listens to the word but does not do what it says is 

like a man who looks at his face in a mirror and, after looking at himself, goes away and 

immediately forgets what he looks like. But the man who looks intently into the perfect 

law that gives freedom, and continues to do this, not forgetting what he has heard, but 

doing it—he will be blessed in what he does. 

What does this mean?  

How can a person look in a mirror and then go away and forget what he looks like?  

What are we supposed to be looking intently into that will give us freedom?  

How do we find these blessings? 

We can study the Bible, pray for hours, attend church, learn and grow and memorize 

Scripture until there is no one else on earth that can match our intellect on God’s design 

for our lives. But, (and here’s a huge “BUT!!”) if after doing all this, we forget what we 

have learned when we go out into the “real” world and come up against the forces of evil 

that exist, it will do us no good at all. If we have forgotten what “it” looks like we will be 
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no better off than the next guy who has never even opened his Bible or ever prayed. All is 

for not. 

If we will not keep looking intently into all that we have learned, letting it seep into 

everything we do, everything we think, everything we say or feel, it will be lost in the 

chaos of life.  

Jesus walked on water. Peter and the other disciples saw Him. Peter asked if he too could 

walk on water and the Lord encouraged him to get out of the boat and come to Him. Peter 

complied. It went well, Peter was walking on water just as easily as Jesus was until he 

stopped looking intently at His Lord and he started looking at the wind instead. He started 

to sink and he cried out to Jesus, and Jesus reached out and saved him from going under.  

Nothing had changed. The waves had not gotten worse, the water had not grown 

“thinner” the further Peter walked on it, the depth of the sea had not changed, only Peter 

had changed. He had lost His focus on the most vital thing in this life at that point, a faith 

in the One who called Him to get out of the boat. (Matthew 14:30) 

How do we find our blessings in life? By keeping our focus. When we lose our focus, our 

blessings seem to disappear as quickly as they appeared. I can be sitting in the very same 

chair, in the very same spot, in the very same RV, with the very same weather. I can still 

have the same health I enjoyed last week, my husband can still be working the same job, 

and we can still have food on the table and clothes on our backs. Nothing has changed, 

but I can go from one week feeling like I have the world on a string, to the next. feeling 

as if life is horrible. I don’t like this chair, this home, this town, this marriage. I don’t like 
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what’s for dinner, and I certainly don’t like the wardrobe in my closet. My “feelings” 

have changed because I’m focusing on all the things I don’t like instead of thanking God 

for all the things I do. I’ve heard it said that feelings are fickle. They sure are, and they 

are not to be given a whole lot of attention. They will pull us under the sea quicker than 

Jesus can say, “Come Peter.” 

Jesus said to Peter, “You of little faith, why did you doubt?”  

Why do we doubt? Because we lose our focus and start to sink. Then we lose our peace 

and we wonder where it has gone. We have walked away from the mirror and forgotten 

the reflection we have seen. We have forgotten all the Promises of God that brought us 

this far in our lives. We have neglected to keep looking intently at our Father, and we will 

never find the peace we are searching for, instead we will lose it in the chaos of our lives. 

Yes, blessed are those who keep their eyes on their Lord… 

“Blessed are the peacemakers…” 
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Chapter Fifteen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS NOT 

…for they will be called sons of God. 

Matthew 9b 

Are you proud of your heritage? If someone finds out who your father is, does your chest 

puff up just a little bit, knowing that he is/was a great man? I sure hope so! I hope that is 

the heritage you come from, although I know many do not, and I am sorry when some 

cannot speak of their fathers with love and respect. Some have been abused by their 

fathers, or neglected. Some fathers have forgotten their children and gone on to a new 

marriage, and a new family. It’s certainly widespread in the world we live in today with 

all the divorces and single parents there are. It’s good to know we have a Father who will 

never abandon us, never abuse us, never neglect us and always love us. He will always be 

a Father we can be proud of. We will always be grateful to be able to say we are His 

children. 

Jesus came from a great lineage of believers, starting with Abraham. God had promised 

Abram and his wife Sarai (Later known as Abraham and Sarah) a child. A child that 

would give them descendants as numerous as the grains of sand on the sea and too 

numerous to count, like the stars in the sky. Of course, they had a hard time believing this 

because they were very old when this promise was made. Very old. Long past 
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childbearing years! But, what God promises, God sees through until it is done. After they 

made a few mistakes and ran ahead of God, resulting in a son named Ishmael, they had a 

son named Isaac. He was the son promised to them, the one whom God confirmed an 

everlasting covenant with--the line of ancestors that Jesus came from.  

What if we could look back that far into our past and see all those that had come before 

us in our family? Most of us only know our grandparents, and even then they are usually 

gone by the time we get into our 20’s.  

When our oldest son was born, he had a lot of living grandmothers, and two living 

grandfathers. There were his grandparents on each side, and then four great-

grandmothers, two of whom only lived for the first few years of his life. Now that he is 

26, he has two grandmothers and one grandfather who are still living. Actually, for being 

26, that’s probably not so bad. We were married young, and so were our parents, so 

everyone sort of got an early start on children, and grandchildren. We’re actually lagging 

now that we are in our late 40’s, and only just becoming grandparents with little Denell. 

But, we’re getting there! 

We have not delved into our lineage much. Probably like most people, we’ve tried to go 

back a bit, but haven’t spent a lot of time and effort in that direction. Some on my 

husband’s side of the family have, and they have discovered that the first Shore’s arrived 

in the United States in the 1700’s. Because of that, he is quite a mixture of nationalities. 

Since my great-grandparents arrived in the states in the early 1900’s, I’m still mostly of 
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German heritage, from both sides. That is quickly changing with my children and future 

grandchildren. They will be part of the melting pot very soon! 

I love to look at old photos though, and wonder who these people were. What were they 

thinking when the picture was taken. Not many are smiling in old photos because if they 

did, it probably would have end up blurred anyway from their movement. Old cameras 

were not digital cameras, that’s for sure.  

But these people all had personalities and dreams and hopes for their lives. They 

probably experienced simple yet somewhat difficult childhoods, helping out with the 

chores. They fell in love, perhaps with the girl or boy on the next property over, and 

planned their wedding days. They were excited when their children were born, and 

saddened when things like pneumonia, influenza or polio took their children from them. 

They had no idea what kind of world we would be living in today with cell-phones and 

computers and all the medical advances that have been made. When we hear of someone 

having pneumonia now, we know that although they are very sick, they will most likely 

be just fine. Some medication and some rest, and they’ll be as good as new. I imagine 

100 years ago the word pneumonia was as shocking as the word cancer is to us today. In 

another 100 years, cancer will be a threat of the past. I doubt it will be the killer it is 

today. 

Even today, we can meet those who have had polio, who are still dealing with the effects 

of that childhood disease. Our grandchildren won’t even know what that’s all about 
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unless they read about it in their history books. There will be no one around to talk to 

who has had it. 

There are people living today who lived 100 years ago and can remember a day without 

all the modern conveniences that we have now. There will be people living 100 years 

from now who will probably see more changes over the next 100 years than we’ve seen 

over the last 100, as hard as that is to believe. Time moves on, and one generation moves 

into the next, but people are people, and hearts are hearts and God is God. It’s all so 

different, and yet it isn’t. 

What does our Father God think when He watches one generation move into the next? In 

the Old Testament, we can read of one king to the next, making the same mistakes over 

and over. Oh, one generation will be faithful to God, and then the next will fall away a 

bit. Then the grandson comes along as king and he’s downright evil. Then this king’s 

young son sees the life his father lived and he cleans up the mess his father and 

grandfather left behind as much as possible, leaving a few things where he 

shouldn’t…which brings his son into a reign of kingship that once again swings back into 

evil practices and worshipping the idols that remained. It seems each generation has its 

own story to tell, its own legacy to leave and it can be very good or it can be very bad, or 

anywhere in between. What kind of legacy will we leave? 

I’ve had some great examples set for me in my life, and some not so great examples. I 

had a grandmother who saw great hardship in her life, and was always a woman of God. 

She never let life get her down, even with the loss of three children, my dad’s dad early in 
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their marriage and all of her eleven siblings eventually dying before her. By the time she 

left this earth, most of her friends were gone too. She had survived illness, car wrecks, 

and even sinking boats. 

Once my grandma was booked on a boat with some friends. She arrived late, just as the 

boat was pulling away from the dock. The boat had been loaded wrong and it tipped over. 

Many drowned, as she stood there watching. I’m sure she never forgot that day. 

My grandma was a great inspiration to me, having lost a child who was only fourteen 

years old. I used to hear the stories of my aunt and the life she lived. I used to listen to the 

stories of how she died, never imagining that I would draw strength from hearing those 

stories and watching my grandma’s life of faith when my own son died at the age of 

sixteen. It has truly been impressed upon me that we cannot know what the future holds 

and the lives we will touch when we live a life of faith before others. I may be able to 

help my own grandchildren fifty years from now if I am able to live a godly life and pass 

that heritage on to them.  

We can learn so much from those who have gone before us, and we can build upon that if 

we choose to. We can also have been discouraged, or come out of a childhood that has 

come close to destroying us before we ever get started. We all come from different pasts 

and different heritages that can make us or break us. The only sure heritage that we can 

cling to is found in our Father God. He is never changing, always true, and ever helpful. 

And the best thing of all is that He wants to call us His children. 
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God longs for us to be a part of His family. That is why He created us. He wants a 

relationship with us that will last into eternity. There is no other reason for which He 

created us. We may think there is because we have so much to do and so little time to do 

it, but that’s in our own minds. God doesn’t need us to do anything, but to love Him. 

What follows is just the icing on the top of an already fulfilling relationship with Him. 

When our lives have been a disaster, we can begin anew with Him. When our lives have 

been wonderful, we can thank Him and appreciate that it was because those before us 

most likely looked to Him and drew their strength from Him. Those that have started out 

in disastrous conditions can stop it from going any further in their own family. They can 

start anew with their Father God and pass on to their children the love He is offering. We 

don’t have to stay in the same old rut that was carved out by those who knew no better. 

We know better when we come to know Christ, and we become a new creation in Him. 

The choice really does become ours then. 

Those before us may not have known they had a choice. They may have never given God 

the chance to work in their lives. They may have thought that whatever they were born 

into was where they had to stay, be that emotional, educational, or spiritual. They may 

think that the town they were born in is the town they should stay in, or the job their 

father had is the job they should now choose. They may think that whatever their parents 

believed in, or not, that too must be their choice. They may never have realized that they 

even had a choice of a different life. There are options, especially for those of us blessed 

enough to be born in the United States.  
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In watching the athletes in the Olympics, there is such a huge difference between the 

lives of the American athletes and those of China, let’s say. One of the divers in China 

was chosen at the age of eleven, because she seemed to display the talent that would be 

needed for competition. Did she have a choice? I don’t know. But she spent her life from 

the age of eleven on in training, away from her family and concentrating on what she had 

been called to do.  

Compare that to our swimmers or our gymnasts who are competing in a sport they love. 

Most have been able to live with their families during their years of training and the 

facilities they use are far more modern than what I’ve seen in pictures from some of the 

others countries’ facilities.  

Our athletes compete out of choice, for the most part. Do other countries’ athletes have 

that freedom? Our athletes can become rich if they win gold, they will end up on 

Wheaties boxes and an untold number of other products will vie for their attention where 

they will earn money when their events are finished. They have high hopes for their 

futures.  

What do the Chinese go home to when their day in the sun is over? I do not know. One 

gymnast, from a country I do not remember, retired from her sport but has come back 

because she must. Her five year-old-son has Leukemia and she must compete to pay for 

his medical expenses. She’s not competing for gold, she’s competing because she loves 

her son and she would do anything for him.  
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I say all this to say, we are very blessed in this country, and we truly have the choices that 

others may not have in other countries. We also have freedom of religion. We will not be 

executed for praying in public. We will not be imprisoned for our beliefs. Yes, our 

country seems to be heading down the wrong road as far as Christian values and placing 

God first in our lives, but to date, it has not gotten so bad that we fear for our safety 

because we choose to walk with God each day. We are a blessed nation, and those who 

have read the Old Testament can plainly see if we as a country do not keep our focus on 

our Creator, we will not be a blessed country forever. God is patient, but His patience 

eventually does wear out. Ask the descendants of Noah and his family… oh, that’s all of 

us!  

God desires that we join His family. To be called a son of God, a daughter of God, a child 

of God—it’s the greatest honor we could ever hope for. To have God as our Father means 

we can have pride in our heritage because we come from the best Spiritual stock 

available. We have not inherited this from our earthly parents; we have inherited from 

heaven on high. It is a heritage of perfection and grace. It is a heritage filled with love 

and goodness. It is all that we would hope to pass on to our children so that they in turn 

can pass it on to their children.  

In future years when our descendants pull out their computer screens and sit down to look 

at the family album together, they will hopefully see smiles on the faces of those who 

have gone before them. There may be records as never before about the lives we lived, 

the hopes we had and the faith that we held onto.  
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May they be able to rest in the fact that one day we will all be together again, because 

they learned from our example and their lives will be forever blessed… 

“…for they will be called sons of God.” 
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Chapter Sixteen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS NOTH 

Blessed are those who are persecuted because of righteousness… 

Matthew 5:10a 

Jesus Freak!  

Holy Roller!  

Too heavenly minded to be of any earthly good! 

One of those “born again” people! 

Bible thumper! 

Narrow minded! 

Your simple faith is fine for you, but…! 

Have you ever been called one of these names or heard one of these expressions? 

Chances are if you’ve walked with God for any length of time, you have. Does it hurt 

your feelings? Does it cause you to stop the “God talk?” Does it make you feel “less 

than?” 

I was having an interesting conversation with a woman I met sitting by a pool one day. 

She started sharing with me about the things she believed in. It couldn’t have been further 

from what I believed in but I remained fairly quiet, and let her continue. It seemed God 

was telling me to listen, and I was surprised. I wanted to speak my mind, share my faith 
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and tell her all that I knew about the things of God! But no, I just listened. From time to 

time I injected a thought or two, but that was about it. As the conversation started coming 

to an end, and she had pretty much told me all about her “faith,” I was then able to 

mention a couple of things about my faith. Guess what she said then? She said, “At least 

you’re not one of those born again people.” I told her that actually, I was. She was 

surprised and made a comment that she wouldn’t have thought so because most people 

who claim to be born again would not have let her go on and on like I had. They would 

have shut her up a long time ago. 

Soon it was time to head back to our RV’s, so we parted ways and I went home to pray 

about all that we had been discussing. It had to do with ghosts, communicating with the 

dead, and reincarnation, so you can imagine the differences in our “opinions” about all 

that! In actuality, it was a subject that I had not given much thought. I hadn’t wanted to, 

possibly for fear of being tempted by it. If I opened the door and realized that I could 

communicate with my son in heaven, what would I do with that, and what does God have 

to say about that? 

It did not take long before I was deep in study and prayer about this whole subject matter. 

I needed to get some answers and be educated on God’s view on all of this! It almost felt 

wrong though. It almost felt wrong to even ask God about it. Maybe because I had 

avoided it for so long, maybe because I thought the subject was taboo with God. I’m not 

really sure, but I studied until I got some answers. 
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By the time I had finished studying and writing about all that I had learned, I knew one 

thing for sure. God had kept me quiet because He didn’t want me making a fool out of 

my faith or myself. I would have been talking to her about something I personally knew 

very little about. I was grateful God had kept my mouth shut and allowed me to just 

listen. I was grateful that I was then able to go home and study until I was educated in the 

things of God about this subject. It was something I knew I needed to know about, and 

this woman had opened up that opportunity. If I had not met her, and listened to her, I 

would not have been exposed to it. Through this encounter, God filled me with His 

wisdom and knowledge about a subject that I probably feared and therefore had avoided. 

Once I learned the truth, I no longer feared it. I understood God’s position on it and 

would stand on that! 

The next time I met this woman, I shared with her all that I had learned in the Bible about 

communicating with the dead, reincarnation and such. I gave her a copy of what I had 

written. I figured that would probably be the last time she would want to talk with me. It 

was not. As the days passed, we continued meeting by the pool and discussing all kinds 

of things. She even had an opinion about what I had written, which led me into further 

study about how deceptive the Enemy can actually be. I again shared what I had written 

with her thinking this is it now, she really will never speak to me again, but she did!  

She knew very well by the time we left that RV park that I was a Jesus Freak, a Holy 

Roller, and most assuredly one of those “Born Again people,” but it didn’t seem to deter 

her at all. We still e-mail each other to this day as she shares her travels with me and I 

share my latest adventures with her. God is amazing! 
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Why was I not persecuted for my faith in this instance? Why has our relationship 

continued when we don’t agree on the things we believe in and we are both very vocal 

about all of it? Neither one of us have backed down as yet… Was it because God called 

me once again, as a believer, to be slow to speak and quick to listen? Perhaps! 

You see, we as believers are not the only ones who are persecuted because of what we 

believe. We can be very quick to persecute those who do not believe as we do. We feel 

we have the right; we know what we believe is the Truth, and they need to listen to us! If 

we could just get them to listen long enough, we could convince them of this Truth, and 

right then and there, we’d be praying the Salvation Prayer with them. Another one for the 

Kingdom of God, Halleluiah!  

Sometimes it works this way, but probably very few times. And even when it does, we 

have to understand it is not our convincing arguments that have won them over. And it’s 

definitely not our persecuting attitudes about what they believe that has. It’s God, and 

God alone who has opened their eyes to the Truth. We are merely His instruments in a 

situation that calls for a believer to be present at the time of their conversion.  

When we talk with a person, they have years and years of experiences that they bring to 

that conversation. They have not just arrived there to hear our spiel of the things of God, 

being totally open to all that we have to share with them. They have their own ideas and 

lives to share with us, as we do with them. We come as two stubborn individuals, ready 

to attack if we are disagreed with. They persecute us for our simple faith, for being too 

heavenly minded to be of any earthly good and for believing in something we can’t see 
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but put total trust in. They think we are crazy! We in turn are tempted to persecute them 

for their unbelief in the God we know to be true. We put them on the chopping block for 

their lifestyles and their refusal to be open to the things of God that seem so obvious to 

us. We could go back and forth until we were both blue in the face, accusing, persecuting, 

and pointing fingers at all the things we see wrong in each other’s opinions, and nothing 

may have been accomplished. We leave frustrated, they leave never really wanting to get 

into such a conversation with us again. They are not impressed with our Bible thumping, 

narrow-minded opinion. They have heard enough! 

What do we do then? We usually go home and pray for them. And we pray for them over 

and over as the years go by, and it seems we don’t see much happening about the things 

of God at all. Is God hearing our prayers? Should we be doing more? What’s up with all 

of this? 

What’s up is that God’s plans are different than our plans. He calls us to plant seeds so 

that others will be able to come along and water them. What we then forget is that we 

cannot force those seeds to grow—only God can make them grow. (1 Corinthians 3:6)) 

And, it is not our responsibility to tend to the whole field. God gives us a small part of the 

crop to tend to. He asks us to be available to work the area when we are called to by Him, 

and then let it rest. Let the other workers come along and do their part, and then they can 

let it rest. And then God, who has been overseeing the entire labor-intensive plowing, 

planting, watering project will do what only God can do, He will cause the seeds that 

have been planted in someone’s heart to take root, and miracles will happen! 
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I’ve told you that as a teen I was wondering about things, but did not realize I was 

seeking. It was right before my face, the seeking part, but I didn’t even understand that 

concept. There was a girl in school who I would have labeled a “Bible Thumper.” She 

carried her Bible to school and talked of things of God. She was a nice person, but I felt a 

bit uncomfortable around her, especially when she “started in.” You know what I mean. 

The funny thing is, to this day I remember this girl. I remember her name, and I 

remember that even though I acted uninterested in what she was saying, my heart yearned 

to know more. She probably felt totally frustrated in her attempts in sharing the Truth 

with me. She has no idea the seeds she planted, and she never got to see those who came 

along later to water those seeds that God then caused to grow into the faith I have today! 

Thank you Becky, if you should ever read this book! Thank you for being faithful when it 

seemed I was not listening, because I was! 

Becky never persecuted me, but I probably felt persecuted because I did not believe as 

she believed. She in turn probably felt persecuted by me because I was so uninterested in 

what she had to say and not very impressed with the fact that she carried her Bible to 

school. How nerdy is that? Or so I thought at the time. “You’re blessed when your 

commitment to God provokes persecution.” (Matthew 5:10a The Message) I pray God 

has blessed her greatly for her commitment to Him when she must have been persecuted 

daily by not only me, but also others in school.  

I sense that persecution now as a born again believer, but as an adult, it is not quite so 

difficult to deal with. And as my faith grows, it becomes less and less of any concern 

whatsoever. I have seen what life can deal out, and I know that the only way to win this 
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game is to play by the House Rules, God’s rules. If His Word says we can expect 

persecution for our faith, then I’ll accept those conditions and live out the life of faith I 

have been called to. If it’s all part of the deal, I’m more than willing to accept that and 

then receive the blessings that come with it. 

When I sit with others and we totally disagree about the things of God, I will take a great 

lesson from the woman I met by the pool. Listen first, don’t be the first to persecute 

another on the off chance that they will soon be persecuting me for what I believe. 

Striking first only sends them into a tailspin of defense. Let them share, help them to 

open up their heart and then when it has been emptied out of all the things they have been 

carrying in there for years and handed down through the generations to them, start to 

slowly fill up those places with the things of God. When we allow them to speak first, it 

makes room later for what we have to say to them.  

Will miracles happen immediately? Rarely. The field was plowed long ago; someone else 

may have already planted the seeds. Our job on this day may be to just do a little 

watering—not drenching them with water to make the seeds grow faster. That will not 

work. The seeds will grow when God is ready to sprout them. We need to trust in His 

timing on that. We need also to be careful not to pour “weed-killer” too close to the seeds 

that have been planted. Weed-killer being the persecution we would like to bring to the 

field of conversation. It might kill off the good seeds that have already been planted by 

another. We need to be careful because as “Bible Thumping,” “Born Again” believers, 

we sometimes get carried away with the weed-killer and do more harm than good. 
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We need to understand that persecution works both ways. We forget that sometimes as 

believers because we are so filled with all the things we “need” to share with an 

unbeliever, that we don’t realize in the process we are tearing apart the only way of life 

they have ever known. To them, it is right. Their parents and their grandparents probably 

handed these beliefs down to them. When we start ripping apart the foundation of their 

lives, we are not only attacking them but the heritage they come from. It runs deep, and 

our simple words of truth will not change that over night. The truth of the Cross is 

foolishness to those who don’t believe. We can expect it to sound that way to them, and 

not be surprised by it!  

For the message of the cross is foolishness to those who are perishing,  

but to us who are being saved it is the power of God. 

1 Corinthians 1:18 

To us, the message of the cross is the best thing since mom’s homemade apple pie. To 

them, it is a bitter root that they are not quite willing to throw into the recipe of their lives 

just yet. It has to be boiled down, picked through, and tasted bit by bit until the flavor 

seems pleasing to them.  

Once in a great while, an unbeliever will just say, “Hey, you know what? You’re right; 

I’m willing to invite Jesus into my heart here and now. Let’s do it!” You’ll see a miracle 

happen before your very eyes, one that was planted years ago, and has been watered 

many times by others along the way. You will just happen to be the field worker who was 

there when God brought it up through the dirt and out into His Son’s light.  
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Our oldest son accepted Christ sitting in a work truck driving down the road. He had 

heard the message of Salvation, he had boiled it down, picked through it and tasted it bit 

by bit. And then, with no one there to lead the way, he said a simple, “Yes” to God. That 

was it. No fanfare, no tears of joy at the miracle that had just taken place. No one even 

knew until he shared it with others later. But God knew, and that was God’s plan for his 

life, and I have to believe that angels have a celebration in heaven each time someone 

says even a simple, “Yes” to the things of God. 

I don’t know what will happen to the woman I met, as we continue to e-mail. We rarely 

talk about the things of God in our short messages back and forth to one another. Once in 

awhile I share what I have written, and she shares what she and her husband are doing in 

their travels. I may never see an end result of the watering that was done by the pool that 

day, but God will. He has a perfect plan, and I was a small part of it. Just as Becky 

planted seeds in my heart, I watered seeds in the heart of another, and God will do the 

rest. We can have peace in that and know that: 

“Blessed are those who are persecuted…” 
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Chapter Seventeen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS NOTHI 

…for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 

Mathew 5:10b 

We started this book with the first promise Jesus spoke about to His disciples on the 

mountain that day. “Blessed are the poor in spirit, for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” 

(Verse 3) These are the same words in Matthew 5:10b above, but is there a different 

meaning when Jesus says them this time, or is He just driving the point home here? I’m 

not sure, but let’s dive in once again and see what we find under the surface of the water. 

In the first promise, there is a realized need for the things of God. Maybe that gets us on 

the diving board, so to speak. Perhaps it is the low diving board, the one with a whole lot 

of spring to it. Even as kids we love that, don’t we? The better spring in the board, the 

higher we can jump! Too much fun!  

We have “realized” that if we are going to be a diver, then we have to get on a board of 

some sort. But we’re not ready for platform diving, especially when we look up at the 

height of it! The fear inside just looking at it will stop us from any attempt of climbing 

“those stairs!” We’ve realized our need to get on a board, we’ve said yes to the sport of 

“diving,” and we have started to enjoy the world it has opened up to us. The kingdom of 

diving is ours! No can ever say that we are ignorant on the subject or have never given it 
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a try. We have lived it and continue to live it for as long as we are willing to spring from 

the board and dive into the pool!  

But the years have moved on now--we’ve made great progress. As our training has 

continued, our Coach (Jesus) has encouraged us to start on a lower platform and move 

our way up to the very highest spot we can dive from. Never in our wildest dreams did 

we think we’d ever be up here. And now, we’re starting to learn how to not only jump off 

the platform from a standing position, we’re attempting to do a handstand and dive from 

that position. We must be out of our minds! Most people can barely do a handstand on 

the floor let alone many feet up in the air. Aren’t we scared? 

I heard it reported during the Olympics that many divers never get over their fear of 

diving off the platform. That surprised me. It looks like, when watching them, that they 

are perfectly calm, totally in control and know exactly what they are doing. What we see 

is not always correct. It gave me a new appreciation for what they are doing, watching 

them dive through their fears and live out their dreams when everything inside of them 

might be screaming, “Don’t jump! It’s much too dangerous!” 

As we move from the first Beatitude down to the last, there is so much to learn. So many 

lessons that we can take away from Jesus’ words that day on the mountain. Lessons on 

living life, and how to get along with others. Lessons on mourning, and mercy, and 

attaining pure hearts. We could study this passage of Scripture our whole lives and never 

touch the bottom of all that Jesus had to say here. It has been a pleasure to even attempt 

to dip under the surface and see what’s there. We dived in and gave it a try, and what 
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have we come up with? Not only is the kingdom of heaven ours, but the kingdom of 

heaven is ours…once again. The difference being, we’re way up on the platform now, 

and what’s in front of us could scare us to death! 

Having passed through the last passage of Scripture on persecution, The Message Bible 

says, “The persecution drives you even deeper into God’s kingdom.” When we dive from 

the high platform, we are driven down even deeper under the surface of the water and it 

takes us a bit longer to come up for air. I would imagine the divers don’t fear this part of 

the dive--once they have hit the water and survived, what remains is only to stop their 

downward motion to the bottom of the pool and come up to see their scores. There is 

probably relief and satisfaction in what they have accomplished once again, a dive that 

did not harm them!! How can they keep doing this over and over? Because they love it, 

despite the fear. 

How can we keep sharing the Word of God with others, despite the fear? Because we 

love our Father, and we will ask Him to help us work through the fear of persecution to 

be able to share the good things that He is offering to everyone.  

I wonder if those who are accomplished platform divers ever try to convince others to 

jump, not dive, but even just to jump just once from that height? They have experienced 

the thrill and the joy and the exhilaration that comes with this challenge, and they 

probably would like to share that feeling with others. The problem is, most times we’re 

too scared so we will never know what that experience is like. 
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Once we were at a lake, enjoying a weekend on my in-law’s houseboat. We had been 

water skiing and enjoying all the things one does at a lake. I loved being at the lake for 

more than just a day because that meant you could get up early and be out skiing before 

anyone else arrives. The water is so smooth early in the morning, and you can attempt 

things that you normally would not be able to because the water is much too choppy later 

in the day with all the other boats. I don’t water-ski anymore, not having the 

opportunities like I used to, but I enjoyed it while it lasted.  

This one particular weekend, we found a cliff to jump off of. It was not five feet or even 

ten feet off the water. It was way higher than that, way higher than anything I had ever 

attempted to jump off of before, but everyone else was doing it…so “Yes, mom, I jumped 

off too!” It was probably a crazy thing to do, but I did it anyway, and I lived to tell about 

it. It was a thrill! We loved to talk about it when we were done, and if I brought it up 

even today, twenty-plus years later, those that were there would probably immediately 

remember that day and what we had done, and enjoy reliving the thrill of the jump! It’s 

something we won’t forget. 

When we step out and take risks in life, (Let’s not go crazy here!) sometimes we enjoy 

things that others never get the opportunity to experience. If we shy away from all the 

things we fear, we will miss out on so much. If we will not share our faith because of 

persecution, then will the “kingdom of heaven” be ours as Jesus talks about towards the 

end of His lesson on the mount that day?  
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The kingdom of heaven in Matthew 5:3 has been realized. The “spring board” is now part 

of our world, but the platform is waiting for us. From there we will face things we never 

thought we could face, and our faith will grow down deep into our souls. We will learn 

that the dive won’t harm us, but instead will make us stronger than ever before. When we 

face our fears, we will allow God to carry us through them and teach us more of His 

truths, and we will walk away victorious just having shown up! 

The deeper we dive into the things of God, the more we know that nothing can shake the 

faith we have in Him. He designed the pool, He built the different levels of diving 

platforms and He is the one challenging us to try them all. He is not asking us to move up 

to the highest platform on our first day at the pool. He knows we are inexperienced and 

need to learn some things, not only for our own safety, but to not dishonor His name as 

our Coach. God doesn’t want us running up ahead of what He is teaching us to prove to 

the world that we are not afraid. We are afraid, and our fear will show and will discredit 

His teaching if we are not filled with His peace. 

Those that dive from the highest platform show no signs of fear. I have watched their 

faces. They are concentrated on what they are being called to do in that moment. They 

are not thinking about anything else. They have a job to do, and they have practiced and 

practiced to get to this point. They want to make their Coach proud of all that He has 

taught them and continues to teach them through each event on their scheduled path of 

competition. Even as they dive, He instructs them as to what changes need to be made for 

the next dive, and how they performed on the last dive. He does not belittle their efforts, 

but encourages them each step of the way, and cheers them on when they do well. 
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The crowd watches. They know that what the divers are attempting to do most people 

cannot do. Most would not want that “job.” They would rather sit and watch. But the 

divers enjoy the challenge, and they know that after all their training, and all the time 

spent in the diving environment, they are ready. They are ready to dive from as high as is 

required into the deepest part of the pool and come up a winner! They have come too far 

for fear to stop them now. Their Coach has taught them too much. They trust in all that 

they have learned and they are ready to display it to the world. 

There are other divers at the event also--from all walks of life, from all religious 

backgrounds and from all nationalities. That is the world we live in. The others divers 

will wonder if their training has been the best training, or if another country’s coaches 

were more knowledgeable about the skills needed for the perfect dive? Was there a better 

way that they could have been trained that would have made them a stronger more 

efficient diver? Only the end results of the competition will reveal the answers to those 

questions. Who comes out the winner? Who walks away with the Gold Medal? Who runs 

into their Coach’s arms when all is said and done to hear the words they long to hear, 

“Well done!”  

Some will practice their entire diving career in the wrong gym, diving into the wrong 

pool, practicing the wrong skills. When called into competition on that final day, they 

will wonder why they have not come out a winner, but soon enough it will become very 

obvious to all who are watching. Their coach was not the one they should have listened 

to. He was not telling the truth. They should have looked for The Coach who could lead 

them to victory, the one who loved them on their worst days of diving and on their best. 
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The One who encouraged them and brought them along at a pace that was perfect for 

their personality. The One who would have never given up on them as long as they kept 

coming to the pool—even if it took until they were 85 years old to get it “right” because 

right was not what the Coach was looking for. He was not even looking for talent. He 

was looking for those with a willing heart, those that would surrender to His teaching and 

live their “diving lives” under His guidance.  He was looking for those who would not 

give up, but use the challenges and hardships of life to drive them “even deeper into 

God’s kingdom.” 

I hope I have not lost you as we ventured through the world of “diving” while looking 

into this second passage of Jesus’ teaching, “for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” I truly 

believe that God can use everything we see, touch, taste, feel, experience, etc…on this 

earth to teach us His truths. I believe that God has me writing this book during the 

Olympics because He knows what I love, and I love to watch the Olympics. When they 

are on, the remote control belongs to me. You women out there know what a miracle that 

is! For the most part, I don’t even know how to operate our T.V., but my husband has set 

it up these last two weeks so that I can get to the Olympic programming as quickly as 

possible. I know that he is glad to see this day come, because today we will watch the 

Closing Ceremonies and the remote control will once again be passed over to him.  

In writing this book, God has allowed me to use many of the things I have seen during 

the Olympics as part of the lessons He is teaching me through Jesus’ words on the 

mountain with His disciples. The Words we read in our Bibles today of Jesus’ Sermon on 
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the Mount has been put into a language we can understand. The words Jesus used then 

were words that those at that time and in that culture could understand.  

God knows I love and understand sports enough that He is able to teach me His principles 

through them. I can relate to the thrill of competition and the hard work that is involved 

in winning a Gold Medal, and I think that pleases Him—that I see Him in everything, 

even sporting events. He wants to be the most important part of everything we do, think, 

feel and say. He doesn’t want us to just find Him sitting in a church pew on Sunday 

morning. That is not where He lives. He lives in our hearts and we should be aware that 

He is with us wherever we go, every single day of our lives, in all that we do. There is no 

secular vs. religious when Jesus lives in your heart. He is in all of it, and understanding 

that is the only way to live each day victoriously, through all the ups and downs… 

“…for theirs is the kingdom of heaven.” 
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Chapter Eighteen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS NOTHIN 

Blessed are you when people insult you, persecute you,  

and falsely say all kinds of evil against you because of me.  

Rejoice and be glad, because great is your reward in heaven…  

Matthew 5:11-12 

I wanted to quit writing this book yesterday. I wanted to just stop… it seemed such a 

crazy, far-fetched worthless idea to even attempt such a challenge. What was I thinking 

anyway? What was I trying to “prove?” Who will care one iota about anything I have 

written here, or even take the time to read it? There is just no reason to go on…but I did. 

My husband wanted to quit yesterday too. He has been reading over each day’s writing 

when he comes in from work, but yesterday, he had had enough. It seemed to make no 

sense to him; he didn’t want to read anymore. He was getting tired, and the Enemy was 

trying his last ditch effort to put a stop to this book being finished. My husband wanted to 

say let’s forget it…but he didn’t. 

The Enemy will try to destroy our lives. He will lie to us and discourage us whenever we 

attempt to spread the Good News of Jesus Christ. We can expect no less than that from 

him, and if we are not aware of his tactics, we will quit before we reach the goal God is 

calling us to. My husband and I have seen his tactics before, so we ignored them, and we 
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continued on. Now I have only one chapter left to write, this one. It is not the last chapter 

in the book because as I told you, the last chapter of this book was written days ago. God 

set it out there in front of me as encouragement to keep going. The challenge has almost 

been completed. Unbelievable! Most would say it could not be done. Writing 19 chapters, 

approximately 200 pages and around 60,000 words in six days. Yes, I’m working on 

Sunday and I’ll enjoy a day of rest tomorrow! 

I feel as if I am just finishing up the biggest exhale of my life, and when tomorrow starts 

a new day, I will start breathing in all the new lessons that God has waiting for me just 

around the corner. How refreshing this has been…how refreshing that will be! 

What will I take with me when tomorrow comes?  

What will you take with you when you finish reading this book?  

What will be lasting? 

This morning in church the Pastor’s message was entitled, “The Only Thing That Lasts.” 

Sitting there listening to his words, I knew that nothing lasts forever except the Promises 

of God. I knew that this book would one day be gone. If Jesus comes tonight, this book 

would no longer be needed. What is written on these pages will be unnecessary. Believers 

will leave behind everything when they enter the gates of heaven, we just won’t need it 

anymore.  

But there’s something more here than typing letters on a page. There’s something more 

than just a book that is starting to take shape as each chapter is completed. There are life 

lesson’s going on and eternal truths being shared. These things will not pass away. What 
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God does in our hearts is eternal. As we walk with Him each day and are obedient to His 

call on our lives, we’ll grow in our relationship with Him. That we can take with us 

through the gates of heaven!  

I’m not just working on a manuscript that may be published one day. That is the least 

important point of all of this. If I threw this manuscript away when I am finished, I would 

still keep the most important part of it…the lessons it has taught me. What God is doing 

here is far bigger than this book. He is saying, “Impossible is Nothing” to Me. When you 

put your life in My hands, I will guide you, direct you, challenge you and be with you 

always. I will provide whatever you need to accomplish whatever it is I am asking you to 

do. Don’t let anything stand in your way, not the lies of the Enemy, not the ways of the 

world, nothing!! We’re in this together and together, you will stand strong! 

Most times, God starts out small, just so we can get our feet wet. He’ll start us out on the 

low spring board before He takes us up on the platform—but through each step of the 

way, He will teach us all that we will need to know to survive until He sends His Son 

back to earth to bring us home.  

When I started writing three years ago on a steady basis, it was very difficult to be so 

open with my readers. I hated being transparent. It killed me at times. I didn’t want to 

share my whole heart with others; I thought everyone would think I was crazy! And why 

would they want to read it anyway? But God was calling me to do something that was 

uncomfortable; not only for my own healing, but to help those who had the same 
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emotions I did but were not able to express them as easily. So many said, “That’s just 

how I feel.” So many thanked me for my honesty.  

As time went on, it got easier. Yes, there were those who would ask to be removed from 

my e-mail list--that was to be expected, but really, most people were very kind. They let 

me pour my heart out and share my darkest days. They cried along with me after I had 

cried my way through writing it. They supported me and loved me, and helped me heal. 

Through it all, God has taught me that being transparent is not a bad thing, it is a good 

thing. Even if there is some persecution, it is worth it because in the long run it helps 

more people than it hurts me in doing it.  

In most ways, I am a very private person. God has transformed me from the inside out. 

He has taken a shy little girl who tried to be tough, and turned me into a woman whose 

heart is touched when another hurts and who will stand up before a crowd and tell of the 

wonderful things God has done! Those are miracles in the making! Miracles! 

This is not only a book. This book is a tool that God is using for much greater things. 

He’s performing heart transformations, mine and yours, if you are reading this. The 

books we write, the music we compose, the food we serve to the poor, whatever it is we 

are doing in the name of the Lord is not about the “work” at all, it is about what God is 

doing in our hearts and the hearts of those we are working with that matters most. That is, 

“The Only Thing That Lasts.” 

We can have our fun and write our books, work in the church office, develop some sort 

of ministry, visit the sick, whatever it is, and know that we are not out to conquer the 
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world. It has been conquered by Jesus Christ on Calvary. We are only here to know God 

more each day, and be obedient to His will in all things so that in the process, we will 

grow to know Him more…that is the only thing that will matter when all is said and 

done. Knowing Him! 

We don’t have much time in the fast-paced world we live in to really get to know a lot of 

people. We have a lot of acquaintances and lots of people we would probably call friends, 

but how many people have we really taken the time to sit with to get to know them past 

the wife and kids, the job’s they do and the latest illness in the family? How many people 

do we sit with for hours on end, listening to their heart—a heart that is filled with dreams 

and disappointments and stories of who God is in their lives? 

I had a dream once. I was in a very, very large building, so large that the ends of it sort of 

curved around and faded out of sight. The building was filled with people sitting shoulder 

to shoulder at long tables. It was a celebration of some sort, and we were all talking to 

each other. We all knew each other. I was sitting across from a woman with dark hair. I 

do not know who she was. I remember in the dream that we sat and talked for a long time 

and I started to get sort of antsy, you know how we do…we’ve got someplace else to be 

or other people at the party that we’d like to spend some time with before it’s time to go 

home. Only in this dream, I realized that I had forever…in this dream I realized that I 

could sit and talk with this woman for a week, or even a year, and then move on to the 

next person and talk with them for two years if I wanted to. It might take 10,000 years to 

talk with everyone at this party, but that did not matter. As the song says, when we’ve 

been there 10,000 years, we’ve only just begun. I think I was dreaming of how it would 
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be in heaven, the heaven I pictured in my mind, the one where I would never be hurried 

out of another lunch date again in the middle of a great conversation. We could share our 

hearts for a year if that is what it required…but maybe that’s just a woman’s idea of 

heaven! Yours might include endless golf courses! 

The point I’m trying to get to here is that it is all about relationship. It is all about our 

hearts--not our minds, not our busyness and not our church duties or the books we might 

write. That is all going to pass away. It’s all part of the lessons we’re learning in 

“Kindergarten.” But we won’t be taking our colored crayons with us, or our napping 

blankets or the finger-painting we did last week for our moms’… the only thing we’ll be 

taking with us into the first grade and into the rest of our lives and into eternity is what 

we learned about the Teacher.   

When we’ve taken the time to get to know the Teacher, we will have gained the greatest 

knowledge known to mankind. To know the Creator, is to understand the creation. When 

the creation is understood, we will see where it (we) falls in the grand scheme of things 

and be able to relax in that and enjoy it for what it was intended to be.  

We won’t be upset when people insult us because we’re the “Teacher’s pet.” We won’t 

go crying to our mommy’s when the other kids say unkind things to us and do bad things 

to us on the playground. We will look up from the place we’ve been pushed to on the 

ground and know that the Teacher is watching and justice will be served on the last day 

of Kindergarten. We just need to be patient. We will know that there are rewards for our 

faithfulness to the Teacher and they will be handed out when the time is right.  



 
Page 183 of 202 

Impossible Is Nothing 

The Teacher always reminds us that we are not the first class to come through here, and 

those that have gone before us also had their own bullies to face and unkind things said 

about them. They too had to learn to depend on the Teacher for all things. No one has 

gotten through Kindergarten without difficulty, but some depended on the Teacher’s help 

more than others. Some won’t even look at the Teacher. They are too busy thinking about 

the first grade, or yelling at those who get in their way, to pay much attention to anything 

else. They’re not enjoying Kindergarten at all. They’re missing the whole point of even 

being in Kindergarten. 

Are we missing out on the whole point of walking each day on this earth? Have we 

forgotten what we’re doing here? Most of us have. We’ve gotten so busy doing what 

we’re doing that we don’t even know why we’re doing it anymore. Sometimes it takes 

something huge to get our attention, to make us turn around and take a look at where 

we’ve been and where we’re going so we can then decide if this is really the direction we 

want to be going in?  

Sometimes this is called a mid-life crisis. The sad part is, a lot of times mid-life crisis’s 

result in marriages that get left behind, minivans being traded in for a sports car built for 

two, and the passenger seats that are then filled with someone new to ride into the next 

few years with. It might seem like a “fun” time in our lives, but eventually we’ll wonder 

what we have done and we’ll look back at what we had and wonder what might have 

been had we worked with the lives we had been given, and turned them into our dreams 

instead of following the lies that drew us away. 
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Sometimes when huge things happen in our lives, it does not cause a mid-life crisis but a 

spiritual crisis. We had been moving along just fine, on cruise control, and we hit a bump 

in the road. Our “cruise control” went out and there’s a big hole in the gas tank now. 

What fueled us before is no longer working. We’ve pulled over, wondering what kind of 

repairs need to be made to keep us going, but it doesn’t look like it’s going to be easy. 

We have to spend a lot of time in the “Repair Shop” with just the right Mechanic to get 

the job done. Our “breakdown” is the very thing that we needed to propel us into our 

future with a clearer direction in mind and a real reason for even being on the road. 

My husband and I hit a bump in the road eight years ago when our son was diagnosed 

with Leukemia. During his years of treatment, we tried patching up the damage and going 

on with our lives, but that’s not why God was trying to get our attention. He wanted more 

than our casual look His way from time to time, He wanted our full attention.  

He changed the course of our lives when he opened the gates of heaven and ushered our 

son through them. We said our good-byes and started out on a whole new journey, 

through grief and beyond. That journey has brought us to today, and we are more excited 

about what lies ahead than ever before in our lives. We held onto the minivan through all 

the trials, we didn’t walk away from the marriage to follow the lies--we have survived to 

date because God has been so very good to us, and we are learning to keep our eyes on 

Him every step of the way. It hasn’t been easy. In fact, it’s been very tough! I don’t want 

to go back and take that “course” over!  
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I used to wonder why God would bring two such opposite people together to make this 

journey through life. It didn’t make a whole lot of sense sometimes, and my husband and 

I could have walked away from our marriage shaking our heads saying, “No wonder it 

didn’t work. We didn’t have a thing in common.” It was tempting, but God seemed to 

always provide the way of escape we needed to avert such disaster. (1 Corinthians 10:13) 

If not for the grace of God, we would probably now be married to other people, perhaps 

have more children, and be living in Somewhere, U.S.A.  

Instead, we have discovered that opposite’s work perfectly in the Kingdom of God. 

We’ve see that two opposite halves form a united whole, and so much more can be 

accomplished that way. When you learn not to fight about the differences, the differences 

start to bless your life.  

Because my husband and I are opposites, we are able use the different gifts God has 

given us to glorify Him in an even greater way than we would be able to do on our own. 

Because my best friend and I are opposites, we motivate and encourage each other in the 

areas that we are weak in. God puts us together to work together, to “play well” together 

and learn to get along--to be friends, and most importantly, to get to know the Teacher 

while we’re here. 

I’ve done my homework for the week, completing it in plenty of time. I have put my nose 

to the grindstone to get it done and enjoyed the experience of the last six days. I’m home 

free, with only a few corrections and printing left to do. 
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I received this assignment just six days ago. I didn’t cry out, “That’s unfair! I didn’t know 

about it. I need more time!” Instead, I embraced the challenge and ran with it--not fearing 

the risk of failure, but looking forward to watching God’s miracles unfold. It has been an 

awesome time of writing. Now it’s time to print it out and send it off--then spend some 

time resting in the plans of God. 

He has truly shown me that “Impossible is Nothing,” and when I face the next big 

challenge in my life, I will take what I learned from this lesson and apply it to the next, 

knowing… 

“Blessed are you when people insult you, persecute you and falsely say all kinds of things 

against you because of me. Rejoice and be glad, because great is your reward in 

heaven…” 
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Chapter Nineteen 

IMPOSSIBLE IS NOTHING !! 

Matthew 5:1-11 

Now when he saw the crowds, he went up on a mountainside and sat down.  

His disciples came to him and be began to teach them, saying: 

Blessed are the poor in spirit,  

for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 

Blessed are those who mourn, 

for they will be comforted. 

Blessed are the meek, 

for they will inherit the earth. 

Blessed are those who hunger 

and thirst for righteousness 

for they will be filled. 

Blessed are the merciful, 

for they will be shown mercy. 

Blessed are the pure in heart, 

for they will see God. 

Blessed are the peacemakers, 

for they will be called sons of God. 

Blessed are those who are persecuted because of righteousness, 
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for theirs is the kingdom of heaven. 

Blessed are you when people insult you, persecute you and  

falsely say all kinds of evil against you because of me. 

As I write this final chapter, I have not as yet finished the book. I am only about half way 

through it but I sense God calling me to once again follow His lead through this and not 

my own. So I begin this morning putting the finishing touches on a book that is not yet 

finished.  

As I began to write this book, I was intrigued with the title of the contest, “What Is In 

Your Head?” I knew there was a lot in my head, but would it be possible to put it down 

on paper in just one short week?  

In talking with my brother Steve yesterday, he encouraged me to read Jeremiah 32:17 

which says, “Ah, Sovereign Lord, you have made the heavens and the earth by your great 

power and outstretched arm. Nothing is too hard for you.” I turned there this morning as I 

started my day with prayer, thinking about this challenge. That was exactly what I needed 

to hear as I began day four of writing this book--the halfway point. 

It seems an overwhelming task to complete this if I even begin to think that I am the one 

writing it. Does anyone have that much to say in such a short of a period of time that 

anyone would want to read? But I continue to write as God fills me with the words.  

Sometimes as I write, I come to a place where I just stop and laugh. I have no idea what 

will come next, so I laugh at myself for the ludicrousness of such a challenge. How can 
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one write a book when there is no pre-planned idea of what will come next? Only God 

can do this through me. On my own, I would fail. 

My brother Rick called me while I was writing on the first day. The first thing I said to 

him was, “Pray for me.” He was actually calling me for prayer being that he was in the 

middle of writing two songs in one day. The miracle I was working on was in need of 

prayer. The miracle he was working on also needed God’s guidance to complete it.  

We encouraged each other and he read a section of a great book he’s in the middle of--a 

John Eldridge book. (You will see more about this author later in this chapter!) In this 

book he read how crazy it was that God sent Moses back into Egypt where his people 

were held prisoner to talk with Pharaoh and ask him to set them free. How outlandish was 

that? He read of the craziness of having a group of people walk around the walls of 

Jericho for seven days until they fell down. I mean, God quite obviously does not do 

things the way we would expect for them to be done, i.e., writing the last chapter of this 

book when I am only halfway through the contents. 

In this conversation with my brother, he also told me he had been watching a movie with 

his son, Micah, called “Field of Dreams.” This is a wonderful yet somewhat far-fetched 

movie about baseball and building a field of dreams right on his property. The character 

in the movie kept hearing a voice say, “If you build it, they will come.” I remember that 

line from having watched the movie a few times myself. Any movie that includes sports, 

usually, becomes a favorite of mine, especially baseball. This was one movie I loved.  
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While watching the movie, my brother felt it impressed upon his heart to tell me I should 

watch the movie also. After our conversation about it, we wondered if that was all there 

was to it. Maybe we were just to talk it over, because God was telling me, “If you write 

it, they will publish it.” I don’t know the answer to that as yet, but I will write it, as you 

can see! 

We ended our conversation promising to pray for each other, and both encouraged with 

the wonder of God and how He works through our lives when we open ourselves up to 

the challenges He puts in our paths.  

I can feel the prayers being offered in my direction this week as I write. As I pray through 

the names of God, which I do almost daily, and I came upon Jehovah Nissi, the Lord my 

Banner, I was encouraged. This name of the Lord comes from the story found in Exodus 

17 when Moses instructed Joshua to go out and fight the Amalekites. During the battle, 

Moses, Aaron and Hur went to the top of the hill. As long as Moses held up his hands 

with the staff of God, the Israelites (Joshua) were winning, but if Moses lowered his 

hands, the Amalekites were winning. Of course Moses’ hands grew tired, so Aaron and 

Hur stepped in and with one on one side of Moses, and one on the other, they held his 

hands up until sunset. Needless to say, Joshua overcame the Amalekite army!  

The Lord then asked Moses to, “Write this on a scroll as something to be remembered…” 

(Verse 14) “Moses built an altar and called it The Lord is my Banner. He said, ‘For hands 

were lifted up to the throne of the Lord.’” (Verse 15) 
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We cannot survive in this world alone. We need God, and we need others who will lift us 

up in prayer. We need prayer through the hard times in life, through the challenging times 

in life, and also through every day of our lives. Sometimes, God in all His goodness even 

has people praying for us when they are not sure what the problem even is. 

My good friend, Linette, called me a week or so ago. She said I was heavy on her heart 

and she sensed I needed prayers! She had been praying for me for about three days when 

we finally spoke. She said that it did not seem to be a physical problem I was having as 

much as it was emotional. When I talked with her, I begin to think back over the last 

three days, and then I remembered, I had been struggling with waves of grief three nights 

ago. It had been a while since I had been so tortured by the death of our son, and I 

remember lying in bed with the thought that if I allowed my mind to go where it was 

tempted, it seemed it might drive me to insanity.  

I am very accustomed to the Enemy putting those thoughts in my head as I try to go to 

sleep at night. I know that when I am tired, that is when I am most vulnerable, but this 

night was like I was once again back in the beginning days of grief. Somehow, some 

way, as only God understands, He let my friend know that I needed her prayers at that 

moment, and in the days that followed. She had been obedient to that call, and I came 

through it just fine. 

I don’t know how this works and I don’t know what would have happened if she had not 

taken the time to pray for me at that moment, but I know that I am grateful for her 

obedience to the call. I believe that prayer warriors, of whom she is one, will not see 
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many of their rewards until they arrive in heaven. Who knows what they have spared us 

from when they will take the time to pray for us? Only God, but I am grateful to have 

friends like that. 

The Lord my Banner…others are holding me up in prayer as I type away here in my RV. 

Others are excited to see what God will do through this challenge, and the challenge will 

continue on for the next few days. It excites me to see it being brought to fruition before 

my eyes, and as I think again on the question, “What Is In Your Head,” I realize that what 

I write is not what is in my head as much as it is “What Is In My Heart.” What I write is 

not head knowledge. I cannot live my life anymore by what I think and what I feel. If I 

did that, my life would be destroyed. What I think is, “I miss my son,” and what I feel is, 

“I want him back.” What my heart says is, “I miss my son, but God is so much greater 

than what I could even have imagined through it all.”  

As He heals this heart of mine, I will praise Him and devote my life to Him. I will be 

obedient to His call no matter how crazy it may seem to the rest of the world and I will 

always remember to turn back to one of my favorite parts of Scripture in Isaiah 8:11-14 

(NLT) where it says, “The Lord has said to me in the strongest terms. ‘Do not think like 

everyone else does. Do not be afraid that some plan conceived behind closed doors will 

be the end of you. Do not fear anything except the Lord Almighty. He alone is the Holy 

One. If you fear him, you need fear nothing else. He will keep you safe.’”  

How can we lose with a statement like that? There’s just no way. I read this often. I have 

put it to memory. I quote it when I ride my motorcycle and the world might think it’s 
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crazy for a 40-plus year old woman to take up motorcycle riding. I quote it when I think 

that the future we are moving into might be thwarted by those who reject what we are 

called to do. I quote it when I start to question most anything out of fear, reminding 

myself that there is nothing to fear except the Lord Almighty. He will keep me safe. 

There are such awesome passages like this in the Bible that God has given us to hold on 

to. What would we be without our Instruction Manuel for life? Where would our minds 

wander to on those nights when the Enemy is intent on torturing us with thoughts that 

could drive us insane? Where would we be without friends and family who hold us up in 

prayer when a challenge is set before us like none we have ever attempted before? Yes, I 

have a very grateful heart. 

As the days passed, and the writing continued, I found myself looking out our bathroom 

window during a short break. I had seen the scene out this window many, many times, 

but on this day, something changed. I really saw what I had been looking at. As I had 

taken a moment or two to walk away from my laptop, I was again thinking to myself 

what a crazy idea this was, and how it really didn’t matter what the results were, the most 

important thing would be that I had taken on the challenge I believe God set before me, 

and I had followed through with it until it was finished. I had allowed Him to increase my 

faith in what I can do when He is in control of my life and the things that He calls me to 

do. And then it was like He said, “Do you see what that trailer across the way has written 

on it?” I really looked at it for the first time, and in big bold letters was the word, “Gold.” 

I smiled to myself, as it seemed God was saying, “You’re going for the Gold.”  
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How many times had I glanced at the trailer and seen those words but not paid any 

attention to what they really said? Many times, but not on this day. On this day God 

wanted me to see the message that was right outside my bathroom window through His 

eyes.  

Now being that Spanish is not a language I know much about, I had not yet 

comprehended the other word that was written further down on the trailer just out my 

window. I know that God is the Alpha and the Omega, I have heard that, but still, I 

believe it did not sink in until God allowed me to “see” it through His eyes. For you see, 

the maker of this trailer was not simply, “Gold,” but “Alfa Gold.” (Alfa is Spanish for 

Alpha.) I don’t think I’ll ever see one of those brands of RV’s again and not think about 

what God was teaching me here this week. 

Until God opened my eyes that He is the Alpha and the Omega, it had failed to sink into 

my brain. I saw “Alfa” as being green…I know it sounds strange but without God 

opening my eyes to what it was, I kept thinking Alfalfa, not Alpha. I believe that we will 

not see things clearly, as God wants us to see them, until He takes the scales from our 

eyes as He has done this week with the view out my bathroom window. And even more 

scales fell from my eyes with the word Alpha. I smile when I think how like God it is, 

considering that this book is being written during the last week of the 2004 Olympics in 

Athens, Greece.  
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I just love how God puts everything together perfectly! It’s exciting to live each day in 

expectation of that happening with all things! Nothing is out of place in God’s order of 

things and there are fun surprises each day! 

As we have made our way through the Beatitudes together, I hope and pray that we will 

all come away with something we have not seen before. I hope that God has taken the 

scales from our eyes with these lessons. I do not write because I know any more than 

anyone else who is in an intimate relationship with our Savior. I write because God calls 

me to write what He is teaching me.  

Sometimes He teaches me things by allowing me to experience them first, learn the 

lesson, and then share them. Sometimes He doesn’t actually teach me the lesson ahead of 

time. He says, “Start typing, and I will teach you as we go along here together.” 

Sometimes when I ask Him for clarification on a certain passage of Scripture He will say, 

“Write a song, and I’ll teach you through the words of the song.” (My brother and I are 

writing music together.) God is never boring, never the same, and just when I think I am 

remotely close to figuring out how He does things, He really mixes things up and comes 

in through a door I never even knew was there! So, I have been learning along with you 

and I’m enjoying the journey! 

As I thought over the meaning and the purpose behind this book, it seemed that it was a 

cleansing of not only all that was, “In my head” but especially what was “On my heart.” 

Three years ago this month, my son’s health was failing him for the last time. I remember 

a day, and it very possibly it could have been in August of 2001, when he was sitting on 
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the couch in our living room. He was not feeling particularly well. I don’t remember how 

our conversation got started but I remember telling him that he may not feel better as the 

days went on. We are so used to times when we are sick, knowing that it will pass and we 

will feel good again soon. He had been through years of those episodes, chemo 

treatments, down times, and then up times again. This was not one of those times. This 

was the time when it might very possibly be all-downhill from here.  

I wanted him to be aware of that, and I hope that I put it to him as gently as possible, but 

what I said was, “If there is anything you want to do, we should do it.” He said, “Mom, 

there’s only one thing left that I want to do, and that is go to the Monterey Bay Aquarium 

and we are doing that on Friday.” He seemed satisfied.  

We had taken our boys to Hawaii the final year of Phil’s life. That was a dream of his. 

We had been to theme parks and Phil even swam with a Manatee on a visit to Florida. 

We had taken Phil and his best friend on a cruise for his 15th birthday and he had lived 

long enough to see the release of “Planet of the Apes,” which he really wanted to see. It 

seemed he had a “list” of things he wanted to accomplish, and he had pretty much been 

able to cross everything off that list that was important to him. I knew there was one thing 

left though that loomed out in the future, but in being honest with himself, he didn’t put it 

on the list.  

The movie, “Spiderman” was to be released in the Spring of 2002...he knew the chance 

of living until the release of that movie was beyond what he could expect unless God 

healed him from his disease. I believe he quietly resigned himself to the possibility that 
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he might miss seeing “Spiderman.” He died in the Fall of 2001, one week before 

Thanksgiving.  

On the day Phil died, my friend, Lilia, stopped by our house. She handed me a book that 

God had impressed upon her heart that I should read. It was a difficult day, to say the 

least, and I was not able to receive her or the book in a very gracious manner. I thanked 

her for the book, and returned to Phil’s room as quickly as possible. I wanted to be by his 

side more than anything else, which she completely understood. I know she felt that she 

had “intruded” on my time with Phil, and also wondered if she had heard God correctly 

when she sensed God directing her to bring me that book on that day. I know now that 

she had.  

The book she brought me was by John Eldridge, entitled “Windows of the Soul.” I read it 

through shortly after Phil died but I’m not even sure when, but then I read it through 

again nine months after Phil was gone. I realized the importance then of what God was 

doing on Phil’s final day on this earth and how He had used my friend to help me in the 

transition from Phil’s death to the life God was now calling me into.  

The book she brought me is about John Eldridge becoming a writer. For three years he 

wrote his heart out, their money dwindled and he started to get discouraged. Nothing was 

happening, he began to wonder if writing was really what he was called to do, but he 

persevered. Anyone who has read any of John Eldridge’s books has to know that he is 

right in following God into this calling on his life. He is an awesome author! I have 
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gained many great insights from what he has written, but his book, “Windows of the 

Soul,” has truly been an inspiration to me personally. 

When I look back, because hindsight is so much clearer than foresight, I see God’s plan 

unfolding. On the day my son died, God was placing in my hands, through a friend, my 

future. My future as a writer. He was saying, “This part of your life is ending now, I’m 

leading you into something new. Follow Me.”  

I didn’t know my son was dying on that Wednesday in November. I sat on my bed that 

very morning and prayed to God, “I don’t know how much longer this will go on. A day 

or even a month, but God give me the strength to do what I have do to.” Then I walked 

into my son’s room and spent his last day on earth with him. About 7 p.m. that night, my 

son got up, with help, and went into the bathroom for the last time. As he crawled back 

into bed, sweating profusely and out of breath, he looked at me and said, “Mom, this is 

too hard. I don’t want to do this anymore. Can we ask God?” I told him we could, and the 

two of us prayed together that God would take him home. Three hours later, we said our 

final good-byes. 

God knew when Lilia came by that Phil would soon be with Him. I did not. Lilia did not. 

But God was in control and He was in the details of that day, as He is on every other day 

of our lives. 

I have no idea as I write this book whether it is “Gold Medal” material or not. I only 

know that God is in it, and that my heart is being cleansed as I write it--perhaps cleansed 

from all that has happened in the last three years.  
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If I remember correctly, it took John Eldridge three years to see anything happen with his 

writing. He wrote his heart out, and then God passed by--just as God passed by Moses in 

the cleft of the rock. Moses didn’t see God coming, but He saw that He had passed by. 

We don’t usually see God coming as we wait on Him, but we always know when God 

has passed by, because we see the results of all that He has done. 

The last three years have been a time of trial and a time of great lessons. Those lessons 

are contained in my heart, and my heart is bursting with all the good things of God. There 

is no studying needed to write this book, the studying has been done for three years 

plus… The things I share here are things that God has buried deep in my heart by living 

through them. I write what God has taught me and I know that what He has left to teach 

me is endless. If He allows me to continue writing about those lessons, I will never run 

out of “material” to put on paper. It is an awesome and enjoyable calling! 

Corrie ten Boom was not a young woman when the Nazi’s imprisoned her and her sister 

in a concentration camp as a punishment for hiding the Jews in their home. Up until that 

time, it seems to me, her life was pretty normal. Then, God passed by. She didn’t see Him 

coming, she didn’t know that her whole life was about to change and that she would lose 

her sister in a most horrific way.  

What happened after the war was not something she had ever planned, but she became an 

author, an inspirational speaker and a world-renowned Christian leader. If anyone had 

told her when she lived her seemingly normal life before the war what the rest of her life 
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would be like, she would have thought they were out of their minds. Who, her? No way, 

no how.  

She was probably a quiet woman with a quiet faith and she had probably never even 

traveled far from the place she was born. (I’m not sure of these facts, but possibly this is 

the way it was.) When God passed by, her whole life changed. It was not that she did not 

have heartaches from her past, or even missing that consumed her soul, but the rest of her 

life was not concentrated on what was, but what was to be with God as her Shepherd. She 

was part of His flock, and she recognized His voice. She followed Him into all the 

remaining days of her life. 

God passed by in my life, and each day it seems I see that He has been here again. I long 

to follow in His footsteps and learn of all His ways. The only way to do that is to totally 

abandon myself to His calling and dismiss anything that says, “This is impossible. Don’t 

even attempt it.” Although the slogan from the Adidas’ billboards sounds a bit 

backwards, it is an awesome truth that all of us can hold on to… “Impossible is Nothing.”  

I see this coming true for athletes who are competing in events where they break Olympic 

Records and World Records seemingly daily. How much faster can a human being swim 

or run before they have reached the limits of what is possible? How much higher can a 

man or woman jump, or how much longer can they jump, before the limits of what is 

humanly possible are achieved? It remains to be seen. 
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What can a human being accomplish in life when “Impossible is Nothing” to the God 

who leads them? When seas can be parted, and a man called Peter can walk on water, 

what can we really label as, “Impossible?”  

We may live in a world where gravity is a fact, where time is actual and the dimensions 

we live in have been set since the beginning of the world, but we also must realize that 

this is not all there is. This is only a small part of the grand total--God is so much more, 

and we are part of His family. We will live in the confines of this world only so long, and 

then we will be set free as our spirits soar to heights we cannot yet imagine.  

This is only the beginning, the kindergarten, the sand box… Let’s embrace it, enjoy it, 

learn from it, and reach for the “Gold” even when the whole world “boos” us and 

“whistles” at us and tries to distract us from all that we have been called to do. Then, just 

as the American 200-meter runners did, we can come in first, second and third, taking all 

the medals Home on the final day of competition. We can hand them to our Father and 

say, “Look what You have done! Thank you for letting me be a part of it! I have enjoyed 

the life You blessed me with!”  

Hopefully we will then hear the words, 

“Well done, good and faithful servant! You have been faithful with a few things; I will 

put you in charge of many things. Come and share your master's happiness!”  

Matthew 25:21 

THE BEGINNING! 


