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“God is great, and therefore he will be sought: he
is good, and therefore he will be found.”
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INTRODUCTION

EVERY DAY, ALL AROUND Us there is indisputable evidence
of God’s love, power, and presence in our lives. In ways that are both
miraculous and commonplace, He intervenes to reveal Himself.

After many intimate experiences in my own life, which I could
only attribute to supernatural encounters with God Himself, I
began referring to these events as Winks from God. As I shared
my Winks from God with those around me, I was taken aback
at how often people responded by telling me their own Winks
from God. My surprise quickly turned to excitement and one
thing led to another until one day I found myself writing the
book you are now holding.

In addition to a number of my own stories, I interviewed many
celebrities and included theirs as well. These stories are about
all kinds of different people: singers, actors, authors, politicians,
sports figures, and people of prominence from the business world.
Some of these people I had met before; others I had the pleasure
of meeting for the first time. I was introduced to many through
mutual acquaintances and others I contacted through agents,
managers, and publicists. Each story begins with biographical
details about the contributor and interesting information about
the interview.

The unveiling of these amazing occurrences in our lives seems
to become manifest with more frequency as we become more
adept at developing the ability to notice. Whether it be through
the first cry of a newborn baby, a tumor that has mysteriously
disappeared, the multicolored magnificence of a sunset, an
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unexpected job promotion, seeing an impossible situation brought
to order, or the simple embrace of someone you love—everywhere
we turn, God’s personal and interactive participation in our lives
is undeniable.

We can be assured that in everything God is in control and
that He not only sees the big picture, He painted it. He has a
plan and a purpose for each of us. Before He ever hung the first
star, He knew of us and knew we would be where we are right
now, in this place and at this time. Nothing is by chance or by
accident. God goes before us and orders our steps. He has never
been taken by surprise or caught off guard. He is our constant
advocate, faithfully interceding on our behalf. He devotedly
works all things together for our good in all circumstances.

It’s an amazing thought that, with a request merely whispered
from our lips, we can commune one-on-one with the God
who spoke the universe into existence. Regardless of our
circumstances, He offers peace that surpasses understanding, joy
beyond measure, contentment in all things, grace that is more
than sufficient, truth that endures to all generations, goodness and
mercy that will follow us all the days of our lives, unconditional
love that never changes and never fails, and abundant answers
for every issue of life.

Since we are all works-in-progress, we can know that nothing
we go through is ever wasted or without meaning. I’ve learned
that as we are immersed in the seasons of life, rather than being
perplexed, we can come through them enriched, energized, and
possessing greater insight.

Anyone can become privy to these dazzling glimpses into God’s
sovereign design. The key is to pay attention so we don’t miss
anything. One thing I know for certain: There is always plenty
going on.

Some Winks from God are conclusive; we can see a beginning
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and an end. Yet sometimes we see only a few small pieces to a larger
puzzle. We can’t always know the ending to all of our experiences
because sometimes key details remain hidden from our view.

God reveals to us all we need to know, as the details become
pertinent to His plan and purpose for us. As we witness certain
revelations, these events can be used to encourage us, to let us
know we’re on the right path, to assure us we have not been
forgotten, or simply to remind us that He knows and loves us.

Every second of every day, I am in awe of this Author of my life.
I’m constantly inspired by an ever increasing number of events
whereby the only way to make sense of what has happened is to
acknowledge, once again, many more spectacular examples in a
rich and endless reservoir of Winks from God.






CANTALOUPE

Because contemporary Christian artist Babbie Mason and I are
best friends and have also cowritten so many songs togetl'ler, we
are often asked how we met.

I know that most people expect to hear that we met at a
women’s retreat . . . at a prayer breakfast . .. atan a”—day sing-
a—long ... or on the fortieth day of a forty—(lay fastata spiritual
warfare conference. I smile each time as I watch their facial

expressions while we tell our tale.

IT WAS A HOT SUMMER DAY and I was headed to the corner
grocery with one mission in mind—to find the sweetest,
coldest, juiciest cantaloupe I could, and to enthusiastically devour
it with gusto.

AsIstood before a mountainous display of my favorite summer
fruit, happily performing my ritual of smelling, thumping, and
squeezing, [ was interrupted. From over my right shoulder came
a deep and sultry alto voice, posing a question:

“How do they feel?”

I turned around to match a face with the voice and told a
beautiful, very pregnant woman that they felt great. We began to
chat, and as we did, her speaking voice began to sound somewhat
familiar. It finally hit me that she had sung at my church several
weeks before. But from the third tier of the balcony, she appeared
to be only about an inch in height. Face to face and at ground
level, she was much taller.

Babbie Mason was her name and we discussed our mutual
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love for music. I had just written and demoed my first four
gospel songs, so I quickly ran to my car and returned with a
tape for her to take home. Then, with our cantaloupes in tow,
we exchanged phone numbers and went our separate ways.

Several weeks later, and after her baby arrived, Babbie called
me. She said she liked my writing, and we decided to get together
and try to cowrite something. It went well, and over the next
few months we got together often to write. Not only did we
enjoy writing together, it seemed like we’d known each other all
of our lives.

One day, I received a brochure in the mail advertising the
Christian Music Seminar in Estes Park, Colorado. They offered
many seminars about the music industry and had great concerts
scheduled each night. But the best part of all was that they offered
competitions for songwriters, vocalists, instrumentalists, and
groups.

Of course, Babbie and I both knew we should go. Our
songs were sure to win, and Babbie could also enter the vocal
competition. Although we were both financially strapped, we had
a few months to save up for our tuition and competition fees.
Then we would head to Colorado.

I got an American Express card and charged an airline ticket.
Babbie and her husband had just received a new Texaco card,
so they decided to drive out. To save on meals, we all brought
enough peanut butter to last the week. We shared the rent on a
cabin and split all the costs.

When I arrived in Colorado, I found them sitting in their car
outside the registration office waiting for me. Babbie looked
exhausted. “Kansas is the longest state in the country,” she said
wearily.

We checked in. They got the bedroom and I got the couch.
Our shower, which had three little tiny streams of water dripping



WINKS FROM GOD 13

from the nozzle, was so small you could only bathe one side of
your body at a time.

We went to register for the seminar and learned that we had
both made the Top 20 finals for the songwriting competition.
Babbie would compete in her vocal competition the next day at
10 A.m.

Meanwhile I went to sit in on the songwriting critiques. They
were brutal. The judges would say discouraging, sarcastic things
like, “Don’t quit your day job.” After being chewed up and
spit out by the judges, one of the writers was insisting that one
evening during his nightly devotionals, God Himself had given
him his song. The judge replied, “No, He didn’t. God writes
better than that.”

People were leaving the building in tears. But after hearing
some of the other songs for myself, my confidence soared. I just
knew we were definitely going to go home with the prize.

Babbie got back from the doctor’s office sporting a huge eye
patch. Her cornea had been scratched. She later found out she had
made the finals in the vocal competition and would have to perform
again in a couple of days. I suggested she go for the sympathy vote
and sing “Turn Your Eye [instead of Eyes] Upon Jesus.”

As we sat anxiously anticipating our song evaluations, our
confidence that we were destined to win was growing. Finally, our
turn came—my song first, then Babbie’s. The judges cut mine to
shreds. I was embarrassed and devastated. Babbie’s critique was
equally as ugly. We vowed never to write songs again.

Babbie did go on to compete in the vocal finals and we went
to all the seminars, trying not to let our disappointment show.
That night, instead of attending the concert we splurged and went
to a movie. Unfortunately, even buttered popcorn and Gummy
Bears couldn’t ease our disappointment.

Finally, it came time for the awards to be given out. Babbie
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came in third in the vocal competition. Then the emcee said they
were giving an award to the person who had traveled the farthest
to attend. I thought, “Well, at least I should get that. 'm sure no
one came from any farther than Atlanta to this stupid place!”

The emcee opened his mouth to proclaim the winner. I flexed
my legs and was poised, ready to stand and march toward the
podium. “Would Kay Bawa Alla from Ghana please stand?”
I rolled my eyes and sighed as everyone else burst into wild
applause. A short, little, black man made his way down front and
collected his huge trophy. I left for lunch where my peanut butter
sandwich awaited. By this time, I just wanted to go home.

Back in Atlanta, my friend Paula met me at the airport with
some devastating news. While I was away, the president of our
choir and his wife, John and Betsy Hudson, had lost her mother
and their four-year-old daughter in a drowning accident.

The frustrating events of my own week suddenly seemed
unimportant. That night I prayed that I wouldn’t have to see
John and Betsy at church the next day. I knew of no words that
would adequately express my sympathy for the grief they must
be feeling after such unimaginable loss.

But as I got out of my car at church the next morning, they
pulled up right next to me. We hugged and cried a lot. I still didn’t
know what to say, except that if God can paint sunsets, put the
stars in place, and conquer death forever, I knew He’d find a way
to get them through this.

In the weeks to come, I attempted to write a song that could
express the compassion I wanted to convey to my friends. Only
fragments of the song would come. Then came the tragic news
that a sixteen-year-old friend of mine, Laurie Landt, had been
abducted from a parking lot. She was later found raped and
murdered. My heart felt fractured. The pain was unbearable.
This time the words poured onto the page.
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Several weeks later, Babbie and I reconvened. Our hurt feelings
had healed and we had both resumed writing, incorporating all we
had learned at Estes Park into the process. She shared a new song
she had just written entitled “All Rise,” which had been inspired
by the judication experience at Estes Park. The song talked about
how one day we will all stand before God and be judged as we
give an account of how we spent our lives here on planet earth.
I shared the song I had just written, “He’ll Find A Way.”

Babbie and I continued to write songs, and a year later we
returned to Estes Park, where “All Rise” and “He’ll Find A Way”
both won in the songwriting competition. Babbie also won the
Grand Prize in the overall vocal competition. We learned from
our experience that the prize comes after the preparation is
completed.

Over the years, Babbie and I have become more like sisters
than friends. We have vacationed together, had slumber parties
during ice storms, and even spent holidays where we wore sweat
suits and no bras.

We have written many more songs together, too.

I have often thought that how Babbie and I met was a divine,
supernatural encounter over a mound of cantaloupe. Neither
of us could have guessed how important that encounter would
prove to be or how much a part of each other’s lives we would
become. But I know that God knew and I'll bet that as He was
fashioning the first cantaloupe, He thought of Babbie and me
and smiled.

&
Great is the LORD, and greatly to be praised.

PsaLm 48:1



SAM
<

Sandi Patty’s first album was released eighteen years ago. With
over ten million albums sold, she has garnered thirty-five Dove
Awards, five Grammys, three platinum albums, five gold albums,
and has performecl before millions of people, inclucling President
and Mrs. George Bush. She has authored three books: Le Voyage,
an aHegory on Christian life, and two children’s books entitled
Merry Christmas with Love and Sam’s Rainbow.

I distinctly remember the day I visited my neighborhood
Christian bookstore and heard what secemed to be Sandi’s ﬁf’cy—
four octave range soaring to the stratosphere on her rendition
of “Amazing Grace.” All I could think of was that I should throw
my Locly over any’c}ling in the store that was not shatter—proof
to try and prevent the inevitable!

What a thrill it was for to meet Sandi face to face at the
Christian Artist Music Seminar in 1985. As | recall that
day, I remember t}linleing we had a lot in common. She, too,
was charming, extremely witty, a great hugger, and didn’t wear
glasses!

I've seen Sandi many times over the past fifteen years. Recently
I saw her at an event I coproduce& at the Georgia Dome. As
we greeted each other I thought to myself, “Wow, Sandi’s still
amazingly talented, charming, witty, and a great hugger. The
only thing that's changed is that behind the scenes we now wear
glasses because we're both farsighted as bats!” (Time is such a
}Janclit.)

The following story from Sandi is one I specifically asked her to
share because I know her number one priority is to be a wife and

mother. Every time [ hear this story it gives me goose Lumps.
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B ETWEEN THE TWO OF THEM, Sandi Patty and her husband,
Don, have seven children. Although seven is certainly
more than enough, they occasionally entertained the possibility
of celebrating their love for each other by adopting an eighth
child.

Don is adopted, so whenever they talked about adding to
their family, they often discussed what an awesome experience
adoption would be for them. Because of the special relationship
Don had with his dad, adopting a boy would be of special
significance to him.

If they were to adopt a baby boy, Don and Sandi would
definitely name him Sam, after Don’s dad.

The “family addition” discussion usually terminated upon
hearing the squeaking brakes of the school bus as it dropped off
half a dozen members of their current clan. Within the next hour,
each of their children would have to be delivered to an extra-
curricular activity. Ballet, tap, soccer, softball, baseball, choir
rehearsal, and piano lessons are just some of the commitments
that were highlighted in multi-colored Magic Marker on the
already crowded family calendar.

Then reality would set in. An eighth child? Have we lost our
minds?

Still, the consideration of adopting another child never went
away.

One day, Sandi finally said, “Okay God, if you want something
to happen, You’re going to have to just drop a baby in our laps!”

After making that statement, Sandi decided to leave the
decision to the Lord.

Several months later, Sandi’s friend Shari called in a panic.
Shari’s husband, Wes, handles private adoptions and he had a baby
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boy available. Something had fallen through with the couple who
was supposed to have adopted him. If he weren’t adopted within
the next twenty-four hours, the baby would be placed in the welfare
system. Shari was calling everyone she could think of and asking
if they knew of anyone who might be considering adoption.

“You don’t know of anyone do you, Sandi?”

Sandi wondered if God was dropping a baby Sam in their
laps.

After hanging up the phone, Sandi and Don gathered the family
together to talk and pray about the possibility. All of the kids
were immediately ready to go and pick up the baby.

Sandi and Don decided that if another family took the baby
in the next twenty-four hours, that would be their answer. If no
one else came forward, then maybe adopting this little boy was
truly God’s will for their family. That night they all left it at that
and went to sleep.

The next morning, Sandi and Don talked about all of the
reasons why they shouldn’t adopt a baby. They were just recently
married. They already had seven children. Yet something inside
was telling both of them that this baby was for them. They were
just waiting for further confirmation from the Lord.

Sandi knew one thing for certain, she felt totally compelled to
go and see the baby. Not to see if he was beautiful or anything
like that. She just needed to see him.

Arrangements were made for Sandi, Don, Shari, and Wes to
go see the baby. Before they went in the building, Shari insisted
that they stop and pray. Everyone clasped hands. Shari shocked
everyone as she said, “Okay, listen God, we need a ‘smack you
in the face burning bush” here. Don’t be subtle. We need to know
for sure what Your plan is, so give us a sign.”

They walked up the stairs where Sandi, Don, and Wes stood
in the waiting room. Shari went in to get the baby.
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As Shari wheeled the baby into the room, Sandi noticed that Shari
was crying. She couldn’t even speak. Sandi assumed that something
was wrong. Perhaps another family had already come forward and
Shari was crying because she knew that Sandi and Don had become
attached to the idea of adopting. She just wasn’t sure.

Finally, Shari pointed to the end of the little acrylic bassinet.
There was a heart-shaped nametag with rainbows all around it.
Although the nurses never name the babies who are to be adopted,
for some reason they had named this baby, “SAM.”

As they all joined Shari weeping, Sandi began saying, “I can’t
believe they named him Sam!”

Several of the nurses overheard her and, thinking she was upset
about the name, began assuring her that she didn’t have to keep
that name. It would be perfectly fine to call him anything she
wanted to. The nurses didn’t realize that the name they chose
was all part of God’s perfect plan.

The next day, Sandi and Don brought home Samuel Patrick
Peslis. His descent is African-American, Native-American, and
Caucasian. And now at the age of two, little Sam can also sing in
Spanish. Sam is the light of their lives and has brought incredible
joy to their home.

&
When the ][u//ness o]/ the time had come, God sent ][ortlz

His Son, born o][a woman, born under the law, to redeem
those who were under the /aw, that we miglnf receive the
aaloption as sons, and a]auglzters. And because you are
sons, and daughters, God has sent forth the Spirit of His
Son into your Zzearts, crying out, ‘Abba Father!” TZzere][ore
you are no /onger a slave but a son, or a c[auglzter, and i][

a son, or a c[augkter then an heir o][ God tkrouglz Christ.

GALATIANS 4:4



GoD’s MERCY
Is NEw EVERY MORNING

“e

Brett Butler playecl baseball in the major leagues for seventeen
years with five different clubs: the Braves, the Indians, the
Giants, the Mets, and the Doclgers. He livesin Dulut}l, Georgia,
with his wife, Eveline, and their four children, Abbi, Stefanie,
Katie, and Blake. In retirement, Brett and Eveline have started a
summer ministry called Winning in Life’s Decisions (WILL.D.),
a program to llelp teens make the right decisions about life.
Our mutual friend, Chuck Tilley, who produces many of the
major music festivals throug}lout the country, thought Brett's
triumph over cancer was a story of {:aitll, trust, and hope for anyone
who may be facing a similar battle. I found Brett to be generous

with his time, and kind and meticulous in teﬂing me his story.
&
I T WAS THE WINTER OF 1995. Prior to leaving for spring train-
ing, Brett Butler scheduled an appointment with his friend and
physician, Bob Gadlage, to examine his sore throat. The diagnosis
was tonsillitis and the treatment was an antibiotic regimen. The
baseball great headed off to south Florida for training.

But after several weeks and three different prescriptions for
antibiotics, Brett again contacted Dr. Gadlage. After another
examination, Dr. Gadlage told Brett that his throat really didn’t
look that bad, but eventually, he would probably need to have

his tonsils removed. Brett agreed and got another prescription
for antibiotics.
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About a month into the season, Brett’s throat was getting
worse. Even though he was playing well, Tommy LaSorda called
Brett into his office, telling him that he looked a little tired. He
suggested a couple of days off to rest.

Instead, Brett decided to take off five or six weeks. He wanted
to get the tonsillectomy out of the way, recuperate, and get back
to normal.

Brett and Eveline met Dr. Gadlage at the hospital. Brett was
already being sedated when Dr. Gadlage arrived to do his final
exam before surgery. As he looked at Brett’s throat, Dr. Gadlage
stepped back, a little shocked and not exactly sure what he was
seeing. When Eveline asked how long the procedure would take,
Dr. Gadlage told her 30 to 40 minutes.

Two and a half hours later, Dr. Gadlage came out of surgery
and assured Eveline that Brett was all right, but that he had yet
to remove his tonsils. He further explained that an oncologist
had been called in and would be arriving shortly to assist him.
Eveline was more than a little unsettled.

For the surgery to proceed, it was necessary for Brett’s jaw to
be dislocated. The doctors then removed a plum-sized tonsil, as
well as the one that wasn’t enlarged.

Following surgery, Dr. Gadlage told Eveline it did not look like
cancer, but they would still do a biopsy. He expected the results
within a couple of days.

After Brett went home, he quickly realized that even antibiotics
and pain pills couldn’t relieve the excruciating pain. To swallow,
he had to get into a crouched position and grit his teeth. It was
agonizing.

A couple of days later, Dr. Gadlage arrived at the Butler home.
Brett and Eveline suspected the worst, because they knew if
the news had been good, their friend would probably have just
telephoned.
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Dr. Gadlage came into the house and asked to speak to the
two of them in private. They all went into Brett’s study where
Dr. Gadlage delivered the terrible news.

“Brett, you’ve got squamous cell cancer.”

Immediately upon hearing those words, they noticed that
the clear skies outside had suddenly become black. It began to
hail. Brett lapsed into a state of semi-shock. He was trying to
comprehend what this would mean for himself, his family, his
career and his future.

Brett and Eveline called their four children into the room
and allowed them to ask the doctor any questions that they
had. Because Brett’s mom had recently died of brain cancer, the
children were already knowledgeable about chemotherapy and
radiation. The questions flowed for quite some time.

After the questions subsided, Dr. Gadlage left their home.
Simultaneously, as if to acknowledge the departure of the
darkness and devastation that had just enveloped their lives, the
sun returned again.

Much later, Brett came to understand that even with aggressive
treatment, his type of cancer usually returns within a year. For
the first week after hearing about the cancer, he was devastated
and mad at God: “I went through my checklist, reminding God
of how I had lived my life for Him and how I had always tried
to follow Him.”

But after a time, Brett felt God telling him that if he was
willing to accept all the good that God had sent his way, he had
to accept the bad, too. Brett understood and began asking God
to show His purpose and plan for this situation. Brett needed
wisdom and an understanding of how God was going to use this
circumstance.

About ten days later, Mark Jones, a man Brett and his wife
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had sponsored to go to Russia, and Mark’s pastor paid Brett and
Eveline a visit.

The pastor shared with Brett what God had told him that
Brett wasn’t just a ball player, but a minister who played ball,
that Brett was not going to die, and that God was going to use
Brett in a powerful way.

Brett had already begun to sense God’s peace; this pastor’s
words further confirmed that God would undoubtedly work all
things together for good.

Brett had to have a second surgery, where they resected the same
area and did a total neck dissection, cutting from the bottom of
his ear, down his clavicle and across the front to his Adam’s apple.
They took out fifty lymph nodes. One was malignant. Thirty-two
rounds of radiation followed the procedure.

Brett’s weight fell from 160 to 142 pounds. The doctors told
him that he would never play ball again. Brett, refusing to give
up, decided to try alternative medical treatments in Mexico.
The treatments were yielding tremendous results, but weren’t
approved by the FDA. From Mexico, he returned to New Orleans,
where his physical fitness expert, Mackie Shilstone, put him on a
strict dietetic regimen. He gained 18 pounds in nineteen days.

Four months later, he returned to the big leagues. The response
from fifty thousand fans was amazing! It was a tribute to the
truth that with God, nothing is impossible. Brett’s recovery
thoroughly baffled the doctors, who had told him he would
never play again.

Five days later, he was hit in the hand while executing a bunt.
The impact broke his hand.

Eveline, who had always remained calm and poised during the
entire cancer ordeal, was beginning to question God. She didn’t
understand why He would allow Brett to come through all he

had, just to break his hand.
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Brett was now the calm one: “I felt God telling me that He
was pleased with how I had used this situation to glorify Him.
Now it was time to rest. Eveline wanted me to retire, as did our
children.” Brett, however, wanted to go out in his own way and
in God’s perfect timing.

In 1997, Brett played the entire season and then retired.

“God had been glorified through it all and He had never given
me more than I could handle,” he said. “I learned firsthand that
God’s mercy is new every morning. It is this hope that continues
to guide me and my family, assuring us of God’s faithfulness
every day of our lives.”

&
“I know the p/ans that I have ][or you,” declares

the LORD, up/ans to lle/p you prosper and not
harm you, p/cms to give you a Zzope and a ][uture."

JEREMIAH 29:11, NIV



THE POWER OF LOVE

Cheryl Landon, &aughter of Michael Landon, is an educator,
1ecturer, and author of the book I Promised My Dad. Chery]
tours the country cloing her Highway to Success Seminars where
she carries on the legacy of love her father left to her. She also
co-hosts her own radio show called The Cheryl Landon Radio
Show with Cheryl and Mel.

When Cheryl received my facsimile requesting an interview,
she personally phoned me back. Her call came at 9 a.m. EST,
which is only 6 A.M. in Los Angeles. [ wasn't out of bed yet,
but tried my best to act semi-conscious. Cheryl was excited.
I remember thinleing that her enthusiasm could pro}Ja}JIy be
harnessed and used to light the entire planet in the event we suffer
any type of millennium blackout! We scheduled our interview for
after the Christmas ho]iclays. Her story is a wonderful account
of how God works even the bleakest circumstances to l)ring

everything together fora greater good.

ECAUSE HER PARENTS WERE DIVORCED, Cheryl’s mom worked
fulltime to make ends meet. Her earliest childhood memories
were feelings of loneliness and not fitting in.

At seven years of age, it all changed when her mom married
Michael Landon. Her new dad filled her days with unconditional
love, total acceptance, and consistent nurturing. Cheryl Landon’s
young heart quickly declared Michael as her knight in shining
armor.

Cheryl blossomed during her college years in Tucson, Arizona,
excelling both academically and socially. In her junior year, she
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was invited to attend a fraternity party, billed as the biggest party
of the year.

To help discourage the students from drinking and driving, a
bus had been hired to take everyone to the desert where the frat
party was being held. When the party ended, the same bus would
then bring them back to campus.

Cheryl’s sorority sister, Cathy, asked her if she wanted to go
to the party with a blind date, along with her and her boyfriend.
Cheryl consented. The guys didn’t attend the college and were to
drive up from Long Beach, California.

The bus was loaded and ready to leave, but their dates had yet
to arrive. Cheryl really wanted to board the bus and just leave
word for the guys to meet them there, but Cathy insisted they
stay and wait for them.

Their dates finally showed up, driving a Volkswagen Beetle. It
was a long, two-hour drive from the campus to the desert party,
but finally they made it.

The party was loud and high-spirited and the alcohol flowed
freely. Before long, many students became inebriated, and
soon it was time to go back to campus. Once again, a voice
in Cheryl’s head was pulling her toward boarding the bus, but
Cathy wouldn’t hear of it. She insisted that they go back in the
car along with their dates. Cheryl didn’t want to offend anyone,
so she agreed to ride back in the Volkswagen.

There are no streetlights in the middle of the desert and as the
bus pulled out, it headed down a dark and desolate highway.

Only a few seconds behind, Cheryl’s date started to pull onto
the road. He popped the clutch, the car stalled, and everything in
the car went dead. At that moment, a Buick driven by a drunk
driver going 80 mph raced around the curve. The driver never saw
the Volkswagen before it drove directly into them.

The crash sounded like a bomb had exploded. The Volkswagen
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was airborne for the length of a football field. It flipped over three
times in one direction and twice in another, totally demolishing
the car.

Cheryl was awake the entire time. She watched Cathy going
out, and then coming in the back window, splitting her head
wide open. Cathy’s boyfriend was decapitated. Cheryl’s date was
thrown onto the floorboard and then he was flung right onto her.
Trapped inside the car, he bled to death as he lay on top of her.

Cheryl sustained numerous traumatic injuries—ruptured
organs, a broken neck, and all of her ribs were broken on the left
side. Her head was split open from ear to ear. She had sustained
massive internal bleeding and her body was totally mangled. Yet,
she still remained conscious.

Emergency service vehicles arrived and used the Jaws of Life
to take off the door to the Beetle. They pulled Cheryl’s date off
of her and saw that she was still alive. Totally covered in blood,
they couldn’t tell who she was or what she looked like, but Cheryl
remembers the emergency attendant saying that he thought she
might be a pretty girl.

Although only one of her lungs was functioning, Cheryl was
afraid and tried fighting the paramedics off with all of her might.
The deflated lung had been punctured by one of her ribs, which
had also pierced her spleen. But because she was fighting the
paramedics off with such tenacity, it kept her good lung breathing
for her. She had a tremendous will to live.

Cheryl’s mom and dad were notified of the accident by phone.
They were in California and with no flights available, her dad
had to charter a private plane. Her parents were told the news
that Cheryl had yet to learn: Everyone else had been killed in
the accident.

Due to a severe concussion, the doctors had to perform several
surgical procedures on Cheryl without the use of anesthetics.
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They were forced to physically restrain her. Finally, when they
pushed a tube through her chest into her lungs, the pain was so
excruciating that she passed out and fell into a coma.

When her parents arrived at the hospital, the doctors took them
into a private area and told them what had been withheld over
the phone. Cheryl was dying and they didn’t expect her to live
through the night. It would take a miracle for her to survive.

Immediately, her dad, Michael, and her mother, Lynn, went
into the chapel in the hospital. Michael made what he claimed
to be the most important promise of his life. He promised God
that if Cheryl survived, he would dedicate all of his future shows
and projects to the betterment of all humankind.

Cheryl’s parents then went into her room and sat by her bed.
Although the nurses insisted that Cheryl couldn’t hear him,
Michael never lost hope and continually talked to her.

After three days, Cheryl came out of her coma. All of the
nurses began to call her a miracle. They were certain God had
a special purpose for her life. Michael added that he knew she
had been pulled back to life by what he called “the power of
love.”

Unfortunately, there would be more obstacles to overcome.
Cheryl had an insatiable passion for dancing. She was quite
accomplished and had won a university dance contest two years
in a row. The doctors told Cheryl that she would never be able
to dance again. The prognosis was that she would be crippled
and in a wheelchair for the rest of her life.

Moreover, Cheryl adored children, and ever since she was
sixteen, she had looked forward to the day she would become
a mother. She was also given the devastating news that that day
would never come.

Cheryl dreamed of becoming a teacher and was now wondering
who would ever want to hire her with all of her handicaps. Cheryl
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sank into a dark depression and sought to find a meaning amidst
the ashes.

Meanwhile, her father went on to fulfill his promise to God
through his involvement with Little House on the Prairie and
Highway to Heaven. On Little House on the Prairie, he developed
an episode where Mary went blind. That story line and the
episodes to follow were based on some of the similar physical
and emotional struggles that Cheryl had faced.

“My family continued to be loving and supportive. After a
time, I began studying the Bible. Because of that, my entire life
began to change and I made the commitment to turn my life over
to Jesus Christ.”

Against all odds, Cheryl now manages to do some occasional
dancing. God has also blessed her with a beautiful son, James-
Michael.

“It is my desire to teach others how to love in today’s chaos,
because when we love, we bring out the best in each other.”
The format of her radio program promotes love, harmony, and
wholeness, with the goals to promote positive living and to teach
her listeners to replace fear with wisdom and faith.

Like her dad, Cheryl believes that “God is love and that the
power of love is the strongest force in the universe. I am living
proof that love can cast out fear, overcome difficulty and bring
about miraculous changes.” That is the true power of love.

For God has not given us a spirit of fear, but
of power and of love and of a sound mind.

2 TIMOTHY 1:7



REMEMBER THE SABBATH
DAy To Keep IT HoLy

S

Michael Medved is a nationaHy known and highly respectecl
author, film critic, and host of a nationaﬂy syn(licate(l radio show.
Over the years, ['ve read print reviews and have watched Michael’s
commentary on his PBS television show Sneak Preview.

I once had the opportunity to hear Michael in person at a
}Janquet for the Christian Film and Television Commission
and found what he had to say to be all—inspiring. Having the
opportunity to interview him was truly an honor.

Here is his story.
&

N THE POST-PROPHETIC PERIOD of Jewish tradition, it is be

lieved that the voice of God is heard through the law and
through one’s pattern of obligations and behavior.

Michael Medved had been observing the Sabbath, as well as
all Jewish holidays, for over twenty-five years. With this decision
comes a total commitment to the things of God from sundown
Friday night till sundown Saturday night.

In the Jewish tradition, Michael honors God by withdrawing
from active involvement in the business world for twenty-four hours.
Although the Sabbath is an active day, there is no exchange of money,
no television, radio, or movies, and no driving. Instead, concentration
is centered around family, worship, and enjoying the world the way
God created it to be, rather than fulfilling the desire for material
success, prominence, and passion to change the world.
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In 1984, Michael released a book that he co-wrote with his
brother, titled Hollywood Hall of Shame. It was very well received
and its content examined some of the biggest financial disasters
in Hollywood history.

When the book came out, Michael was offered the opportunity
to promote Hollywood Hall of Shame as a guest on The Tonight
Show. It was the dream of a lifetime.

Joan Rivers was guest hosting the show and she and Michael
had worked together before. She was excited about his book and
invited him to come and talk about it on the show. Needless to say,
he was thrilled and as excited as any young author would be.

The Tonight Show called to give Michael the date for his
appearance—the first night of Passover. Michael explained
that he really wanted to be on the show but that he absolutely
couldn’t be on during the Passover celebration. He further
conveyed some of the restrictions during the Jewish holidays.

The producer told him that he really shouldn’t worry about
it because the religious people Michael was concerned about
wouldn’t be watching the show that night anyway.

“Yes, but the idea isn’t that the other people won’t see it.
The point is that God will be watching and I just can’t do it,”
Michael replied.

The producers conceded and elected to respect Michael’s
convictions. The conversation ended with a promise to schedule
an alternative date.

A couple of hours later, the producers called back saying that
Joan Rivers really wanted him to do the show. They offered
Michael a second date six days later.

The biblical injunction of Passover is that the first two days
be totally devoted to the Lord and then no work during the last
days. The alternative date for The Tonight Show fell during the
last days of the holiday.
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Michael told the producers, “You aren’t going to believe it,
but you’ve just hit another one of those days during the holiday
when I can’t work.”

In only a few moments, the producer phoned back and told
Michael that he’d surveyed the Jewish constituents in his office
and found that no one else even practiced this holiday.

Michael got out the biblical citation and read it to him.

The producer responded by telling Michael that he was
beginning to think Michael didn’t really want to do the show.
Michael assured him that was not the case and that he was very
eager to do the show. He just couldn’t violate the patterns of his
religious observance.

As they ended the conversation, Michael thought for certain
that he’d not be extended another invitation. He even experienced
a few days of feeling martyred, as though his sacrifice might have
been beyond the call of reasonable devotion.

Being on The Tonight Show would be a positive career step and
one that anyone seeking mass exposure dreamed of. Michael had
twice turned down that chance due to religious consciousness.
He also had the feeling that no one in the industry understood
his reasoning and that soon he would become a laughingstock
because of his unbending rigor.

Much to his amazement, however, and within only a couple
of days, The Tonight Show producer called back and cheerfully
offered Michael a third date for his appearance. This time the
date worked.

Michael did the show. Joan Rivers was extremely nice to him
and the experience was very positive.

The next morning, Michael got a call from Chicago from one of
the producers of the PBS show Sneak Preview. The producer had
seen his appearance on The Tonight Show, thought Michael to be
articulate and funny, and was interested in flying him to Chicago
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to talk with him about becoming involved with their program.

Michael flew to Chicago. During the meeting with the producer
of Sneak Preview, the producer stressed to Michael that he rarely
watched late-night television and hadn’t seen The Tonight Show
in three years. He further explained that he had been over at
his girlfriend’s house “channel surfing” and had just happened
to catch Michael’s interview. Again and again he stressed how
unlikely it had been that he had even seen Michael’s interview!

As a result of The Tonight Show interview, Michael was hired
as the host of Sneak Preview. He worked for the next twelve years
reviewing films from a pro-family perspective.

“If I had appeared on The Tonight Show the first time I was
invited, the producer of Sneak Preview would never have seen
my interview. Therefore, the chances are good that I would never
have been hired for the job I had for twelve of the nineteen years
that Sneak Preview was on the air. [ honored God by keeping
my commitment to Him. And by being the good, loving, and
caring God that He always is, God honored me.”

“Even when we think we are making a sacrifice, if it is in an
effort to follow God and if it is done in His name and out of
devotion to Him, the chances are good we’ll be rewarded for it,
even in this life!”

288

Remember the Sabbath day by keeping it holy. Six days
you shall labor and do all your worL, but the seventh
day is the Sabbath to the LorD your God. In it you
shall not do any work . . . for in six days the LORrD
made the heavens and the eartlz, the sea, and all that
1s tlzem, but he rested on the seventh a’ay. leere/[ore
the LORD blessed the Sabbath a/ay and made it ]fto/y.

Exopus 20:8-11, NIV



IN ALL THINGS
GI1vE THANKS

“e

IT WAS A COLD JANUARY DAY when Babbie and I sat on an
Atlanta Delta flight bound for Nashville. This was an exciting
day because it was our first trip to “Music City” after winning
the songwriting competition at Estes Park. We were headed there
to demo seven of our newly written songs, after which we could
pitch them to various artists and producers, in hopes of getting
them recorded.

For what seemed like forever, we waited for the plane to take off.
The flight attendants began offering free beverages to everyone.
Babbie was reading a book. I was doing my homework for a class
called Continuing Witness Training, where I was learning how
to share my faith in a concise and effective manner.

After about forty-five minutes of waiting, we decided to stand
up and stretch our legs. As we did, we overheard a young woman
having a conversation with a male passenger. He was asking what
she did for a living. She told him she was Miss Nashville and
that, in addition to the duties that went along with the title, she
traveled with her family doing concerts on weekends. We decided
to jump into the conversation.

“What kind of music?” we asked her.

“Gospel,” she said with a smile.

We told her why we were going to Nashville. Spontaneously,
and as a joke, we formed an a cappella trio and, unsolicited,
began to belt out the chorus of “I’ll Fly Away.”



WINKS FROM GOD 35

At the conclusion of our song, a voice over the PA informed
us that our plane could not be repaired. They were moving us
to a room inside the terminal where everyone would continue to
receive free drinks while they located a new plane for us.

As the 230 passengers filed into the room awaiting us, Babbie,
Miss Nashville, and I continued to sing familiar hymns. By now,
many of the passengers were getting tipsy, while others were
just downright loaded. We may have been the only three sober
passengers left.

After about thirty minutes, we decided to bring an end to our
musical interlude by singing “Amazing Grace.” As we did, an
“amazing” thing happened—passengers began putting down their
drinks and gathering around us. Many sang along. Some wept.
Others just bowed their heads in silence.

At the conclusion of our impulsive mini-concert, we had the
opportunity to talk with several people about our faith in God
and what knowing Him means to us. I whipped out the notes
from a witness training class and began going down the checklist
of questions to ask. Some people told us how they had slipped
away from their relationship with the Lord and we had the chance
to encourage them. It was an incredible experience.

At that moment, our plane became ready and soon we were
airborne.

Our publisher, Adel Mizenheimer, and our host, Cindy Wilt,
were waiting for us at the airport in Nashville. We stepped off
the plane and they embraced us.

“You poor babies,” they said. “You must be exhausted.”

Exhausted? Not us! We were invigorated. We’d just had a
revival at the airport.

The next morning, Babbie and I were sipping Cindy’s freshly
brewed vanilla bean coffee and reading the Bible. A bit nervous at
what was in front of us, we asked God to encourage us by giving us
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a passage that would apply to our upcoming day. Babbie decided to
“drop and flop.” (You hold your Bible outward, let it drop and flop
open, and then you point. Wherever your finger lands, that’s what
you read. A deeply spiritual approach, we have always felt!)

Babbie’s finger was pointing to Psalm 31:21: Blessed be the LorD,
for He has shown me His marvelous kindness in a strong city!

Okay, we were ready to conquer the world!

We made our demos and came home on Sunday. The pitching
process began on Monday, and by Thursday all of our songs had
been spoken for, some of them more than once! We had been
told that the average working songwriter might get two songs
published a year, but by the end of that year, we had over thirty
songs recorded between the two of us.

Several years later, I was a couple of days away from making
one of my trips to Los Angeles. I was scheduled to stay there
for a week, but only two of the twenty or so people I wanted
to see had returned my calls to schedule an appointment. A bit
discouraged, I decided to forget everything for a couple of hours
and go to the mall for a Saturday afternoon movie.

Getting there was a challenge because we were having heavy
thunderstorms. I ran from my car into the mall where, totally
soaked, I ran into Babbie. She was buying a blouse and was en
route to the airport headed to “Somewhere, USA” to perform
a concert.

I told her what I was doing there and why, and she reminded
me of the psalm that had encouraged us several years ago.

We parted ways and I went to my movie.

After the movie, I went to my car to discover that the driver’s
side window had been bashed in. The front seat was rain-soaked
and glass was everywhere. Because I never carry a purse, someone
who was checking out the parking lot probably assumed my
wallet had been left under the seat.
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After filing a police report, I removed as much of the glass as I
could and sat down on the drenched seat to make my way home.
My backside was soaked and, as I drove, the hard rain continued
to blow onto my face and upper body. Needless to say, this was
not one of my favorite days.

When I got home, I got out the Yellow Pages to try and figure
out where I should go to have my window repaired. I first looked
under “window” and didn’t see anything. Then I looked under
“glass” and couldn’t believe what was staring back at me. There
was a full-page ad for glass repair. In bold black print at the
bottom of the page, was the verse: Blessed be the LorD, for He
has shown me His marvelous kindness in a strong city! In a glass
repair advertisement!

I tracked Babbie down and told her to turn to page 1023 of
her Yellow Pages to see if the ad was in her book, too. (I thought
it would be just like God to have it only in mine!) When I finally
found her, Babbie’s response was priceless.

“Wow,” she exclaimed, “this is like opening up your closet and
seeing a scripture like John 3:16 stitched to your blouse.”

[ had my car repaired and left for Los Angeles. When I got to
my hotel and checked in, I told the Lord I was there on His behalf.
And by the time I returned to the hotel, everyone I wanted to see
had called me back. I was able to meet with all of them.

Holding on to our dreams and standing on our faith
can be challenging when we can’t see past our immediate
circumstances.

Countless times, I’ve been blessed with a favorable outcome to
the goals I’ve pursued. Equally as often, success has eluded me.
It is through all of these experiences that I've gained knowledge
and wisdom. Understanding this, I am convinced that the times
of difficulty are gifts to us, as are the victories.
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God is always with us, working everything together for His
purpose and for our good. And for that, we can truly give thanks
in all things.

&
Donotbe a][raidorc[ismayec] e ][ort}te battleisnot yours but Gods.

2 CHRONICLES 20:1§



CHOOSE Jov!

Probably best known for playing Laura Holt in her 1ong—running
television series Remington Steele, costarring Pierce Brosnan,
Stephanie Zimbalist is one of the most loved and wiclely sought—
after actresses in Hollywood. With a 1ong string of Movie of
the Week roles and feature films to her creclit, she’s also been
recognize(l as a successful stage actress and continues to tread
the boards. She recently returned to television with a guest
appearance on the award-winning series Touched by an Angel.
Currently, she’s just completed a leacling role in an independent
film titled The Prophet’s Game, with Dennis Hopper.

On the day of our phone interview, [ was particularly taken l)y
Stephanie’s warmth and approachal)ility, although I found mysel{
distracted a couple of times with the thought that I was spealeing
with someone who had actua”y kissed James Bond.

A few hours J[‘ollowing our interview that day, Step}lanie
phonecl back and read me some additional information from her
journal to give me some further insight into her story. Needless
to say, [ was overwhelmed l)y her generosity of time, sincerity,
and concern that I had all I needed to write her story. Her kind-
heartedness was truly refreshing.

REr:RED IN A FAMILY with practically every species in the ani-

al kingdom Stephanie Zimbalist comes by her immense
love for animals naturally. Flamingos, ocelots, Brazilian trumpters,
peacocks, deer, dogs, and horses alike were all welcomed at the

Zimbalist house.



40 WINKS FROM GOD

In 1987, just before Christmas, Stephanie’s mother was driving
along the access road to a freeway when she spotted a tiny, soiled,
white, fluffy puppy scampering along beside her. Certain that the
tiny dog was lost and terrified, she followed it until it collapsed
in a yard.

As Mrs. Zimbalist got a closer look, she noticed that the pup
was gnarled, matted, and appeared to be in pretty bad condition.
She scooped it up, put it in the car, and off they went to the vet.

She was about three months old and a combination of Maltese,
Westie, Cockapoo, and Wheaten Terrier. Her ears had never been
trimmed and the little wisps of hair protruding from them looked
remarkably like angel’s wings. She had a soulful tenderness in
her eyes that hinted of an uncanny ability to read the human
spirit like an open book. After the vet had cleaned her up, Mrs.
Zimbalist took the little orphan home and introduced her to the
other eight dogs—her new family!

Full of energy and grateful to be where she was loved, the
little dog consistently greeted everyone by jumping up and down,
dipping, and twirling about until she would nearly drop from
exhaustion. Stephanie dubbed her the “circus dog.”

Sometime later, while in New York performing in The Baby
Dance, Stephanie found herself stopping every dog on the street
to talk, pet, or play. She knew it was time to have another dog
of her own.

Upon returning to Los Angeles, Mrs. Zimbalist suggested
Stephanie take Meggie. Since there were nine dogs at the
Zimbalist house, Stephanie asked, “Which one’s Meggie?”

“The one you call the circus dog,” her mother said.

“Oh, that’s a sweet dog,” Stephanie replied. “She’ll be perfect.”
And off they went to Stephanie’s house.

Within a very short time, Stephanie renamed the circus dog
Dippy. She decided it was the only name that truly suited her!
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Dippy and Stephanie became complete, inseparable
companions.

Two weeks later, Stephanie was hired to do an ABC movie in
Vancouver, and Dippy took her first airplane ride. In fact, the
adorable terrier accompanied her “mom” on all of her subsequent
film shoots. Stephanie called Dippy her “ambassador of good
will.”

Whenever Dippy trotted into a room, smiles broke out and
arms unfolded and opened up. She’d roll over with her paws
extended and her belly in full view, beckoning a scratch from
any who dared. Even the hardest heart would melt!

In 1996, Stephanie was going away for the summer to play the
part of Sylvia in A.R.Gurney’s enchanting play, Sylvia. The play
is about a very savvy New York couple whose lives are turned
upside down by Sylvia, a homeless stray dog.

On June 12 Stephanie met with her contractor to discuss some
post-earthquake work that needed to be done while she and Dippy
were away. They sat outside in Stephanie’s gazebo having lunch
as they went over the details of the repairs.

“Dippy, who was sitting on the man’s lap, suddenly got up on the
table and walked over to me. She looked intently into my eyes with
such a penetrating look of deep love that it actually startled me.”

“ My gaze was suddenly drawn to my right where my eyes fell
upon a patch of bare ground behind the gazebo. I felt a distinct
inexplicable sadness and thought to myself that I needed to plant
something there to offset the bare ground and dead fern.”

“At 5:30 A.M. the next morning, the shrill cacophony of at
least fifty crows in my front yard awakened me. I opened my
front door and, not wanting to wake the neighbors, clapped my
hands a few times at the crows, to no avail. They only flew to
the next tree.”

Stephanie called to Dippy: “C’mon, Dip!”
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But no Dippy. Assuming she was back inside, Stephanie closed
the door.

Dippy had always slept on her mistress’s bathrobe at the foot
of her bed, but when Stephanie returned to her bedroom, Dippy
wasn’t there.

“I went back outside and called to Dippy once more, but still
no response. At this point my heart began to pound as terror
rose.”

“I looked at the laundry door, saw the open doggie door, and
started to panic. Stepping out back and calling for Dippy, [ was
stunned to see a huge coyote pacing the back fence. My heart
fell to my feet as I let out a howl I never knew a human being
could be capable of.”

“I raced up the hill and there behind the gazebo on the very spot
of barren ground that had eerily summoned me the day before,
Dippy lay lifeless, her back totally ripped open. As I screamed
in disbelief, I saw the last little movement of Dippy’s muzzle, as
if saying goodbye.”

Gently, she lifted Dippy up, wrapped her in a towel, and rushed
her to a twenty-four-hour animal hospital.

“In total shock, I raced through several red lights and I prayed.
Sobbing and grief-stricken as I drove, the words caught in my
throat, ‘Dip, if you are meant to stay here with me, hold on. But if
you must go, may you fly swiftly and joyously to your Maker.’

“Glancing back I saw her precious dog’s paw jostled by the
car’s motion, waving good-bye.”

As desperately as Stephanie had hoped and prayed for a
different outcome, it would not be. Praying on the floor of the
vet’s waiting room didn’t help. Dip had died.

“In complete shock and wrenching grief, three weeks after
Dippy’s passing I found myself in New York fulfilling my
previous commitment and following Dippy’s heavenly directive
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by rehearsing for the role as the dog in Sylvia.”

At the end of the play, Sylvia has passed on and her owner,
Greg, comes to the edge of the stage and says to the audience,
“I think I have a picture of Sylvia. Let me show you.” He then
reaches into his back pocket just as an enormous photograph of
a dog descends into view. (This is the first time the audience gets
to see a real dog, because throughout the play Stephanie has been
on her hands and knees playing the role of the dog.)

“This performance was my homage to Dip, guided by Dip. I
had requested that the photograph revealed to the audience be
one of Dippy. For one last time Dippy and I were together. It was
the hardest thing I had ever done and the best.”

The tour was extremely successful and Stephanie went on to
do a long run of the Los Angeles premiere of the play.

“Months passed, but the loss of my angel dog tore at my
heart. I prayed, I wrote, I talked to my Maker, to our Maker.
But whenever I dreamed of Dippy or closed my eyes to conjure
up her image, all that came to me was that grizzly final picture
in the backyard.”

In her journal, six months after Dippy died, is this entry:

“Last week sometime, or maybe two weeks ago, I got a
wrenching, vivid re-visitation of Dippy’s last moments. I burst
into sobs . . . tears, got down on my knees by my bed, head in
hands, and cried, ‘Please, please! Give me another picture of
your life!!

And a voice, a thought, clear as a bell, came back to me gently,
‘Give me another picture of your life.’

I struggle to see past Dippy’s gruesome, anguishing, tortured,
agonizing tunnel from this world. I struggle to see her in the Other
World . . . the Other Side . . . the New World . . . Heaven. And
she came to me and her Master came to me with these words,
‘Give me another picture of your life! That is to say, I am in pain
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here, my beloved mistress, as I look down and know that you
are in pain, you are grief-stricken, you are lost. If you want to
help me with my pain, if you want to see me in joy where [ am
now, then give me a new picture of your life. Make a new life for
yourself. Make a new beginning. Choose joy!””

Saying good bye is never easy. When we are wounded and
hurting from such a loss, it is God’s deepest priority to tenderly
and compassionately heal us. Isn’t it amazing how He so
gently embraced Stephanie’s brokeness with such a perfectly
individualized response, designed specifically to comfort her?

The way in which Stephanie’s prayer was answered was
profound and deeply personal. It came to her in a way that she
could understand, a healing arrow into her heart.

“It was a gift to me from Dippy, my Cloud of Heaven, and from
her Master. It was a gift for which I’ve been forever grateful.”

God has given us an abundance of wonderful gifts . . . love,
compassion, laughter, tears . . . and still, even in the midst of great
adversity, He has gifted us with the ability to choose joy!

A bruised reed He will not Zﬂ’eak, and
a smoking flax He will not quench.

IsA1AH 42:3



A P1ACE CALLED SURRENDER

Premiere percussionist, and the protégée of The Artist
Formerly Known As Prince, Sheila E comes by her rhythmic
al)ility honestly. The “B” is short for Escovedo, as in legendary
percussionist Pete Escovedo, Sheila’s dad. Pete Escovedo secured
his place in the music business as the drummer for Santana.
Sheila has playecl l)aclzup music for internationally known artists
such as Diana Ross, Herbie Hancocle, Lionel Ric}lie, Marvin
Gaye, George Duke, Placido Domingo, Babyface, Natalie Cole,
Patti LaBelle, and Gloria Estefan. In addition to recor(ling
numerous solo aﬂ)ums, she is one of the most highly sough’c—aﬂer
studio percussionists in the world.

[ interviewed Sheila B between recording sessions from her
studio in Los Angeles. Her love for God came through loud
and clear. The last thing she said to me at the completion of our
interview was that if I ever had any other projects [ needed her for,
the answer was yes before I called. Her p]iakility and wiHingness
to be used of God without question blew me away.

IN 1990, SHEILA E wAS WORKING on her fourth solo recording
project for Warner Brothers. Being somewhat of a workaholic
and having just come off the road with Prince, her body was
extremely exhausted—a fact that had yet to make its way to her
brain.

Totally submerged in her project, Sheila E kept late hours,
wasn’t eating properly, and got no exercise, outside of when she
performed. A few of her friends had even mentioned to her that
she wasn’t looking well. But loving music and having such a
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passion for her work, she ignored her friends, as well as some of
the obvious hints her body was trying to give her as she pressed
toward completing her project.

Unexpectedly and without warning, her lung collapsed. After
the doctor completed her examination and assessed the problem,
she asked these two questions: “Am I going to die?” and “If 'm
not going to die, can you fix it?”

The doctors told her that her lung could be repaired. But Sheila
E was sensing a pinnacle of devastation she’d never known before.
She was accustomed to being in control and always able to fix
things on her own. A collapsed lung was a new frontier.

As soon as she was admitted to the hospital, the surgeons
anesthetized her, made their incision, performed a procedure to
aspirate the fluid from her lung, re-inflated it, and closed her back
up.

Her surgeons prescribed heavy-duty pain medication that she
elected not to take. Instead, Sheila E spent a lot of time praying
and reading the Bible. She told God that she knew she had been
working too hard and needed to learn to do things in moderation.
She promised to do better.

After spending a week in the hospital and finally having her
stitches removed, she decided to go home to Minneapolis. While
there, she could continue healing and visit with her godchildren
as well.

During her stay in Minneapolis, Sheila E felt she was regaining
some of her strength, but continued to struggle emotionally. There
was one cold, hard fact that kept reeling through her mind—she
had no control over what was happening to her.

One morning she was bent over in a squat position, playing
out in the backyard with her godchildren. As she turned away
from them to cough, she threw her back out. In fact, her back
was so severely injured that while walking later that evening, her
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legs folded beneath her and she fell to the floor. She was left with
no feeling in her legs.

Her body had shut down. For the next two weeks, her legs
remained numb and she had to be carried everywhere. This was
the first time in years that she had to pull away from her work,
forced to rest and be perfectly still.

The doctor insisted that this time she had to take her
medication. Feeling that she had no choice, she complied. Instead
of beginning to feel better, however, she started feeling worse.

She would call and give him updates on how badly she felt. He
assumed her doldrums were just part of a slow healing process.
What neither of them had yet to realize was that the medication
for her lung was actually making her sicker.

Her body weight dropped down to eighty-five pounds. Her
cousin was force-feeding her because it took all of her strength
just to breathe. Sheila E became convinced that she really might
be dying.

So she got her Bible and wouldn’t let go of it. Even in her
weakened state, she read it all day every day and prayed without
ceasing. She called out to God to intervene and supernaturally
heal her.

Somewhat in desperation, Sheila E finally decided to ask
God exactly what He wanted her to do. What she believed He
whispered in her ear was clear and simple: He wanted her to
completely surrender her life to Him.

She began to ponder the idea.

Back in 1978, Sheila E had made somewhat of a commitment
to the Lord without understanding what she was supposed to
do with such a commitment. It was almost like the politically
correct thing to do—to be born again. But it was a decision she
had made without further knowledge of what it really meant
to be a follower of Christ. The concept of surrendering her life
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to Jesus and letting Him live His life through her hadn’t quite
sunk in.

For a month she lay on her back, helpless to do anything but
chat with God, listen to Him, and read His Word. The time
of forced rest became one of enlightenment, and as her eyes
were opened the same prompting came to her again and again.
Surrender. Relinquish control. Give it up. Over and out.

Surrender was the bottom line—and so surrender she did.

The day finally came when Sheila E felt she might be strong
enough to get out of bed and go outside for a little while. She
was still slightly apprehensive because she was fearful that being
outside might make her sick again.

Then, that still small voice inside reminded her: In your
weakness I am strong. She quickly dispelled the fear and chose
to trust, not in her own ability, but in the One whose strength is
made perfect in her weakness.

She proceeded toward the front door. Slowly and cautiously,
she made her way outside. As she smelled the fresh air, she began
to cry. She breathed in deeply, filling her lungs to capacity. She
noticed an array of beautiful multicolored flowers in bloom.
Certain that the scent would be magnificent, she leaned down
to draw it in.

She moved slowly toward a tree and pressed her back against
its trunk. Her body was warmed by the radiant sunshine and
with hands uplifted and her face tilted toward heaven, her eyes
drank in the perfectly blue sky.

Through tears she began thanking God for everything—for the
joy of walking on the grass as it tickled her feet, for the exquisite
beauty surrounding her, and mostly for the ability to notice.

But the most amazing revelation of all was that this panoramic
view had been there all along and could be viewed at will for
free.
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Sheila E’s heart is still overflowing with gratitude. Not a day
goes by that she doesn’t thank God for all that belongs to her
because she belongs to Him. She believes He gives her mercy
that is new every morning, grace that is more than sufficient,
goodness that will follow her all the days of her life, peace that
passes understanding, limitless unconditional love, compassion
that never fails, immeasurable unspeakable joy, and the beauty
and wonder of His creation.

‘All to Jesus [ surrenc[er, Lord 1 give myse/][ to leee,‘
Fillme with Thy love and power, Let Thy blessings fallon me.

I surrender all, I surrender all.
All to Thee my blessed Savior, I surrender all.”

(FROM THE HYMN, “I SURRENDER ALL,”
WRITTEN BY JUDSON W. VAN DEVENTER
AND WINFIELD S. WEEDON)



Ir GoDp BE FOR Us

Dennis Tinerino is a former Mr. America, Mr. Natural Universe,
and a four-time Mr. Universe. He now describes his life’s work

as one who “travels the world as a minister of the gospel of Jesus
Christ.”

Dennis is doing a lot of work in the inner cities. He believes
that God and only God can turn things around. He has witnessed
entire gangs lay down their weapons and weep at the altar, repent
of their Wrongcloings, and embrace life with fresh attitudes, and

embark on new beginnings.
With titles such as Mr. America and Mr. Universe, Dennis
Tinerino should have had a Lright future ahead of him. Instead,

he ended up on the wrong side of the law and spent some time
in prison. But what Satan meant for evil, God meant for good,
and it was there that he accepted Jesus as his Savior. Since then,
he’s traveled all over the world spreading the good news of Christ,

with a focus on the inner city.

NE AFTERNOON, DENNIS AND WENDELL TYLER, a running

back for the San Francisco *49ers, were having lunch in
Palmdale, California. As an outreach to the inner city, a number
of other athletes, including Dennis and Wendell, were speaking at
a crusade that was being held later that evening. As they talked,
Dennis began to feel that he should go home to Northridge and
get his wife, Anita, and their children. He wanted them to join
him as he spoke at the crusade.

Dennis arrived at home, loaded up everyone in the van, and
with Anita at the wheel, they headed back toward the crusade.
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It was February and a torrential rainstorm flooded the
California highway. As Dennis began to pray about the crusade
that evening, the Lord brought a scripture to mind: “Since the
days of John the Baptist there has been violence in the heavens,
but the violence is taken by force.” (Matthew 11:12)

Dennis then told Anita that he sensed the need to pray. He
knew that God wanted to do a great work at the crusade that
evening and that many lives would be changed as a result of it.
He felt people were going to be saved, healed, delivered, and set
free, but that Satan wanted to try to stop the works the Lord
would accomplish. Anita said she sensed the same thing and they
both began to call on God.

Sheets of rain were pouring down and they could hardly see
in front of their van. Cars were weaving from lane to lane all
around them, and Anita wasn’t sure what to do. Dennis grabbed
the steering wheel and began to pray aloud: “Satan, I bind you
in the name of Jesus!”

Dennis hit the center divider and, as he was bounced from the
left side of the car back to the right side, he broke the armrest
with his ribs. Anita was flung from the driver’s seat over on top
of Dennis and lost consciousness.

Dennis continued to pray and praise God as loudly as he
could. As he did, he could hear crashing sounds coming from
everywhere. It sounded like steel crunching against steel, while
torpedoes were going off.

After the van again hit the center divider, it did a 180-degree
turn, went onto the right side of the off-ramp, and flipped upside
down. When it had completely stopped, the van was turned over
on its side and most of the windows were broken. Anita had
now been thrown back over into the driver’s seat, but they had
missed every other car.

The scent of a rose permeated the van, which Dennis
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recognized as the Rose of Sharon. He had the peace that passes
all understanding (Philippians 4:7) and kept clinging to Il Timothy
1:7, For God has not given me a spirit of fear but of power, and
of love and of a sound mind.

Dennis heard a knock on the windshield. He looked up, but
no one was there. Then he heard a voice saying, With the peace
God gives you, all is well. The enemy is defeated over your life
and there is a hedge of Divine protection around you. You are
dwelling in the secret place of the Most High and abiding under
the shadow of the Almighty. (Psalm 91:1)

Dennis saw a man looking into the car. The man told Dennis
that he had seen the accident and had come to help him.

By this time, the van had filled up with about three feet of water.
Dennis turned to look in the backseat and saw that his two-month-
old son, D], was out of his carseat and face down in the water.
There was blood all over him and the seat. As Dennis reached
down to pick him up, D] looked up and smiled at him. The man
who had stopped to help had put his coat around the baby.

Next, Dennis looked at his daughter, Tara, who was
semiconscious. She looked at Dennis and in a soft, tender voice
she said, “ I’'m okay, Daddy.”

Dennis then looked over at Anita, who had also been
unconscious. She said she was slightly dizzy, but that she was
okay.

In the very back of the van was his other daughter, Marisa.
Her body was twisted. Dennis quickly crawled out of the side
of the van and made his way to the back of the vehicle to open
it up. By this time, there were cars all around and people trying
to help.

As Dennis opened up the backseat, he saw that Marisa’s head
was wedged underneath the seat. A lady came running toward
the van and when she saw Marisa, she cried, “Oh no! That poor
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little girl is dead!”

Undaunted, Dennis began to speak life over her. “Satan, she
is not dead. She is alive and will live to declare the works of
God!”

As he pulled her out from underneath the seat, he noticed
blood coming from her right ear and she had no pulse. Dennis
continued, “She will live and not die!”

With that, Marisa opened her eyes and starting breathing.
“Daddy, Satan tried to kill us, but the Lord sent the angels. I saw
ten-thousand angels. They came from everywhere and said that
everything’s going to be okay because God is with us.”

As Dennis got everyone out of the van, a man approached him
and said, “I can’t believe this.”

The man, who had been driving behind Dennis, told him,
“You’re the best driver I’ve ever seen!”

“What do you mean?” asked Dennis.

“When you began to hydroplane, you missed every car, hit the
center divider, and still missed every car. You drove this van like
you were a stunt man. It looked like it was choreographed.”

Dennis exclaimed, “I didn’t drive this van! Hallelujah! The
Lord drove that van! Praise God!”

The ambulance came and took everyone to the hospital.
Everyone checked out just fine, so Dennis decided to go on to
the crusade and tell everyone how God had spared and protected
his family.

As Dennis stood before the crowds that evening, he told of
God’s mercy and goodness. Five people were delivered from
strongholds in their lives and over one hundred people accepted
Christ as their Savior.

The next morning, the entire Tinerino family attended their
church and testified what God had done for them.
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[][ God be ][or us, who can be against us?

RomaANs 8:31, KJV



THE YOGURT SHOP

T WAS MY FIRST DAY AS A VOLUNTEER at the Crisis Pregnancy

Center. I had been through all the training classes, but nothing
could have prepared me for what was about to happen.

I heard the front door to the office open and then the bell at our
sliding window sounded, alerting us that our 2 P.M. appointment
had arrived. As I slid open the window that separated our office
area from the reception room, I saw my first clients. He was in
his late twenties, a midget who walked with a cane and had a
deformed arm. The girl looked about seventeen, very frail, and
never made eye contact. He was the spokesperson.

“We’re here for abortion information,” he said.

I handed him a form to complete, told him to let us know
when he had finished it, and closed the window.

I was nervous. I knew I was about to provide a great service,
but it was not what they were expecting. Our program was one
that educated women about abortion alternatives. I realized that
he had already made up his mind before they came in that the
girl was going to have an abortion. I was quickly beginning to
dread the whole situation.

He finished filling out the form, and I asked the young woman
to give me a urine sample. Then I told them we’d like for them to
watch a short film while I processed the free pregnancy test.

The film showed the various stages of pregnancy. For me,
this was the thing that most impressed me when I was doing my
training. Prior to seeing the film, I had not realized that a baby
had a heartbeat three weeks after conception. Nor did I know
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that it had viable brain waves, a skeletal structure, and all of
its organs at six weeks. If the baby is genetically predisposed to
diabetes, or any other diseases, it’s all locked in by that stage. I
guess it was during my first look at that film when it hit me that
the fetus is a baby. All the parts are there; it just continues to
grow. Abortion really does stop a beating heart.

I had just completed her pregnancy test—it was positive; she
was four months pregnant—when suddenly, I heard the door
to the room where they were watching the film forcefully fling
open. The man was limping toward me with his cane pointed at
my face and screaming obscenities.

“How dare you show her this film! We’re here for an
abortion!”

The girl was crying hysterically. The man said his girlfriend had
a venereal disease, which meant that if she went to term, she would
have to have a C-section and they could not afford that. He said
he didn’t want to take a chance on bringing a deformed child into
the world. He was adamant. They wanted an abortion.

I tried to calm them. I wanted them to know we would help in
any way we could. We would provide food, shelter, baby clothes,
furniture, medical assistance, help if they wanted to keep their
baby, referrals to adoption services if they wanted to place their
baby. But, he was unyielding and they stormed out the door.

Over the next few weeks I tried to reach them again and again.
Finally, their phone was disconnected and I never did get through
to them. I kept having mental replays of his anger and her tears.
I couldn’t even let myself think about their baby.

Several years later, I was en route from Atlanta to Nashville
and decided to swing by a yogurt shop and get a frozen yogurt
for the road. I had purchased my treat and was turning to exit
when an adorable little boy of about three or so wedged himself
between me and the door. He had beautiful dark hair and playful
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brown eyes. His cheeks were rosy red and his smile lit up the
room. I gazed down at him, gave him a wink, and said, “What
are you doin’, big guy?” He giggled back at me.

A masculine voice from over my shoulder beckoned his young
son away from the door. Now free to open the door, I turned to
catch one more glance of the beautiful boy who had momentarily
held me captive. Much to my surprise, I saw that his father was
the midget with the deformed arm and the cane.

A rush of heat consumed me as I realized the couple I had seen
that day had decided not to get an abortion. An avalanche of
thoughts reeled through my head—but, they were so mad at me.
He said they were definitely going through with it. I remembered
the cane being pointed in my face and the man’s jugular veins
popping out of his neck as he screamed at me.

Too stunned to respond or to remind him of our former
encounter, I walked slowly to my car. What a gift God had just
given me. I took a slow, smooth taste of my yogurt. Mixed with its
sweet taste was the salt from the tears pouring down my face.

I remembered the verse in Proverbs which says, “God can turn
the hearts of kings.” I doubted that the father of the little boy
was royalty, but based on my last encounter with him, I believe
God had definitely moved to change his heart!

I was ashamed that I had conceded failure in this situation and
I was glad that God hadn’t given up as easily as I had.

I thought of Sunday school songs like “Jesus Loves Me,”
“God Can Do Anything But Fail,” and “Jesus Loves the Little
Children.” T hoped that the little boy would have a chance to
know God and how much He loves him. In consideration of
what I had just experienced, I was sure God would orchestrate
such an encounter. The truth of God’s sovereignty and His
uncompromising ability to rule the universe flooded my heart.

God entrusts us with many opportunities in life. Sometimes we
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will never know the results or see the impact we have on other
people. But occasionally we do get the great gift of a glimpse. For
me, the yogurt shop encounter was one of those times.

&
Before ]][ormeal you n your mother's womb I knew you.

JEREMIAH 1:5



Dip I SHAVE MY LEGS
FOR THIs?

Deana Carter’s debut album Did T Shave My Legs for This?
sold more than five million copies, and her single “Strawl)erry
Wine” went to #1 on the Billboard charts and was named the
Academy of Country Music’s Single of the Year. Her second
release, Everything’s Gonna Be A]right is a vibrant collection
of songs that picles up where Legs left off.

After her fatller, Fred Carter, awell-known Nashville session
guitarist, received a lzi(lney transplant that saved his life, Deana
became passionate about urging people to sign donor cards. She
is now a spokesperson for the National Kidney Foundation.

Deana called me on her way home from a doctor’s appointment
where she’d just been cliagnosecl with pneumonia. [ asked her if
she'd like to reschedule, but she didn’t want to inconvenience
me. Deana was considerate and caring and I found her to be

enclearing as well as a woman of principles and high integrity.
&
PRIOR TO BECOMING ONE OF THE MOST well-known female
country music singers in the world, Deana Carter’s life had
been anything but platinum.

There seem to be three unspoken requirements for becoming a
country music singer, and Deana had managed to meet all three:
she had worked as a waitress, worked for a temp service, and
resided in a tiny run-down apartment while experiencing at least
occasional car trouble.
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In addition, she taught preschool, cleaned houses, and sold
auto parts. In fact, for most of her climb to the top, Deana worked
three and four jobs on a regular basis just to make ends meet.

Deana spent most of her life in Nashville and is close to her
family. But when her grandparents passed away, her parents
moved back to Louisiana where they were from originally.

Just before the Christmas holidays in 1996, Deana was close
to signing her first record deal. She was doing everything within
her power to finalize her contract with Capitol Records so she
would have the money she needed to travel to Louisiana and
spend the holidays with her family.

Unfortunately, record companies do very little business
between the Thanksgiving and Christmas holidays. If contracts
haven’t been inked by the week before Christmas, the chances are
slim to none that the completion will be facilitated until business
resumes sometime after the New Year.

Undaunted by this fact and determined to do her best to make
it happen, Deana persisted. She stopped by the offices and left
phone messages for everyone involved in the negotiation process.
No one was returning her calls. Certainly the thought, “Did I
shave my legs for this?” must have crossed her mind, even before
she recorded the song!

Her teaching job was in recess for the holidays. All of the full-
time waitresses were pulling double shifts to make extra money
for Christmas, so her part-time position had dwindled down to a
no-time position until the first of the year. In addition, her house-
cleaning clients had all gone out of town to visit their families.

Her only chance of getting the money to go home lay in
executing her record contract. If that were to happen, she would
receive a cash advance against royalties.

It was the 23" of December and the offices were scheduled to
close at noon on Christmas Eve. She knew that apart from her



WINKS FROM GOD 61

deal coming through, she had little hope of funding her trip to
Louisiana.

Once again, she made her familiar round of phone calls to the
record executives. And once again, no one returned her calls.

On Christmas Eve morning, one of the executives at Capitol
called to let her know that they had been unable to complete all
of her paperwork. They wouldn’t be finalizing the contracts until
after the holidays.

That night, she sat alone in her apartment eating her Christmas
Eve dinner—a Cornish hen and Stove Top dressing. As she sat by
herself, she became sad and extremely lonely for her family.

After dinner, Deana lay on her couch talking with her parents
on the phone. They tried to be as upbeat as possible, but the reality
of being apart for Christmas was making the cheery exchange
somewhat difficult. Giving way to their disappointment of not
being together, the phone call ended with everyone in tears.
They said their good-byes and promised to talk again the next
morning.

Still curled up on the couch. Deana gazed out the window
and began to cry. Then she prayed, “God, you know I can’t have
anything for Christmas this year. I don’t mean to be ungrateful for
all I do have and sound so pitiful and everything, but could you
please at least let it snow? Please, just let me wake up tomorrow
and see just one or two snowflakes. That would be great!”

Then Deana cried herself to sleep.

On Christmas morning, she woke up around 7 A.m. She looked
out the window to find huge snowflakes falling from the sky. The
ground was covered with fresh, white, powdery snow.

As she recalled all of the Christmases that she had spent in
Nashville, Deana couldn’t remember ever having seen a white
Christmas. God had made a special provision simply because one
of His children had asked Him to.
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That moment will forever be etched on Deana’s heart. For
her, the beautiful snowfall meant that during one of her loneliest
times, she was being watched over.

Like most success stories, Deana suffered many delays and
paid more than her fair share of dues on her journey to the top.
But now she’s riding the BIG wave. And in regard to the record-
setting, chart-busting, and paramount accomplishments she’s
achieved so far, I’'m certain the answer to the question is, “YES!”
She definitely did shave her legs for this!

Therefore humble yourselves under the mighty hand
of God that He may exalt you in due time, casting

all your cares upon Him, ][or He cares ][or you.
1 PETER §5:6—7



THEY THAT WAIT
ON THE LORD

As a ten-year veteran animator for Walt Disney Animation,
Nik Ranieri has many films to his credit, l)eginning with work
on the tough—taﬂaing to&c”er, Bal)y Herman, and Who Framed
Roger Rabbit?s lead character, Roger Rabbit. He has brought
many other characters to life inclu(ling Ursula the Sea Witch
in The Little Mermai&, Wilbur the Albatross in The Rescuers
Down Under, the debonair Lumiere in Beauty and the Beast,
the villainous ]afar in Aladdin, Meeko the mischievous raccoon
in Pocahontas, and Hades the fast—taﬂzing, hot-headed villain
in Hercules. Nik is currently worlzing on the lead character for
the next Disney animated feature film.

During our p}lone interview, Nik told me, “For most of my
young adulthood, God has been sending life’s lessons across my
pa‘ch for the sole purpose of teaching me patience and the rewards
of waiting.” But just like most Disney movies, Nik’s story has a

happy ending.

F ROM AS FAR BACK AS HE CAN REMEMBER, Nik always wanted
to have a career in art, but he wasn’t sure exactly what area of
art he would pursue. By the time he was ready to begin applying
for colleges, he had decided that animation was perfectly suited
to his artistic talents and pursuing it would result in the career
of his dreams.

He learned about an animation course that really intrigued
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him and decided to apply for entrance into the program.
Unfortunately, though, his grades weren’t quite good enough
and he was not accepted.

Instead, Nik was accepted into the Fundamental Arts program,
which would expose him to a variety of art-related subjects. By
doing well in this program, he would be eligible for the animation
program the following year.

Nik was reluctant because he had no desire to study anything
other than animation. There was, however, a small animation
class that was part of the Fundamental Arts program, so he
decided to give it a try. He excelled in animation and drawing,
but failed the five other classes. The Director of Admissions not
only refused to let him into the animation program, but also
insisted that Nik retake the five classes he had failed, bring up
his grades, and then reapply for the animation course.

Nik was emphatic with the administrator: “I can’t take those
courses again. They’re useless. I don’t want to learn how to do
‘tie-dye.” I want to be an animator.”

The administrator wouldn’t budge. In fact, he told Nik it was
just as well that he wasn’t accepted into the course because he
would probably never make it as an animator anyway.

Devastated, Nik took a year off. He began to question God,
asking why He had led him to this animation class and allowed
his hopes to grow, only to have them shot down.

“But what I learned is that God could see the whole picture.
He was in the process of preparing me for the desires of my
heart,” Nik told me.

During his hiatus, Nik shot his own film and produced some
commercials for a local television station. He took those same
commercials back to the administration department at the school of
animation and used them to demonstrate his capabilities. Nik was
finally accepted into the college where he graduated three years later.
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Within a month of graduation, Nik landed a job on an animated
television series as an assistant animator. Within three months,
he was promoted to an animator. The people who were his
production assistants were the same people who had graduated
the year he would have, had it not been for the delays.

What Nik didn’t realize was that, until that particular year
when the market finally opened up for animators, most of his
coworkers had made a living driving cabs and working odd jobs.
It was not until the year Nik graduated that the industry had
started picking up.

Nik had a profound thought: Wow, God knew more than I
did!

“All of the times I was crying out to Him, God knew the
end of the story and that waiting would eventually allow me to
experience His highest and best.”

Nik continued in animation, moving from studio to studio,
working on a variety of projects including TV specials and
commercials. Some of the projects even utilized the very elaborate
and time-consuming live-action/animation combination technique
similar to the one in the movie Who Framed Roger Rabbit? Nik
would later use. As he put it, “I was being prepared and totally
set up for a major blessing!”

Nik was eventually hired as an “in-betweener” of animation
on Who Framed Roger Rabbit?, where he was able to showcase
his skills.

As a result, Nik was promoted and generously given many
choice scenes in the film, most of which included the title character
itself. After that, Nik was transferred to Los Angeles and was
hired to animate various Disney characters in every Disney
animated film to follow.

Nik tries to live having faith in God no matter what: “I've
been through enough waiting in my life to know that when the
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delays come I can trust that God has my best interest at heart and
when the waiting is complete and the time is right, the rewards
will be great!”

Those who wait on the LORD shall renew their strengtlz;
they shall mount up with wings lke eagles. They shall
run and not be weary, flzey shall walk and not ][aint.

Isa1aH 40:31



STANDING
ON THE PROMISES

With hits like “Uneasy Rider,” “The South’s Gonna Do It and
“Long Haired Country Boy,” multi-platinum country/bluegrass

performer Charlie Daniels’ career spans over four decades. His
signature song, “The Devil Went Down to Georgia,” became a
platinum single, topped both the country and pop charts, won
a Grammy, carned three Country Music Association trophies,
became the lead song in the film Urban Cowboy, and propelled
his Million Miles Reflection album to triple platinum sales.

Charlie called me from his bus while out on tour. He was down
to earth and easy to talk to. At the end of our conversation 1
prayed for Charlie and he in return prayed for me.

ONE OF THE MOST LIFE-CHANGING EXPERIENCES Charlie
Daniels has ever had occurred several years ago while
touring out on the road.

Hazel, his wife of thirty-five years, travels with him everywhere
he goes. She had been experiencing severe back pain and had
consulted with chiropractors, an osteopath, and an orthopedic
surgeon. None of them had been able to pinpoint the cause of
her back problem.

The last date before the end of the tour was a performance at
Farm Aid with Willie Nelson. After that they would be headed
for home.

When Charlie finished his last show the night before doing
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Farm Aid, Hazel was in excruciating pain. Charlie wanted to take
her to the hospital but she wanted to wait until they returned
home to Nashville.

Charlie won out and he took her to a local hospital in Three
Rivers, Michigan. After running a battery of tests, the doctors
concluded that she had a gynecological problem, but they
wouldn’t be able to determine the specifics of her trouble until
they did exploratory surgery.

Hazel didn’t want to have surgery away from home, so she
stayed in the hospital while Charlie sang at Farm Aid. After his
performance, Charlie chartered an ambulance plane and flew
Hazel back to Nashville. Hazel was immediately transported to
Baptist Hospital and her surgery was scheduled for the following
day.

“I left the hospital to go home, shower, and change clothes,”
Charlie began. “My love for my wife is very strong and, while
driving home, I began to thank God for her and pray for the
love of my life.

“I began to engage in spiritual warfare against the illness that
was causing Hazel’s problem. I told Satan that he couldn’t have
Hazel. I commanded Satan to take his hands off of her. I continued
to rebuke Hazel’s problem and called upon the Lord to heal her
and restore her to perfect and whole health.”

Charlie continued, “I returned to the hospital. After bringing
my cares and concerns before the throne of God, I felt confident
that the outcome from Hazel’s surgery would be fine. One
particular verse kept running through my mind: “Be anxious
for nothing, but in everything by prayer and supplication with
thanksgiving make your needs known to God; and the peace
that passes all understanding will guard your hearts and minds
through Christ Jesus.” (Philippians 4: 6-7)

“The next morning before Hazel underwent her procedure, I
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told her that if she was holding onto anything in her heart against
anybody or had any sin issues she was struggling with, that God
wanted her to let go of it. I didn’t want anything to prohibit God
from intervening with supernatural power and to render a total
and complete healing!”

Hazel told Charlie she didn’t think she was holding onto
anything unforgiven and that she, too, had asked God to provide
wisdom for her surgeons and complete healing for her ailment.

The doctors wheeled Hazel down the hall for her surgery, which
lasted several hours. After the procedure had been completed,
the surgeons came out to speak with Charlie. They informed him
that the situation had been extremely serious, but that everything
was going to be fine.

Charlie already knew everything was going to be okay, but
he rejoiced to hear his expectations confirmed by the attending
physicians. Charlie had taken a stand against Satan who comes
to steal, kill, and destroy our lives.

Hazel recovered in record time and Charlie’s faith in the Lord
was increased from having gone through the experience.

“When your back is to the wall, God’s word has over 7,000
promises to stand on,” Charlie shared. “Throughout my life, 've
learned to do three things well: love my wife and family, sing and
play the fool out of a fiddle, and experience the fullness of God
by standing on His promises.”

Finally, my brethren, be strong in the Lord and in the power
of His might. Put on the whole armor of God, that you may
be able to stand against the wiles of the devil. For we do not
wrestle against flesh and blood, but against principalities,
against powers, against the rulers of the darkness of this
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age, against spiritual hosts of wickedness in the heavenly
p/aces. leerefore take up the whole armor of Goa’, that you
may be able to withstand in the evil day, and having done
all, to stand. Stand therefore, having girded your waist with
trutZz, Zzaving put on the Z)reastp/ate o][ riglzteousness, and
having shod your feet within the preparation of the gospe/
of peace; above all, taking the shield of faith with which you
will be able to quenclz all the ﬁery darts of the wicked one.
And take the helmet of salvation, and the sword of the Spirit,
which is the word of God; praying always with all prayer
and supplication in the Spirit, being watchful to this end
with all perseverance and supplication for all of the saints.

EPHESIANS 6:10-18



IT's A BEAuTIFUL DAY
IN THE NEIGHBORHOOD

T SEEMED TO BE THE MIDDLE OF THE NIGHT when the alarm

went off. I didn’t mind, though, because God had provided
an incredible opportunity for me. I was getting to meet with
Celia Froehlig, the president of EMI Publishing, to discuss the
possibility of a publishing deal for my country music catalog.

My attorney had described Celia as one of the two most
powerful women in Nashville. When he asked me how I had
managed to get the appointment, I told him I had called her, asked
her to meet with me, she said yes, and I was on my way. This
meeting was definitely an act of God’s favor and I was anxious
to get to speak with her.

At 8:45 A.Mm., it was already a sweltering 98 degrees in
downtown Nashville. Since my meeting wasn’t until 9:30 A.m. [
decided to stop in the Nashville Bagel Shop for a little breakfast.
There were no parking spaces available, so I parked next door
at Captain D’s. Since Captain D’s didn’t open until 11 A.Mm., I
thought there’d be no problem.

I ran in to the bagel shop. There were about six people in line
ahead of me. My turn came and I ordered an egg bagel and coffee
to go. I got my order, paid for it, and was out the door just in
time to see my car already up on a flatbed tow truck, being pulled
out onto the street. I ran, yelling at the driver, but he quickly
disappeared out of sight.

There I was, with an incredibly important appointment and no
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way to get there. I had taken only a $5 bill out of my wallet for
breakfast. I couldn’t call a cab because my briefcase, currently
in my backseat with my wallet in it, had also been towed. What
a beautiful day in the neighborhood!

I began walking to my appointment, about three miles away.
In a business suit, dress shoes, and with the temperature hovering
at around 100 degrees, three miles seemed like a walk across the
Mojave Desert.

I arrived, soaking wet, with huge blisters on my heels and limp
hair plastered to my head. It was not a pretty sight. I apologized
for being late. Thankfully, I had sent a tape of some of my songs
to Celia prior to our meeting.

Celia greeted me warmly and offered me something cold to
drink. When I relayed to Celia the events of the morning, she
laughed heartily.

She was very complimentary about my writing and asked
me to send her more of my material. She said she would have
the whole staff listen to it and see if they thought I was worth
signing. I was excited.

After my meeting, I called my friend Maggie to bring money and
pick me up. I got my car back and headed home to Atlanta.

Several weeks later, Celia called to say that everyone had liked
my material, but they didn’t think I brought anything to the table
that they didn’t already have. Down, but not out, I continued to
pursue a publishing deal over the next year, meeting with everyone
I could. I was determined not to give up.

Everyone turned me down.

I didn’t get it. I had over two hundred recorded songs to my
writing credit. Many of my songs had charted to the Top 5 on the
radio. If I could have this kind of success in Gospel/ Contemporary
Christian music, I knew I could do it in country music, too, if
someone would just believe in me and take a chance.
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Eventually I returned to Nashville. I had just dropped off a
tape at Starstruck Publishing, Reba McEntire’s company, and
was calling my next appointment from the car. There was a tap
on my window —my friend Jason Houser. I found out later that
he was starting a new job the following Monday at, of all places,
EML. I told him I had met at EMI with Celia Froehlig the year
before. Jason informed me that Celia was no longer with EMI,
but had started her own company. He jotted down her name and
a new number for me.

Later, I phoned Celia, reminded her of who I was, and
congratulated her on the new venture. I asked if I could stop by
sometime and play her some more tunes. She told me to come
on by the next time I was up.

Not long after that, I met with Celia and her partner, Robin
Palmer. I took them twenty new songs. After a month or so, they
called to say they loved two of them and would like to begin
pitching them. Within two weeks, “The Hard Way,” which I
cowrote with my friend Keith Brown, had been put on hold for
multi-platinum artist Faith Hill. I was ecstatic, but they warned
me this could be a long, drawn-out process.

They weren’t kidding.

“The Hard Way” was on hold for a year. We were told that
Faith had listened to thousands of songs. She recorded thirty-six
of those songs, and then finally narrowed it down to the twelve
that would make the record. “The Hard Way” was one of the
twelve. Finally, I had my first country cut!

On June 23, 1998, I received my first platinum album
commemorating one million sales of Faith Hill’s record with
my song on it. On May 25, 1999, at a beautiful ceremony in
Nashville, Faith Hill herself presented Keith, Celia, Robin, and
me with our own triple platinum record.

Thankfully, things don’t always end up the way they
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originally start out. Today, it is indeed, a beautiful day in the
neighborhood!
&
This Book o][tlze Law shall not c[epart][rom your mouflz, but
you shall meditate in it day and night that you may observe to
do according to all that is written in it. For then you will make

your way prosperous and t}ten you wI// Zzave gooa[ success.
JosHuA 1:8



You'vE GOt A FrIEND

Dr. Clifton Taulbert is the acclaimed spealzer and author of Once
Upon A Time When We Were Colored, Watching Our Crops Come
In, and Eiglzf Habits o][ the Heart. He was also nominated for a
Pulitzer Prize for The Last Train North.

My interview with Dr. Taulbert took place by phone as he awaited
the arrival of out of town family members who were eXpectecl for
the Christmas holiclays. A few months after our interview, I met Dr.
Taulbert at one of his speaking engagements and learned that not
only does he have the gift of writing, but also for teaching.

There are many lessons to learn in his sad, touching story.
&

HE PULITZER PRI1ZE NOMINATION for The Last Train North

was not enough. His success as the writer of the American
classic Once Upon A Time When We Were Colored was not
enough. In fact, nothing would be enough to sustain him when
in 1994, Clifton and his wife suffered the loss of their seven-year-
old daughter to sickle cell anemia.

Clifton experienced a myriad of emotions, from grief to
depression to anger. He questioned God, as well as his faith in
God. He longed for a friend who could listen to him, cry with
him, and allow him to question the why of his tragedy.

About four months after his daughter’s death, Clifton and his
wife got up one morning and found that their old refrigerator,
which had been repaired time and time again, had permanently
expired. After getting the opinions of two service people, the
refrigerator’s final rights were read. It was not cooling. It would
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not make ice. Even adding Freon wouldn’t remedy the situation.

Following dinner that evening, Dr. and Mrs. Taulbert set out for
the neighborhood Sears store. They had pre-determined the model
they wanted to purchase but upon arriving at Sears, they were
disappointed to learn that this store was out of the particular model
they wanted. So the salesclerk called another Sears that was located
all the way across town. Although it was very close to closing time
and the drive to the store was substantial, the salesclerk at the second
Sears store said he would be glad to wait on the Taulberts.

Upon arrival, they learned that the salesclerk, Perry Shockley,
was a well-known basketball coach who had come to Tulsa to
go to Bible school and was only selling appliances part time. He
had the refrigerator they wanted, so they put down a deposit and
set up the delivery date.

An instant rapport developed between Clifton and Perry, but
Clifton couldn’t really say why. Perry was an athlete and Clifton
was a writer. Perry was a white guy and Clifton was black. It
didn’t seem like they had all that much in common, but Clifton
still knew he wanted to get to know Perry.

Clifton and his wife returned home so they could be there
when their old refrigerator was picked up. But when they got
there, much to their amazement, the old refrigerator was working
perfectly. Clifton called Perry, apologized, and let him know they
would not need the new refrigerator after all. He returned to the
store to get his down payment back and to undo the paperwork.
It was during that visit that Clifton discovered what the two had
in common: They were both trying to build their relationships
with the Lord.

They began to talk as if they had been friends for all of their
lives. Clifton invited Perry to dine with his friends and family;
they began to build camaraderie to the point where both of them
felt comfortable sharing their innermost hopes and dreams.
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They opened up a free-flowing and honest communication
about Jesus. They discussed whether or not He would really
“hang in there” through everything. After spending time seeking
the answer to their question, their conclusion was an emphatic
Yes! Throughout the good times, as well as the challenges in life,
Jesus never leaves or forsakes those He loves.

The more Clifton and Perry prayed and studied together, the
deeper they fell in love with God. Perry shared with Cliff about
various mission trips he’d taken to Russia and Africa. He said
that although he loved basketball and coaching with all his heart,
he now got as excited over someone coming to know the Lord
as he used to get when he coached a basketball game.

That a regular guy could be this energized about knowing
Jesus opened Clifton’s heart and allowed God to begin healing
the wounds he had suffered when he lost his little girl.

Through having meals together, taking walks, and having deep
conversations and debates, Cliff and Perry both received what
they needed. They had developed the ability to laugh, talk, and
cry freely, having grown to respect and trust each other.

“God allowed my refrigerator to go on the blink and sent me
all the way across town to meet Perry, the friend I needed. God
then restored my refrigerator so that I would realize that the Lord
orchestrates whatever He has to in order to give His children
whatever we need!” Clifton and Perry are still best friends and
the refrigerator lasted two and a half more years.

&
Be anxious for nothing but in everything by prayer and
supplication, with thanksgiving, let your requests be known to

God; and the peace of God which surpasses all understanding,
will guard your hearts and minds through Christ Jesus.

PHILIPPIANS 4:6—7



Buy A WHAT?
5

WALKED OUT OF MY AIR-CONDITIONED CONDO into what felt

like an outdoor steam room. It was officially the first day of
summer, although the hot and sultry temperatures we’d been
experiencing for the last three weeks made it feel like summer
had arrived long before.

I was headed to several appointments and decided to make
my way by secondary roads, rather than by the expressway. As I
was silently collecting my thoughts and reviewing the objectives
for my first appointment, a command shot through my mind:
“Go buy a swimsuit.”

I responded aloud. “Go buy a what?”

I was stunned by such a thought because I hadn’t worn a
swimsuit in years. [ was much too overweight and self-conscious
to even consider such an idea. I tried to ignore it, but once again,
the thought shot through my mind, this time louder: “Go buy
a swimsuit!”

I wasn’t sure why God wanted me to have a swimsuit, but I
was sure that this was His idea and definitely not mine. I pulled
into the Target parking lot, parked, and went in. I tried on a
few swimsuits, found one that fit, purchased it, and went on my
way.

Following my appointments, I headed back home. As I drove,
I noticed the Target bag on the front seat and began to think
again about the odd instruction to buy a swimsuit. I mean, in
the twelve years since I had owned my condo, I had only been
to the pool one time.
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Having been born in Miami and reared in Fort Lauderdale,
I always loved the water and enjoyed swimming. So, I began
telling myself that having the extra weight was just the way I was
and it was nothing to be ashamed of. I became convinced that
God wanted me to enjoy my summer, including the refreshing,
invigorating joy of an occasional dip in the pool. I just figured that
must have been why He put it in my heart to get a swimsuit.

As soon as I arrived home, I put on my new swimsuit and
headed for the pool. I swam a few laps and then settled into a
lounge chair to read a while. As I baked to medium-well, I decided
I needed to take another dip to cool off. About that time, two
women in their late fifties came through the gate with a small boy
about five years old. The women carried a cooler, some towels,
and a bottle of suntan lotion. The boy had an unopened diver’s
mask and a gigantic squirt gun.

I'swam a few more laps and the boy began to open his new toys.
Seated on the steps, he put on the mask and began to fill up his
squirt gun. After my last lap, I joined him on the steps. We said
hello and then I turned my head away from him, looking around
at the trees, flowers, and shrubs that surrounded the pool area.

I made a mental note that the next time I saw the groundskeepers,
I would thank them for doing such a great job around the
property. I was so happy and content to enjoy the beautiful day
and felt blessed to be able to enjoy it poolside.

When I looked back where the little boy had been sitting,
I noticed that he was no longer there. He had pushed himself
off the steps and was now a few feet away from me. He was
totally submerged underwater. His mask was covering his
face, but I could see an expression of panic, which let me
know that he probably couldn’t swim and was in trouble. I
lunged forward, picked him up out of the water and pulled off
his mask. Due to swallowing several big gulps of chlorinated
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water, he choked and gasped for air. I held him tight and
assured him I wouldn’t let him drop. He shivered and cried
in short, quiet little whimpers.

The women with whom he had come were busy chatting
and enjoying their cold drinks. Neither had noticed the little
boy struggling or that he had been only seconds away from
drowning.

One of the women, his grandmother, finally looked over and
inquired about the ruckus. I relayed what had happened and
informed them that the child could not swim. I suggested they
might consider watching him a little more closely, gave the boy
a hug, and then decided to be on my way.

Back in my condo as I pulled off my wet suit, I remembered
what had seemed to be such an unusual thought some seven hours
earlier: “Go buy a swimsuit!” I know there are probably many
times when God attempts to direct our paths and we fail to hear
Him. Or maybe we just fail to comply. This time I was really glad
I had gone along with the program, even though it didn’t make
sense, nor was it something on my personal agenda. For once,
I didn’t try to figure things out; I just obeyed, knowing that the
thought was not my own. For whatever reason God wanted me
to have a swimsuit and, at least for a time, I got to know why.

As I remember holding that precious little boy in my arms
and looking into his eyes as the fear melted away, ’'m glad that
God spoke to me that morning. ’'m even more grateful that I
listened.

&
Trust in the LorD with all of your heart and lean

not on your own understanding. In all your ways
acknowledge Him and He will direct your path.

PROVERBS 3:5-6



BLIND TRUST

Greg Nelson is a premier songwriter and an awarcl—winning
record producer. He has worked with artists such as Sandi Patty,
Larnelle Harris, Scott Wesley Brown, Steve Green, and Sheila
Walsh. He has created many highly successful musical works
inclucling Le Voyage, Saviour, The Passion, and Emmanuel
,{eaturing Amy Grant, Michael W. Smith, Point of Grace, Jaci
Ve]esquez, Larnelle Harris, Twila Paris, Wayne Watson, and
many others. He is currently developing a feature film project
based on the book Pilgrim’s Progress.

Greg was the producer with whom I signecl my first song
publishing deal. I consider him to be my brother and friend
and have learned much of what I know about songwriting l)y
stuclying his works.

Although I could have done his interview by phone, I decided
to drive to Nashville and see him live and up close. Whenever we
get toget}ler, Ican always be assured of three things: great stories,
an excellent lunch, and so much laughter that the fo”owing c].ay
my stomach always feels like I've done at least ten-thousand

sit-ups!

I N THE FALL OF 1987, record producer Greg Nelson boarded a
plane in Los Angeles bound for his home in Nashville,
Tennessee. He had just completed a Christmas record for Evie,
a contemporary Christian artist.

After landing and claiming his luggage, he retrieved his car
and headed toward his house. During the drive home, he began
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to feel like he had something in his eyes. The further he drove,
the more distracting the situation with his eyes became.

By the time he got home, the irritation in his eyes was intense.
He flushed them out with water and then tried washing them
with eyewash. Nothing seemed to remove the obstruction or ease
the discomfort, so he decided to get some sleep and hoped the
problem would resolve itself by the next morning.

The next day, the irritation was even worse. It increased over
the next several days until he couldn’t see out of either eye very
well. So Greg called his doctor, and his wife, Pam, drove him to
the appointment.

Following an examination, his family physician immediately
scheduled Greg to see a specialist. The specialist gave him a steroid
shot directly into each eye. Not only were the shots extremely
painful, but they produced no results.

So then Greg went to Vanderbilt Hospital, where an entire
battery of tests was implemented. The specialists there were
puzzled as to the etiology of the trauma, but they were able to
determine that there was severe scarring over the center of vision
in both of his eyes. By this time, Greg could not even see the faces
of his wife or children.

However, being the eternal optimist that he is, he held to the
hope that his impending blindness was only temporary. People
everywhere were praying for him, but it seemed the more they
prayed, the worse he got.

At that point, Greg was beginning to realize the seriousness of
his condition—he was blind. He sold his car. His wife drove him
to and from work, and his assistant read all of his mail to him.

The clients for whom he had produced records were
understanding and willing to stick with him. He found himself
thanking God that it was his eyes and not his ears that had been
affected. At least he was still able to produce records.
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Dealing with the reality of Greg’s loss was difficult for everyone
who knew and loved him. But Greg tried to live just one day at
a time, still hoping that something would change.

A year later, Greg was about to return to Anderson, Indiana,
to work on another record with Christian recording artist Sandi
Patty. Semi-resigned to the fact that his vision might never
improve, however, Greg decided that after completing this project,
he was going to enroll in Braille school so that he could learn
how to read.

The week before going to Anderson, Greg’s church held a
healing service for him. They anointed him with oil and prayed
over him, asking that God perform a miracle to restore his sight.
This was the first time his church had ever embarked on a service
of this type.

Then Greg traveled to Anderson and began working on Sandi’s
new project. One day, while Sandi was in the vocal booth, Greg
was seated in the control room of the studio. Just as Greg cued
Sandi, he thought he saw her hands moving. Greg wondered,
had his imagination gone wild, or could it be that he wanted so
much to see that he was hallucinating?

“Very bizarre!” he thought to himself. He decided not to say
anything to anyone.

The next day, he continued to think that he was actually seeing
certain things. He had been in this particular studio hundreds
of times, however, and he convinced himself that he was only
remembering the room.

Upon returning to Nashville, Greg immediately went to the
doctor. The doctor examined his eyes and asked Greg what
church he went to.

The doctor went on to tell Greg that although he couldn’t
explain it, the scar tissue was going away on his left eye. He wasn’t
imagining anything. He could see! The doctor further explained
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that scar tissue doesn’t just go away by itself. What Greg was
experiencing was beyond medical explanation.

Greg says he has no idea why God allowed him to become
blind for a year or why when God did decide to heal him, He
only restored the vision in his left eye. But I'll never forget when
Greg called to tell me how he once again saw the faces of his wife
and children. It was a moment of celebration.

As Greg tells it, “The experience that God entrusted to me
taught me to rest in God’s plan and to be content in all things,
even when I didn’t know how the story would end. I also learned
that the only real trust is blind trust because it creates in us a state
of complete abandonment to a tender and loving God.”

For My tkouglzts are not your flzougkts nor are your ways My
ways. For as the heavens are Zn'gker than the eartZz, so are My

ways Zziglzer than yourways and My t[zouglzts than your tlzouglz ts.
IsA1AH 55:8—9



THE ANDRE CROUCH
CONNECTION

OR THE ENTIRE FIRST YEAR AFTER BECOMING a Christian, I
had not written even one song. In fact I couldn’t even seem
to make two words rhyme.

Prior to that, I could remember nights when I sat at the piano
and wrote six or seven tunes in one sitting. The morning after, I'd
always review my work to see if it was as great as I’'d remembered
or if my opinion had been as much under the influence as I had
been. Oddly enough, in most instances, the songs were strong
and well-crafted.

That was when I was a party girl. But since then, I’d laid down
the scotch and all the other party favors. I concluded that my
songwriting talents had been drug-related, and because I no longer
got high and my party days were over, I assumed my ability to
craft songs was now buried.

One Saturday afternoon, I ran through a bookstore to buy a book.
As I was driving away, my head suddenly began to fill with music
and lyrics. I was stunned. This had not occurred for so long and I
had become convinced that this moment would never happen again.
But it was definitely happening and I didn’t want to miss it.

I quickly pulled back into a parking space and searched for
something to write with. Anything would do—a pen, a pencil,
lipstick, fingernail polish, eyeliner. I found an eyebrow pencil. Now,
I just needed something to write on. The book I had purchased
was in a paper bag. The paper bag would do just fine.



86 WINKS FROM GOD

Then the most wonderful thing happened. I wrote one song
on the front of the bag and another on the back. I put my car in
reverse and backed out of the parking space. My tears made it
difficult to see. As I drove home, I quietly praised the Lord for the
gift He’d just given me. I realized how much I had missed writing.
Some friends of mine from my singles class at church had loaned
me some Christian records. The one I liked best was by Andre
Crouch. He had written classics like “To God Be The Glory,”
“Through It All,” “I Have Confidence,” and “The Blood.” His
music was inspiring, powerful, and anointed. So when I got inside
my apartment, I put on Andre’s record. It was beginning to dawn
on me that God wanted me to use my songwriting talents in a
new area. There had been many occasions when I had abused
His gift. But it was clear to me now that God wanted me to write
songs for and about Him.

As I prayed, I said, “Okay, God, I’ll write songs for you, but
if I do this, I’d really like to be good at it. I want to write like
Andre Crouch.”

Thankfully, God understood what I meant and loved me right
where I was.

The next day at church, my music minister, Joe Estes, sang a
solo just before the sermon. Most of the time, Joe would have
done a song written by Bill Gaither, but today was different. As
the introduction to the music began, I recognized the piece to be
a medley of Andre Crouch songs.

Well, the floodgates opened and I began to weep profusely.
I drank in the music. It was as though the God of the universe
had taken my face in His hands and was intimately, positively
confirming my request from the day before.

Some time later, I was in Nashville completing production on
a record. I planned to drive home that evening before heading
to Los Angeles, but just as I was about to leave, I got a call from
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a friend of mine. She said she wanted me to come to California
a day early so that I could go to a birthday party with her. She
refused to tell me whose party, but strongly suggested I try and
work it out.

I decided to go for it.

My friend picked me up at the airport and we headed to the
birthday party. I still had not figured out where we were going.
We pulled up to a beautiful home with cars lining the streets. As
we entered the house, a lot of friendly people began to introduce
themselves.

We rounded the corner into the living room and I spotted a
long, ebony grand piano. There was a crowd gathered around it,
blocking my view of who was sitting on the piano stool. As people
around the piano turned to speak to my friend, the occupant of
the piano stool was revealed. It was Andre Crouch. This was
his home and the birthday party was for him and his twin sister,
Sandra. I couldn’t believe it.

I was introduced to both of them and later that evening, I stood
at the end of the grand piano as Andre sang all the songs that had
come to mean so much to me. We exchanged phone numbers.

Andre’s dad was a preacher, and on one of my next trips, I
went to hear him preach. Before the sermon, a woman about
eighty years old took the platform to give her testimony. She
talked about Isaiah 51 and how we can learn to soar like eagles.
She said when a mother eagle teaches her babies how to fly, she
takes them up as high in the air as she can and then drops them.
Just before they hit the ground, she flies underneath them and
swoops them up onto her wings. She repeats this seven or eight
times until the babies are so exhausted, they give up struggling
and relax. When they do, the wind lifts their wings and causes
them to fly.
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The woman’s testimony gave me an idea for a song, which I
began writing.

After church, Andre and Sandra invited me over for lunch. I
told Andre that I had been inspired by the older woman and had
jotted down the words to a new song.

He asked to see them.

Andre then went to his piano and asked me to come over and
sit beside him. I did. He began playing a melody to my lyrics. I
taped it. [ was actually co-writing a song with my idol.

The best part of all was to realize that before the foundation
of the earth and before God ever hung the first star, He scheduled
my connections with Andre Crouch. He orchestrated them for
the sole purpose of doing a new thing in me. And a new thing
it was!

Do not remember the ][ormer tlzings, nor consider the
things of old. Behold, I will do a new thing, now it
shall spring forth; shall you not know it? I will even

make a road in the wilderness and rivers in the desert.
IsATIAH 43:18-19



His EYE Is ON
THE SPARROW

With six recorded albums and ten number one radio hits to her
credit, Cindy Morgan is one of the top contemporary Christian
female vocalists in the country toclay. As a songwriter, she has
had her songs recorded by noted artists like Sandi Patty, Michael
English, and BeBe Winans.

In addition to performing on her own records, Cincly has
toured with and sung on the recordings for The Young Messiah
and My Utmost for His Hig}lest

Cin&y and I met eight years ago when we were both panelists
for an ASCAP worlzsl'lop. We have since written together and
became bonded even more when our dads passed away within
four months of each other.

One of our song collaborations called “Live In the Moment”
was inspired Ly the words of Celine Dion and we're hope{ul it

will be recorded in the very near future!

I N 1996, THE LISTEN TOUR, named for her fifth record, was full
tilt. After completing numerous dates on the East Coast and
in Middle America, Cindy, her band, and her crew headed to
California for the West Coast leg of the tour.

Since Cindy was one of America’s top contemporary Christian
artists, her new record was doing exceptionally well in sales, as well
as in radio airplay. That was all well and good, but her favorite
part of touring was just getting to sing and meet the fans.
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They arrived from L.A. with their caravan of RV’s for their first
date in the Sacramento area. While backstage at this particular
venue, Cindy began to unpack her clothes and found a mass of
wrinkles in the black silk dress she planned on wearing. Realizing
that the wrinkles were not going to steam out, she found herself
in desperate need of an iron.

Cindy hated to bother the promoter. She knew he had his hands
full trying to oversee the unloading and set-up of equipment,
lights, and sound. But she realized that if they didn’t have an
iron there at the church, someone would have to go off campus
and get one. She resisted having to put any additional burden on
anyone, but convinced that she had no other alternative, Cindy
called the promoter.

One of the women working for the promoter knew a staff
member who would loan them his iron, but they’d have to go to
his house to pick it up.

So the woman went over to the staff member’s home and,
thinking no one was at home, she used the key he’d given her
to get into the house. She walked in, following the instructions
she’d been given, and proceeded upstairs to retrieve the iron
from a hall closet.

Just as she was about to reach the closet, she passed a bedroom
where something out of her peripheral vision caught her attention.
Inside the bedroom was the fifteen-year-old daughter of the staff
member. She had a gun to her head and was about to take her
own life.

Quickly, but calmly, the woman began to talk to the troubled
teen. During their conversation, she learned that she was feeling
overwhelmed over a number of issues going on in her life. She
had not felt at liberty to discuss any of these situations with her
parents or peers and had concluded that the only solution was
suicide.
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The woman assured her that this was not the answer. They
talked until the girl calmed down enough to give her the gun.
They prayed together and the girl came back to the church with
her, where they began the process of getting her the help she
needed.

It wasn’t until after the concert that the promoter told Cindy
what had happened. She was amazed and thankful for a wrinkled
dress that required an iron.

One hundred sixty times a year, Cindy Morgan stands before
audiences across the world and proclaims the good news of Jesus
Christ through her music. Her goal in doing it is to offer people
the love, hope, and peace that can be found in a relationship
with the true and living God. On this day, Cindy played a part of
saving the life of a teenager without hitting the first note. Cindy
summarizes the situation this way, “God intervened in such an
unusual way to reach out to a girl who was confused and in
pain. Quite simply to rescue a life, He wrinkled a dress. What a
profound reminder that if His eye is on the sparrow, then I know
He watches me.”

@) LORD, You kave searclzec[ me anc[ Lnown me. You Lnow
my sitting down and my rising up; You understand my
tZzouglzt a][ar o][][. You compreizemf my patlz and my /ying
down, And you are acquaintec[ with all my ways. For
there is not a word on my tongue, but ljelzo/al, O LORD,
You know it altogether. You have hedged me behind and

waore, anJ /GT.J 170141’ Zzana/ upon me. Suck LHOUJ/QJQQ I.S

too wonderful for me; it is too high, I cannot attain it.
PsaLM 139:1-6



THE REAL PRISONERS
=

Dr. Bill Brig}lt was the presiclent of Campus Crusade for Christ.

For over fifty years, Dr. Bright had many moving experiences as
he tried to help people in their quest for peace with God and for
meaning and purpose in their lives.

Because of Dr. Brig}lt’s strenuous travel schedule, he was
unable to give me an interview. However, he faxed me the
following story and I welcomed his generous gesture and am

honored to have his contribution.

S OME YEARS AGO, DR. BRIGHT was invited by the warden to
speak to the inmates of the Federal Penitentiary in Atlanta,
Georgia, one of the most infamous high-security prisons in
America at that time. It was a place where prisoners who had
committed major crimes, such as murder, were incarcerated.
Some of the Campus Crusade staff members and volunteers
had been working with hundreds of inmates and several of the
inmates had become Christians.

When Dr. Bright arrived at the penitentiary assembly room,
several inmates rushed over to embrace him, calling him
“brother.” They told him how much they had been helped by
hearing his messages on tape and by reading his books. They
also shared how much the Campus Crusade staff had helped
them.

Before Dr. Bright spoke, some of the inmates stood and gave
testimony of how they had been forgiven by God through faith
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in Christ’s death on the cross and His resurrection. One man
spoke of how he had murdered five people. Another three.
Others had committed similar crimes. They told of how they
had come to the prison full of hate and fear. Then they met
Jesus and were transformed.

Tears streamed down his face as Dr. Bright listened to these
testimonies of God’s forgiveness, grace, goodness, and love.
Again and again, inmates said, “I’'m glad ’'m here in this prison.
If I had not been sent here, I would not know Christ, and I would
probably be dead because of my life of crime.”

These prisoners—these men behind bars—had experienced
the wonder of God’s eternal pardon from their sins. They had
received peace of heart and mind. They were experiencing
purpose and meaning for their lives, and they had been given
power to be different, even in their prison cells.

Sitting there, Dr. Bright’s mind raced across the continent
to Hollywood, California, where just two nights prior, he had
been privileged to be a guest at a large banquet of Hollywood
personalities who had gathered to honor one of their own.
Many of them were famous movie stars, producers, directors,
or entertainers from all over the world.

He sat between a man who had been one of the great actors
of our country for more than thirty years and the daughter of
one of the founders of the Hollywood industry, the wife of a
famous actor. Dr. Bright had barely taken his seat when the
woman began telling him how miserable she was and how she
was thinking about committing suicide. She said that she had
nothing to live for. Her little dog, the most prized, beloved
possession of her life, had died the day before and she was
devastated.

She lived in a palatial mansion. She was world-famous. She
had a great fortune at her disposal. And she felt she had nothing
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to live for.

When Dr. Bright shared the most joyful news of Christ’s love
for her through a little booklet, The Four Spiritual Laws, he saw
a dramatic change in her countenance. She seemed overwhelmed
to learn that God loved her and had a wonderful plan for her
life. She asked if she could keep the booklet, stating that its
content was so wonderful that she wanted to read it over and
over again.

He then turned to the man on his left—an actor known to
most Americans. He was inebriated. Dr. Bright tried to initiate
a conversation by speaking to him of his work with students.
The actor responded angrily saying, “Why waste your time
on students? They’re just a bunch of hotheaded radicals. Why
doesn’t someone work with older people?”

The man began to sob and continued, “Why doesn’t
somebody work with people like me? I need help!”

Dr. Bright was able to help that dear man. Later, he accepted
Jesus as his Savior and was baptized in one of the larger churches
in southern California.

Dr. Bright was overwhelmed with the contrast of these
different scenarios. He thought of the people with wealth, fame,
and power in Hollywood. They thought they were free, but they
were actually in prison (imprisoned by their own selfish desires
and fleshly pursuits of materialism and fame).

Then Dr. Bright thought of the men in the federal penitentiary
who were free, even though they would never leave those gray,
bleak prison walls. They were still free, happy, rejoicing and
giving thanks to their Savior.

God’s pardon, peace, purpose and power are available to
everyone who by faith places their trust in the free gift of
salvation through Jesus Christ. Through Campus Crusade for
Christ International, Dr. Bill Bright has spent his entire life
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trying to make sure that everyone is given the opportunity to
accept this wonderful gift!

For the love 0][ Christ compe/s us, because we ]'ua/ge thus:
that if One died for all, then all died: and He died for all,
that those who lve should no /onger live ][or tlzemse/ves,
but for Him who died for them and rose again. Therefore,
if anyone be in Christ, he is a new creation; old things
have passed away; behold, all things have become new.

2 CORINTHIANS §:T4-15, I7



BIrRD DoOG
S

Sarah Dowdy is the founder and director of The Eagle’s Nest
Booking Agency in Nashville, Tennessee. I can sit for hours
listening to her relay volumes of her own Winks from God, and

I'm honored to call her my friend.
&
FOR YEARS, SARAH HAS BEEN fondly known as Bird Dog be-
cause of the way she searches out any given situation. She
has headed up many ministries, each one passionately born out
of a need that God had revealed to her.

The first of such ministries was called Damascus Road. It was
initiated over twenty years ago by Sarah and three others who
knew how to be Christians on Sunday, but wanted to know how
to spill that knowledge over into the rest of the week.

They met in a small log cabin behind an old church to study
God’s Word and to get to know Him in a more intimate way.
Specifically, they were petitioning the Lord that His wisdom,
strength, and resurrection power would be unleashed in their
everyday lives so that they could show young people how to do
the same thing.

They moved four times within three years and ended up buying
an old Bible college. Damascus Road grew to ten buildings on
twenty acres of land and drew seven hundred kids a week for
praise and worship and Bible study. Over the next ten years,
thousands of kids came to know the Lord. Their annual overhead
was one hundred thousand dollars and they prayed it in every
year without solicitation.
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Years later, Sarah learned that law enforcement officers in the
area would drop juvenile offenders off at Damascus Road in hopes
of getting help for them from God rather than sending them away
to youth detention. Most of the time their efforts paid off.

Today many of those who once attended Damascus Road are
in full-time ministry serving God throughout the world.

Guardian Angels is another ministry birthed out of a need that
God revealed to Sarah. A couple of years ago, an elderly couple
visiting Nashville from Spokane, Washington, were walking
down the sidewalk when a gas leak caused a sewer cap to blow
off. Severely burned, both were rushed in critical condition to
the trauma center at Vanderbilt Hospital. Neither was expected
to live.

After hearing this report, Sarah felt the Lord telling her to
go to the hospital to minister to this couple’s grown children.
Because they were from out of town, they had no friends or
family support in the area.

Sarah began to make daily trips to visit the family. As the
couple’s condition began to improve, Sarah found out that the
one thing they’d wanted to do while they were in Nashville was
to meet Barbara Mandrell. Sarah contacted Barbara and made
arrangements for that to happen. Needless to say, the family was
blown away. After months in the hospital and numerous surgeries,
the couple were finally released from the hospital.

Because of this experience, others approached Sarah with
the idea of helping others throughout the country who found
themselves in similar crisis situations. She began establishing
Guardian Angels chapters in other cities.

The most recent need came to her attention following a meeting
that Sarah attended at her church. The River of Life Church has a
Hispanic ministry that Sarah became acquainted with when she needed
a translator for one of her Guardian Angels projects one Christmas.



98 WINKS FROM GOD

Bande, one of the two women who heads up the Hispanic
ministry, often works hand in hand with the Feed the Children
organization to get food and clothing for people living in the
projects. One day she received a call to bring an empty truck and
come to the Feed the Children warehouse to pick up supplies. It
had to be done immediately because they were getting in another
shipment and needed to clear out space.

This particular day, Bande was caring for an elderly woman
and that commitment presented a scheduling conflict. Bande
asked if Sarah would be able to help by renting a truck and driving
it to the Feed the Children warehouse to load up the supplies.
Sarah quickly agreed, rented the truck, and headed for Feed the
Children. The truck was small and couldn’t hold all they were
offered on the first run, so Sarah made a second haul. By the time
they had unloaded all the supplies, the hardware store where she
had rented the truck had closed. She left the truck, unable to turn
in the key or pay the tab.

She took the key by Bande’s house and asked her if she would
make sure the key was turned in by 11 A.M. the next morning so
they wouldn’t be charged for a second day. Bande agreed.

The next morning, Sarah got a call from Bande at 10:30 a.m.
saying that she couldn’t take the key back because she had just
received the news that morning that her grandmother had passed
away and she was en route to the airport.

Sarah knew she couldn’t get there in time, but she headed to
pick up the key and prayed that whoever was in charge at the
hardware store would be merciful.

When Sarah arrived at the store, a woman attendant went out
to check the mileage on the truck and commented on the extensive
mileage and how costly the bill was going to be.

As Sarah began to explain to the woman how the church had
used the truck, the woman seemed mesmerized. She told Sarah
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how she loved being involved with doing good deeds through her
own church, but since her husband had become ill, she hadn’t
been able to participate. She only charged Sarah for a one-day
rental and cut the fee for the mileage in half!

Sarah inquired about her husband’s illness and learned that he
was in his second round of leukemia. They were in the process
of debating whether to try a bone marrow transplant from an
unrelated donor that can sometimes have fatal complications.

Sarah began to share with the woman that she had been
through an experience like that with a little boy through her
Guardian Angels ministry.

One night the doctors told this boy’s family that his body was
rejecting the transplant and that apart from God intervening
with a miracle, the boy would die within fifteen minutes. Sarah
told the woman how she gathered with his family members and
they pleaded that the blood of Jesus would come between what
was good for him and what was bad for him. God performed a
miracle and a year later the boy is alive, doing well.

The woman was encouraged by Sarah’s story.

In the middle of a hardware store, with people checking out
all around them, God sent a messenger in the form of Sarah
“Bird Dog” Dowdy to bring hope to a woman who needed to be
reminded of God’s continual ability to perform miracles.

Because of her consistent desire to “bird dog” situations, Sarah
has had the opportunity again and again to be privy to the inner
workings of the One and True living God. She simply searches
out what God is up to and joins Him!

BB D
You will show me the patlz of /ife; In Your presence is
][u//ness 0][ joy; At Your riglzt hand are p/easures forevermore.

PsALM 16:11



I THINK I LovE MY WIFE
<

My friend Scott Wesley Brown has spent most of his adult life
talzing the message of Jesus Christ all around the glol)e through
his music. He is a servant in the truest sense of the word and his

stories are numerous. Here’s one in his vast collection.
&
WHILE ON A CaMmPUs CRUSADE MISSION TRIP to Kenya for
the purpose of showing the Jesus film, Christian artist
Scott Wesley Brown had the opportunity to stay out among
the Masai tribe. They are very beautiful people with a rich
heritage.

The Masai tribe, however, is a primitive tribe and has lived the
same way for thousands of years. They believe that God owns
all the cows in the world, so the larger the herd, the more they
are favored by God. Beginning at a very young age, the tribal
fathers begin giving cows to their sons. The Masai also believe
that when the sons reach manhood, they must go into the bush
and kill a lion to prove that they are men. It is also prestigious
to have many wives and children. These traditions have been
passed down for generations.

A man’s place in the Masai society, then, is measured by
accomplishing these three things: killing a lion, receiving your
herd of cows, and having many wives who bear many children.

Among all of the tribal people, women are thought of as
property. They are bargained for and purchased just like cows,
or as any other business transaction would be negotiated. A
woman’s purpose is to bear children, prepare meals, and keep
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the home clean while the husband tends to the cattle.

While in Kenya, Scott met a man named Jackson, who was
born without a kneecap. He had a stick that he put underneath
his arm at an angle to propel himself along. Because of his
disability, Jackson had great difficulty in proving his manhood
and establishing his significance in the village. There was no
way he could herd cattle. There was no way for him to go up
to Mount Kilimanjaro and slay a lion. The only thing that he
could do was take as many wives and bear as many children as
he possibly could.

After Jackson had taken his first wife, along came a missionary
named John, who shared the gospel with him. As a result, Jackson
received Jesus as his Savior and committed his life to the Lord.

Not immediately, but as he began to disciple Jackson, John
informed him how God’s word teaches husbands to love their
wives. He told him that husbands must love their wives as Christ
loves them. In a sense, they should be willing to lay down their
lives for their wives.

This went against everything that Jackson had been taught.
Men had no feelings at all toward women, other than to use them
as a vehicle through which they fulfilled their manly status. A
woman held no more status than a cow.

But Jackson really wanted to serve God.

He told John he would try to humble himself around his wife,
but that he could never love her because she was his property.
What the missionary was instructing him to do was like telling
him to fall in love with his cow.

Then John informed Jackson that God’s plan was that every
man has only one wife—a shocking revelation.

John continued to disciple Jackson.

One day, John and Scott were walking through the bush and
saw Jackson coming from the village, hobbling enthusiastically
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toward them. When Jackson had reached them, he said, “John,
I have an announcement to make.” This was a rather formal
statement for Jackson.

John stopped and responded, “What is it, Jackson?”

In a quiet voice, Jackson whispered, “Don’t tell anyone, but I
think I love my wife.”

Jackson wanted to please God so much that God changed his
heart and allowed him to fall in love with his wife.

On the airplane ride back to the states, Scott thought about
America, our divorce rate, and the way we throw our marriages
away like Dixie cups. Seeing the power of God move in Jackson’s
life made Scott grateful for his wife and for the gift of easily being
able to love her.

In the years since, when Scott and his wife have experienced
difficulties in their relationship, Scott pictures Kenya and a villager
named Jackson hobbling up to him and proclaiming, “John, I
think I love my wife.”

BE e

Because he has set his love upon Me, therefore I will deliver
him. I will set him on high, because he has known My
name. He shall call upon Me, and I will answer lzim; T will

be with him in troub/e; I will deliver him and honor him.
With long life I will satisfy him, and show him My salation.

PsaLM 91:14-16



MAMA’s BEEN TALKIN' TO JESUS
AGAIN!

Aaron Tippin’s first country nightclub performance in 1990
resulted in a record deal with RCA. A string of multi-million-
seHing albums and concert dates with superstars such as Brooks
and Dunn, Reba McEntire, and Hank Williams Jr. has made him
one of the most successful country acts today.

[ interviewed Aaron from his cell phone as he was (lriving
down the highway. I could hear kids chattering in the background,
a country radio station 1’1umming on the radio, and the sound of
wind whistling through the car. It was a perfectly stage& setting

to interview a true country artist.
®

S A YOUNG BOY RAISED IN THE MOUNTAINS of South Caro-

lina, Aaron Tippin broke out of the rock band trends that
his peers were hooked on and became wildly passionate about
traditional country music. He began performing in local honky-
tonks in the 1970s and when his teenage marriage ended, he
decided to pursue his dream of making a living at writing, playing,
and singing his music.

In the early eighties, Aaron squeaked out a living working the
nightshift at an aluminum rolling mill in Kentucky and commuted
to Nashville’s Music Row every day to write songs.

In 1986, he competed on The Nashville Network’s talent
contest, You Can Be a Star, and landed a publishing contract for
songwriting.
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About that same time, Aaron took up competitive weight lifting
and faithfully trained every afternoon, building his frame to a
forty-seven-inch chest and sixteen-inch biceps. It was a way to
stay in shape and it created the potential for extra income when
he entered competitions.

His twenty-four-hour schedule was rigorously packed with
activity. For months on end, he worked the midnight shift at
the factory, commuted to Nashville to write music, did his late
afternoon workout, drove back to Kentucky, took in a few hours
of sleep, and awakened to perform the same routine, day after
day.

Every other weekend Aaron had custody of his baby daughter,
and he would drive home to South Carolina to spend it with her.
While there, Aaron’s mother would inquire about how things
were going in Nashville and his reply would always be the same:
“Oh everything’s great, mama! Things are going really well!”

Aaron remembers one weekend in particular when he was really
having a rough time. He was tired, frustrated, and discouraged.
It was 6:00 A.M. and as he ended his midnight shift, he threw his
empty lunch pail into his truck and headed to South Carolina
for the weekend.

Aaron was exhausted from the schedule he was keeping and
wondered if all of his hard work was ever going to pay off.
For years, he had dreamed of having a recording contract and
even with all of the exposure as a songwriter, he had yet to get
recognition as an artist. Until he was able to write his songs and
sing, he didn’t feel he’d be able to make enough income to quit
his job at the mill.

For the entire drive to South Carolina, Aaron prayed about
whether he should throw in the towel or continue hanging in
there. That weekend, when his mom asked him how things were
going, once again he lied and told her all was well!
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After the weekend was over, Aaron packed up his truck and
left South Carolina, heading back to Nashville for a morning full
of writing appointments. As usual, his mom had put a snack of
some kind in his lunch pail so he would have something to eat
as he drove.

As Aaron opened his lunch pail, he found something neatly
tucked underneath his snack. It was a book entitled The Power
of Positive Thinking, by Norman Vincent Peale.

Aaron smiled and cried simultaneously while considering,
“But how in the world did Mama know that I was having such
a tough time, and even more so than usual?”

The answer came quickly: “Mama’s been talkin’ to Jesus
again!”

Aaron immediately began thanking God for a mom who prays
over every issue of life. And for a mom who not only heard from
God, but passed along what she thought God instructed her to do
by giving Aaron the encouragement he so desperately needed.”

When Aaron arrived for his writing appointment in Nashville,
he and his co-writing partner for the day, Jerry Salley, wrote a
song called “Mama’s Been Talkin’ to Jesus Again.”

“Later that night on my ride home to Kentucky, I received a
great revelation from God on several fronts,” Aaron recalled. “I
realized that I needed to stop trying to do everything on my own.
I also realized that if God created the universe and everything in
it, He could provide for all of my career goals, if that was God’s
plan for my life.

“Ialso realized that what I had thought were my private secrets
weren’t really secrets at all. I began to see that it was prideful to
try and cover up that I was going through hard times. I knew
that nothing could be hidden from God and that almost nothing
could be hidden from my mom!

“I began to cast all of my cares upon the Lord, instead of
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continuing to try and handle everything myself. I also began
spending more time with the Lord . . . so much so that I soon felt
like Jesus had become my best friend. God used my hard times
to develop my dependence on Him.”

Aaron saw his dedication beginning to pay off when he
started winning barbell competitions. Even better, his success
as a songwriter flourished when Charley Pride, David Ball, The
Kingsman, The Mid-South Boys, Mark Collie, and many others
recorded his songs.

Finally in 1990, Aaron’s dream to become a recording artist
finally came true. While performing his first Nashville show, RCA
Records offered him a recording contract. Since that time, his
albums have sold millions and he has performed with country
superstars such as Reba McEntire, Brooks and Dunn, and Hank
Williams Jr. His latest release on the Lyric Street label, What This
Country Needs, is a smash hit.

Aaron manages to enjoy every second of his successful career.
Not a day passes that he doesn’t reflect back on his meager
beginnings, thanking God for His faithfulness and for a mom that
prayed for him then and continues to pray for him now.

Each time all of the past memories of Aaron’s extremely
successful career rise up in his spirit and reel through his mind,
a prominent picture forms that he knows will always remain.
It’s of a woman wearing an apron, waving from the front porch
as he drives away in his truck. As she smiles, waves, and blows
kisses, there’s one thing he knew for certain then and continues
to be grateful for now: Mama’s been talkin’ to Jesus again.

®®®

When my heart is overwhelmed; lead
me to a rock that is higher than 1.

PsALM 61:2



LEARNING TO TRUST

“Howard Hewitt,” one Roﬂing Stone writer claims, "is the premier
vocalist in the post-Marvin Gaye era of romantic pop.”

Formerly the lead singer for the award—winning group
Shalimar, he’s responsible for seHing over ten million records
worldwide. In the mid-eighties, his solo career took off when his
first single rocketed to #1 on the Billboard charts. A series of
hits followed: “Stay,” “I Commit to Love,” “Strange Re]ationship,”
“Once, Twice, Three Times,” and “Show Me.” His song “Say
Amen” has become a gospel classic. His recorded duets with
Anita Balzer, Dionne Warwiclz, Brenda Russell, and Stacy
Lattisaw have won critical accolades. Producer/artist/songwriter
Ba})yface says, “Of all the singers worlzing toclay, Howard Hewitt
i1s among the finest.”

My friend Zoro, the drummer, put me in contact with Howard.
One of my favorite memories of Howard is &uring his appearance
on The Arsenio Hall Show.

Arsenio aslzecl, “Howard, I understand that you pray about
everything ... what songs to sing, what gigs to take, how to invest
your money . . . everything."

“That’s right," Howard responc].ecl very matter—of—{actly.

“And you say that you ac’cua”y hear the voice of God giving
you answers?” Arsenio inquirecl.

“Absolutely,” Howard said without reservation.

“Weu, Tget down on my knees and pray to God all the time and
I never hear Him say anything back to me,” Arsenio repliecl.

Without missing a beat Howard said, “Well, maybe you need
to stay down a little longer!"
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Of course everyone, inclucling Arsenio, got a Lig 1aug11 out

O{ Howarclys response.

I enjoyed getting to meet Howard 1)y phone, recount his
interview on Arsenio, and thank him for his boldness.
&

F ROM THE TIME HE WAS TEN YEARS OLD, Howard Hewitt sang

gospel music in church. His church didn’t have a regular choir,
rather a finely tuned and vocally precisioned group of singers.
Singing in this group dug roots deep into Howard’s young heart
and cultivated his love for rhythm and harmony.

Howard’s group performed along with some of the top gospel
groups in the country, putting on shows through a professional
gospel promoter in and around Cleveland, Ohio.

In 1976, Howard moved to Los Angeles, formed another
group, and in 1977 began touring with them overseas. They
performed there for about eight months, came home for a month,
and then returned for another eight months.

During the month that Howard was home, he met a girl and
they began dating. When he returned to Europe, they stayed in
contact and when he came back to the States, they ended up
moving in together.

About two months later, his girlfriend informed him that
they were expecting a child. Having just recently returned from
Europe, Howard only had about five hundred dollars to his
name. He was just starting to investigate work opportunities
and was completely thrown off guard with the announcement
of his impending fatherhood. She wanted to keep the baby. But
his first response was, “Whoa, baby! Don’t you think we should
get a second opinion?”

Howard recalls, “It was a very confusing time in my life. I was
young and had dreams to pursue with my music. Now I was faced
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with the reality, as well as the responsibility and consequences
of my actions.”

Then Howard remembered something his mom had said to
him: “When you feel your life is surrounded on all sides, the only
place to look is up.”

So, Howard went to visit Crenshaw Christian Church, pastored
by a man named Fred Price. When he heard the sermon that day,
he felt as though Pastor Price knew everything about him and
was reading his “heart-letter.”

At the end of the sermon, the pastor gave an invitation. He
invited those who had never accepted Jesus as their personal
Savior to come to the altar. He also invited those who had prayer
requests. He then invited those who had slipped away from their
walk with God and needed assurance of their salvation and of
God’s love for them.

“I knew that invitation was for me. I quickly moved forward
to the front of the church. One of the volunteers ushered me off
to a private area on the side and began to pray with me.”

Using the scriptures, the volunteer showed Howard that he was
a child of God and reassured him of his position in Christ.

“I left the church floating on a cloud. God had given me
confidence and direction for what I must do. Even though it made
me cringe, [ knew that I must look for a nine-to-five job so that
I could begin preparing for the birth of my baby.”

The next day, Howard got up, dressed in a suit, and hit the
street in search of a job. By the end of the day, he’d been hired
to work in a clothing store. Howard praised the Lord for His
provision and faithfulness!

“I began to spend a good deal of time reading my Bible and
praying. | had an insatiable desire to grow in knowledge of the
Lord and apply God’s ways to my daily life. I wanted to establish
a relationship with God and to really know Him, not just facts
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about Him. I knew it would take time to develop the relationship,
but my desire was to have God as my best friend.”

Three weeks after getting his new job, Howard got a call from
a friend named Tammy Gibson, who used to sing background
vocals for Stevie Wonder. Tammy asked Howard if he could do a
background session for a man named Jeff Bowen over at Motown.
Jeff was putting together a new group and an album for Eddie
Hazel, who had played guitar for the Funkadelics.

Jeff offered Howard a position in the group.

Howard also joined AFTRA (a singers’ union) and began making
ninety dollars an hour every day. Since everything was turning
around for him financially, he was able to quit his job at the
clothing store. His girlfriend’s pregnancy was also going well.

After a time, the singing job began to get a little shaky, so
Howard was delighted when he received a call from Jeffrey Day
from the group, Shalimar. Jeffrey had met Howard when he was
rehearsing his group to go overseas. Jeff explained to Howard
that Shalimar was on a promotional tour in New York and that
after a disagreement, their lead singer had walked out on them.
He offered Howard an equal position in the group and wanted
him to join them as their lead singer.

It just so happened that Shalimar’s record company was located
down on the ninth floor of the building in which Howard was
sitting. Jeffrey told him to go downstairs, where his contracts
would be drawn up and waiting on him for his review.

Howard went down to the ninth floor and met with the powers
that be, including Dick Griffey. The deal was explained to him,
but Howard needed to tie up some loose ends with his current job.
However, he would definitely be interested in joining Shalimar.

The next morning, Howard went to Dick Griffey’s house to
view one of Shalimar’s videos. Dick had never heard Howard
sing so he asked him to belt out a few bars.
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Howard said, “Okay Lord, it’s You and me,” and he began to
sing. After one verse and a chorus, Dick excused himself and went
upstairs to get some cash for Howard. He wanted to make sure
that Howard would be able to leave money for his wife and still
have enough for the road. He handed Howard an airline ticket
on the red-eye for New York.

Howard had rehearsals on Sunday and did his first television
show with Shalimar on Monday.

“Only a short time before, I had been expecting a baby and
working in a clothing store. I thought my dreams of making a
living through music had been dashed, but God had other plans.
I found out that I could become a daddy and fulfill my dreams at
the same time. God had it all under control, as I was faithfully
trying to learn to trust my new best friend.”

T}zose wlzo trust 1n tlze LORD are as Mount

Zion, unmoved by any circumstance.
PsaLMm 125:1, THE LIFE APPLICATION BIBLE



JEHOVAH JIREH
S

Tiffany signecl her first major recorcling contract with MCA
Records at the age of fifteen. Her first single, “I Think We're
Alone Now,” staye(l on the Billboard charts for thirteen weeks
and her all)um, Tiffany, went to #1.

Not only has she had numerous #1 singles and albums
that have sold multi—pla’cinum, she also had three songs on the
soundtrack to the animated {‘dm, The ]etsons, where she was cast
as the voice of Judy Jetson.

I'met Tiffany t}lrough her former li)odyguard Frank D’Amato.
We spolze })y phone from her studio where she was wor]eing on

a new recorc]..

ROM AS YOUNG AS TWO YEARS OLD, Tiffany can remember

wanting to be a singer. Reading the list of her impressive
career credits, you’d assume that she would have to be middle-
aged to have accomplished all that she has. But her first record
was released when she was only sixteen.

By twenty, she was mature beyond her years and desired to come
off the road. Although she was young, she wanted to experience
marriage and motherhood. These goals became a priority to her.

She began to pray that God would send her a Christian life
partner. Tiffany met all types of nice guys, but no one that she
felt was really “the one.”

Tiffany recalls, “One of my bodyguards, Frank, suggested to
me that I be more specific in my prayers. I took his advice and
later, a young makeup artist named Bulmaro came along. Within
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a very short time, we knew we were meant for each other.

“As we exited the church on our wedding day, there was a
rainbow arched across the sky. I thought about how God used the
rainbow to signify that He always keeps His promises. I thought
about the fact that Bulmaro and our marriage to each other was
God fulfilling His promise to me. I felt that the rainbow was
a personal reminder: “Trust in Him and He shall give you the
desires of your heart.” (Psalm 37:3-4)

“When Bulmaro and I had our first baby, I noticed something
amazing as we were leaving the hospital—a double rainbow
across the horizon. Another gentle reminder from God that He
had fulfilled both of my heart’s desires . . . to be a wife and now
a mother!”

Because of her schedule, Tiffany had never been afforded the
luxury of enjoying a personal life. She decided to take a well-
deserved hiatus to enjoy her new son. It was an interlude she’d
never forget.

She didn’t worry about her career. She had always felt that
whenever she decided to go back, she could simply pick up where
she had left off and do what she had done in the past—sing.

In the spring of 1994 and Tiffany was about to return to work.
She and her band were booked to begin shows at the Hilton in
Las Vegas.

Since it had only been two years since she had been actively
recording and touring, it came as a surprise to Tiffany that she had
to basically start over again in establishing her name recognition.
The salary she was offered was not nearly what she had made
in the past. Moreover, it cost a lot of money to assemble and
rehearse a band and put a live show together.

She also experienced some security problems at the hotel.
Overzealous fans caused her to have to hire a bodyguard.
Consequently, most of what she was being paid went toward
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expenses. She was willing to make the sacrifice, however, to
rekindle public interest so that she could continue doing what
she’d always had such a passion to do.

Although being a makeup artist is usually a lucrative profession,
Bulmaro wasn’t bringing in any money either because he was on
the road with Tiffany. The financial burdens were becoming
increasingly stressful to the couple. Just keeping the show going
in Las Vegas was hard enough, but they also had to keep up their
home in California.

“We knew that in an emergency, we could borrow money from
our parents, but we elected not to go that route. We also knew
we could ask the hotel management for an advance, but being a
private person, I didn’t feel that was a good option for us.”

Tiffany and her group were doing three shows a night. The
never-ending pace and the financial pressure were keeping her
exhausted. One week, things got particularly stressful because of
little extras like dry cleaning and the bill for security. That’s when
the heartbreaking reality really hit. The ship was sinking.

Tiffany and her husband knelt in their room praying for God
to supernaturally intervene and send them a breakthrough. If
a miracle didn’t occur, they were going to have to cancel their
engagement at the Hilton. They couldn’t afford to work this
hard and continue losing money, but they were determined to
stay positive and allow God to teach them something powerful,
even in the midst of their difficulty.

“We asked God to somehow provide for us until the next
payday and then to give us wisdom to re-evaluate our situation
so we would know what to do. We said, God, You say that You’ll
supply all our needs according to Your riches in glory through
Christ Jesus. We’re asking You to be true to Your word.

They said their final amen and went downstairs to have dinner
with their last fifty dollars until the next payday.
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As they were finishing their meal and standing to leave, an
older gentleman approached the table.

“What a beautiful baby,” he said with a smile.

“Thank you,” they responded.

The man slipped something into Tiffany’s hand. As he turned
to walk away, he said, “I think the baby needs this.”

As his words reached Tiffany’s ears, she looked down to see
what was in her hand. It was a hundred-dollar bill. Her mouth
dropped and she quickly looked up to find the man. Her intention
was to thank him, but to decline the money. He was nowhere
to be found.

Tiffany began to cry as she realized that this man’s gift was an
answer to their prayer. God—]Jehovah Jireh, our Provider—had
provided until the next payday. Tiffany’s faith was strengthened.
God had always provided for her in the past and He had done
it again.

Be anxious for nothing but in everything by prayer and
supplication with thanksgiving let your requests be made known
to God and the peace o][ Goc[, which passes all unc]erstana’ing,
will guara/ your hearts and minds L‘llrouglz Christ Jesus.

PHILIPPIANS 4:6—7



BILLBOARDS

An awarcl—winning proclucer, writer, &irector, radio personality, and
scholar, Dr. Ted Baehr is the Chairman of the Christian Film and

Television Commission, a non-profit organization committed to
eclucating the entertainment industry and the general public on the
media’s impact on its audiences. He also serves as the publisher for
Movieguiole, afamily guiole to entertainment, and hosts a syndicated
radio and television program Ly the same name.

I met Ted when I attended an awards l)anquet hosted 1)y his
organization to honor excellence in film and television. The work
that Ted does is extremely important and his involvement with
Hollywood studios and his strides to educate the public on the

effects of media in our society has served us all well.
I N LATIN, THE WORD MIRACLE can also mean billboards—little

signs or reminders, so to speak. In his travels around the
world, Dr. Ted Baehr and his crew have experienced a myriad
of billboards.

On one trip, Dr. Bachr and his crew arrived in Jerusalem to
shoot a documentary. As it turned out, the host church that
was supposed to be responsible for making all the production
arrangements had dropped the ball. Upset by all of the confusion,
and needing to find a moment of solace, the director of the show,
Tom, whose child was terminally ill in the States, decided to go
into the Church of the Nativity. He went there to pray that God
would straighten things out, let him complete his work on the
documentary and return to Israel with his wife within the year
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so she could experience the Holy Land firsthand.

Unfortunately the mishap with all of the production
arrangements was not resolved. Thankfully, Jerusalem Capitol
Studios, which now serves as a studio for TBN, intervened and
eventually, bailed them out, and they were able to complete their
project. Even with all the challenges along the way, before leaving
to return home, Tom told God that he’d like to come back to
Jerusalem in a year or so and bring his wife with him.

Shortly after returning home, Tom’s three-year-old daughter
died. After a time of grieving, and in an attempt to get back to
his work, Tom met Ted in New York to do post-production on
another project. While in the studio, Tom got a call from the
State of Israel inviting him to come back to the country. It had
been just about a year since he had been there.

Ted said to Tom, “Well, you got your answer to prayer. You
asked God to let you go back in a year and here’s your invitation.”
Tom’s wife was able to go too, just has Tom had hoped.

Meanwhile, Ted found himself experiencing some envious
thoughts about Tom and his wife getting to go to Israel. He, too,
was feeling led to go back overseas, so he began telling God how
he wished he could travel around the world again.

After arriving at home, Ted’s assistant informed him that a
man in North Carolina had been frantically trying to reach him.
He wanted to send Ted around the world to do a documentary.
At the last minute, one of the cameramen scheduled to go on
the shoot had to cancel due to an illness in his family. Although
it had been years before, Ted’s partner, Sam, had once been a
cameraman. The vacant slot enabled Sam to become part of the
team, along with Ted.

They went to Sri Lanka, and while there, Ted and Sam used
a state-of-the-art JVC high-powered camera, hot off the presses
from Japan. No one anywhere had a camera like this one.
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At one point, a chip went out, crippling the shoot.

There they were, in the deepest part of Sri Lanka. Several of the
Arabs with whom they were working claimed they knew where
to get the chip. Ted and Sam were both thinking the same thing;:
“Yeah, right.” “Follow us,” they insisted.

Reluctantly, Ted and Sam followed their guides for hours
through unknown territory out in the middle of the jungle with
a war in full bloom. They finally arrived at a small hut-like
stall, where a small, thin Arab man greeted them. The guides
explained what they needed and the man went to the back part
of his dwelling. He returned with a glass jar containing the chip
they needed.

“Unbelievable!” Ted recalls, “We were in a remote, desolate
area of the world! Who but God could have orchestrated
this?”

Soon after finding the chip, the project was completed.

On another production trip, Ted had to leave South Africa
in order to return to the states for a scheduled television
appearance. In his baggage, he carried the film that he needed
for his interview.

“When I arrived in London, I was informed there was a
suspected bomb threat. Not only did I miss my flight, but they
didn’t know where my bags were. I insisted on keeping my
commitment for the interview and would try an alternative route
to get home.”

Upon landing at LAX in the middle of the night, Ted began to
search for his bags. None of the three airlines on which he had
traveled had seen them; therefore, Ted asked God to help him find
his bags so he would have the film he needed for his interview. And
as Ted looked around in the deserted terminal, there were his bags,
tagged with beautiful, bright orange South African security clearance
tape. It was one of the most beautiful sights Ted had ever seen!
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As Ted puts it, “God cares about every detail of our lives and
delights in giving us the desires of our hearts. He even supplies

'”

all the billboards along the way just to remind us
&
Blessed be the Lord, who daily loads us with benefits.

PsaLm 68:19



No WONDER
S

T WAS AFTER 3 A.M. and I had to catch a 7 A.m. flight to Los

Angeles. Like any good workaholic, I had scheduled fourteen
meetings over the next three days. Anyone else would have
realized the insanity of setting up such an itinerary.

My insane schedule was not my only point of dread. Over the
previous few weeks, I had encountered much discouragement in
preparation for this trip. The reality that there was a chance I’d
never be able to actually make a living as a writer/producer was
staring me in the face.

Five years earlier, [ had left the stability of a nine-to-five job as a
dental hygienist. The fact that I had even pursued a profession that
required me to be up, showered, dressed, and able to construct
full sentences by 8 A.m. while gazing, with some semblance of
interest, into the mouth of a total stranger, was still a mystery
to me. What had I been thinking? At least the paycheck I was
receiving had allowed me the luxury of the lifestyle to which I
had become accustomed—Iliving indoors._

I was grateful to be writing songs—something for which I had
unquenchable thirst. My ambitions were grand. I wanted to do
everything.

Still, the transition was tough.

I had spent five years having no idea just how God would
provide for my financial needs every month. Yet, He had never
let me down. I’d really learned a thing or two about scrimping,
trusting, and faith. There was certainly nothing wrong that.

In the beginning, my heart’s desire was to write songs, books,
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screenplays, music videos, television shows, and films. Many were
concerned that [ was expecting too much. They felt that my dreams
and goals were too spread out. In fact, one day while lunching at the
Buckhead Diner, my friend and music attorney, James Randolph
Smith, confronted me with an important question.

“If you could do only one thing, what would it be?” he
asked.

“Well, I couldn’t do just one thing,” I answered. “Why would
I want to? I would get bored.”

“Hypothetically,” he persisted.

“I can’t think about something that’s never going to happen,”
I insisted.

He said he would ask me again in about five years.

Well, here I was, five years later, asking myself the same
question.

I was beginning to wonder if I had misread God in leaving
such a dependable job behind. I had developed several projects
during my new adventure and had even signed a coproduction
deal for a children’s television series with one of my heroes of
all time, Dick Clark. But nothing had been placed for airing, so
I was technically still not on the map. A promising career is not
the same as a successful career.

I was getting tired of rejection. I also longed to get paid for my
efforts. Time and time again, I had evaluated my work against
those who had “made it” and I knew that I was just as talented
as any of them were. So, I wondered, why all the waiting? Why
all the delays?

On this trip to Los Angeles, most of the meetings I had
scheduled were regarding television and film projects. But in my
sleep-deprived stupor, the night before leaving, I had suddenly
decided to take a few of my songs on tape, along with lyric sheets,
just in case I had a chance to pitch a song along the way. It was
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late one evening and I was really getting punchy. All T had left
to do before I could sleep was to print out my lyric sheets. So I
pulled them up on the computer screen and hit “print.”

As I waited for the lyrics to print, I began to pray. I told God
that I was tired and discouraged. I told Him I had tried with all
my might to pursue this new career. I told Him how I longed for
the day when I could experience the harvest of my efforts. I had
planted so many seeds. I had watered, weeded, fertilized, and
pruned. When was it going to be my turn?

I told God that I had seen His faithfulness all around me, and
that I knew He was able to do anything. I continued by saying that
I was just wondering if it would ever happen in my life, personally?
I was wondering if I would ever see the fruits of my labor?

I was just wondering.

Just then, my printer jammed. It spit out a sheet of paper with
only one line of my song printed on it. The line that printed was
the third line of the second verse. No title, no author, no first
verse, no first chorus, no first two lines or last line of the second
verse, no second chorus and no publishing information. There
was just one lone line on the paper. The line read: “There’s no
need for you to have to wonder.”

I looked at the page again. It was so obvious. I laughed and
cried simultaneously. I was thrilled at the way the God of the
universe had just specifically answered my question. I neatly
folded that sheet of paper and put it in my Bible so it could be
with me always.

After a little more than two hours of sleep, I bolted out of bed
the next morning as though I had been on a six-month sabbatical.
I was energized, refreshed, and renewed.

And I was certain of one thing: There’s no need for me to have
to wonder.
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T will bless the LORD who has given me counse/; my heart also

instructs me in the night seasons. I have set the LORD always
Z)e][ore me; because He is at my riglnf hand I shall not be moved.

PsaLm 16:7-8



OcEeAN VIEW
S

T HAD BEEN A WHIRLWIND WEEK of meetings in Los Angeles,

but relief was in sight. My girlfriend Gloria Hawkins, at whose
apartment I was staying, convinced me that we needed a break
from all the madness. She suggested that we go to Laguna Beach
for the weekend.

Gloria reeled off the highlights of Laguna as if she were president
of the Chamber of Commerce. She described the quaintness of
the small resort. She said we could walk everywhere with the
ocean always in sight. We could have a latte while watching the
sunset, browse all the shops, take in the art, smell the fresh-cut
flowers, and dine on unlimited quantities of fresh seafood. I had
never been there before and I was convinced.

We decided to stay at a hotel where Gloria had stayed before.
It had a pool, a workout room, a hot tub, and a sauna. (We
requested two queen-size beds, and got the last room they had
with an ocean view.) (Our room also had its own private balcony
overlooking the woods.)

On the ride down, we began to get excited about what was
ahead of us. We decided to wait until we arrived to have dinner,
so we could begin our holiday with fresh seafood.

We arrived around 8:30 p.m. and checked into our hotel. It
was already dark, so as we walked to our room, we realized
it would be morning before we could enjoy our ocean view.
Without surveying the room too closely, we threw our bags
down and headed off on foot, seeking an outdoor cafe that
served seafood.
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We didn’t find an outdoor cafe, but we did find one where we
could sit by opened jalousie windows, allowing us to smell the
salt air and hear the crashing waves. The shrimp and scallops
were succulent. Except for several disruptions by some young
people who were screaming at each other outside, we leisurely
enjoyed our dinner.

Suddenly, and without warning, another dispute erupted on
the street. Just outside our window, hoodlums were spraying
each other with mace. Was this the peaceful Laguna we’d been
dreaming about? As we turned to observe the ruckus, a huge cloud
of acrid fog began to float through our windows and onto us.

As the cloud collided with our eyes, nostrils, and throats,
we began gasping for air. The hot-peppered aerosol caused
us to cough uncontrollably. Soon we were in the ladies room,
giving up the delightful dinner we had just consumed, in a most
undelightful way.

We had just been “maced” in the quiet little beachside
community of Laguna! We could have had this wonderful
experience without ever leaving Los Angeles. We left and went
to Starbuck’s to regroup and enjoy a latte.

As we unpacked our clothes, we noticed several things—the
bathroom door didn’t close all the way, we were missing the “hot”
knob on our shower, and our mattresses and pillows were worn
and lumpy. We had no towels and only one washcloth. Soap was
nowhere to be found.

“Pll call the front desk and give them our list of grievances,”
Gloria announced.

“Good,” I responded. “I’'m going to go out on the balcony
and drink my latte.”

I opened the door to our balcony. There was only room for one
person to stand, tightly wedged, between the wall and the rail

I looked up at the moon and stars, then gazed straight ahead,
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expecting to see the beautiful woods that had been described to
us. I saw a shrub. One shrub. And beyond the shrub was another
building. I opened the door and told Gloria to add “our balcony
overlooking the woods” to the list of missing amenities.

The person who had made our reservation offered to refund
our money. We were already there, however, and no other rooms
were available anywhere on the strip. We were sure she probably
knew that, so we accepted our towels and washcloths and called
a truce, at least for the night.

We washed off our makeup, and put on honey oatmeal
mudpacks. And after changing into our pajamas, we decided
to make the best of it and see if there was a good movie on
television. Gloria grabbed the remote and began pressing the
channel button.

But the only channel we could get was the Home Shopping
Network. As our faces hardened, we decided to watch it for a
while. It was our first HSN experience. They were selling jewelry
containing a stone we had never heard of. The hostess began to
give insights into the African caves from which the stones were
mined. We were spellbound and totally entertained until we both
slipped into a deep slumber.

When we woke up the next morning, HSN was still on and we
still had most of our oatmeal masks intact. As we began to stir,
we decided that the events of the previous night had begun to
take on elements of the Twilight Zone. We even checked behind
possible locations for a hidden camera, just to make sure we
weren’t the victims of a Candid Camera prank.

Hungry and anxious to get showered, we dressed and went to
eat a nice, hearty breakfast. But just as we were ready to leave
the room, it hit both of us at the same time—we hadn’t seen our
ocean view yet! So we flung open the drapes. We started from as
far left as we could see and slowly panned toward the right as far
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as our necks would crane. All we saw were hotel buildings.

“Wait,” 1 said to Gloria. “Look!” I tilted my head to the
side and pointed to a small patch of blue in between two of the
buildings. “I think that’s the ocean,” I exclaimed, in the tone of
a true explorer.

We felt like we’d been had. The descriptions we had been given
of our accommodations were absolutely nothing like the reality
of our surroundings. What a ripoff!

Things changed, however, as we ventured around Laguna and
soon we forgot our gripes as our day began to fill with joy. We
savored a lobster omelet with a small stack of granola pancakes
and a latte that was amazing. The art exhibits were wonderful.
The shops were magnificent. At one point in the day, I rounded
a corner, and there stood Gloria holding a sunflower she had
purchased to brighten up our room, or as we called it, “the
palace.”

Gloria wanted to read by the pool, so I headed for the ocean.
I contoured a body cave in the sand and got very comfortable
drinking my bottled water and enjoying the sights. People were
playing. Parents strolled with their children. Pet lovers walked their
dogs. Old men played checkers. Teenagers played Frisbee. Children
built sandcastles. Lovers walked hand in hand and occasionally
stopped to kiss. I watched seagulls, boats, blue skies, and the ocean.
I couldn’t recall the last time I had been this relaxed. My hair was
bleaching out and my skin was tanning. It was a beautiful day.

Gloria wandered down to join me around seven. The sunset was
awesome. We watched it as though we had purchased expensive
tickets for a concert with limited seating. The hues of purple, orange,
peach, and yellow covered the horizon. A cool breeze rustled our
clothes as we watched a lone sailboat move slowly through our
panoramic view. A family of dolphins playfully made their way
across the stage as seagulls dived for dinner. The percussive sounds
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of the ocean crashing onto the sand were intoxicatingly peaceful.
We watched until the skies faded to black.

Our second night had been very different from the first one.
We’d forgotten about the mace. The number of towels and the
condition of our mattresses didn’t seem to matter anymore.
Although our television had been repaired, we didn’t turn it on,
and the balcony remained unvisited. With little conversation, we
turned out the lights and crawled into our respective beds.

We realized we no longer had concern for anything that
had gone wrong. Throughout the day, God had removed our
frustration and replaced it by flooding our senses with His many
gifts.

We were at perfect peace as the sounds of the ocean crashing
against the sand rhythmically lulled us to sleep.

Sometimes the mundane frustrations of our lives can obscure
our view of the bigger picture. At these times, it’s good to step
back and allow the beauty of God’s masterful creation to soothe
us. The key is learning that with the Creator as our guide, we can
have an “ocean view” experience at any time and at any place.
Not just in Laguna.

Then God saia/, “Let the waters under the heavens
be gatizerea’ togetlzer into one p/ace, and let the a’ry
land appear’; and so it was. And God called the
c[ry land Eartlz, and the gatkering togetlzer o][ the
waters He called Seas. And God saw that it was gooa’.

GENESIS 1:9—-10



AIWAYS THERE

Born in Chillicothe, Ohio, Nancy Wilson knew at a young age
that her voice would be the legacy she would share with the
world.

By the mid-sixties, Nancy Wilson had risen to become one of
Capitol Records’ l)estselling artists, second only to the Beatles.
In 1964, she won a Grammy for her album How Glad I Am
and went on to win an Emmy for her 1967-68 NBC Television
Network series The Nancy Wilson Show.

Ms. Wilson’s humanitarian efforts include the Cancer Society,
the National Heart Association, the United Negro College Fund,
the NAACP, Urban League, and the Martin Luther King Center
for Social Change. She has received an Image Award, an Essence
Awarcl, and a Paul Robeson Humanitarian Award.

Ms. Wilson has a star on the Hollywood Walk of Fame, a street
named for her, and has recently complete(l her sixtieth album.

For as long as I can remember, her music was always a part
of my life.

Because my work is in the entertainment field, I've had
opportunity to meet many celebrities through the years. But
when I met Ms. Wilson, [ was starstruck.

I'm not certain who referred me to her, but l)y mistake I was
given her personal pl’lone number rather than the number of her
pul)licist. When I called the number to explain the project and get
a fax number so that I could send a written overview, the voice
message on the other end was unmistalzalaly Nancy Wilson's.

It was such an honor for me to spealz with Nancy Wilson. She
was kind and approachable and the experience was one of those

presents from God that I will remember always.
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FROM HER CHILDHOOD YEARS, Nancy Wilson learned to let
every stumbling block become a stepping stone. For instance,
when attending church with her stepmother as a little girl, she was
told that because she sang secular music, she was not welcome to
sing in the church choir. Nancy knew she had given her heart to
the Lord and that she belonged to Him. Even the unfair treatment
by the church that prohibited her from singing in the choir never
caused her to doubt God’s love and care for her.

Nancy also never doubted that God had gifted her with the
ability to sing. So she simply went down the street to another
church whose policy it was to let all God’s children make a joyful
noise.

Nancy explains, “I believe in God and in the gift that He gave
me. God has been a pervasive, all-encompassing part of my life.
have always sensed His presence and know that no matter what,
God is always there for me.”

Her pilgrimage on this planet has God’s fingerprints and favor
all over it! At fifteen, Nancy’s high school sponsored a talent
contest. They asked her not to participate in it because if she did,
they knew she would take the prize, hands down. However, she
ended up representing her school in a local talent contest and
won. The prize was getting her own television show where she
sang twice a week for fifteen minutes each time.

“Although it would seem that having one’s own television show
would be somewhat intimidating and might pose an enormous
amount of responsibility for a fifteen-year-old, I never gave it
much thought. It was what I wanted. It was Phase One of a life-
long dream that had come true and I never looked back.”

Nancy began singing everywhere she could and soon landed
a recording contract. She found herself in the company of such
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musical greats as Frank Sinatra, Cannonball Adderly, and Peggy

Lee.
It’s easy to see why she states with confidence that throughout

her life, she has never doubted that God is always there.

“ No matter what, God is always there, faithfully providing
for our every need!”

Just like Nancy Wilson says in her soft, sultry way and with the
confidence of one who has lived the experienced... “No matter
what we need, God is always there!”

Trust in the LORD, and do gooa’; dwell in the /ana], and ][eeal
on His faithfulness, Delight yourself in the LorD; and He
shall give you the desires of your heart. Commit your way

to the LORD, Trust in Him, and He shall bring it to pass.
PsaLm 37:3—5



LiviING PROOF

Ben Vereen is interna’cionaﬂy known asa premiere entertainer
in television, film, and stage. He's won numerous awards for his
roles in Pippin, ]e”y's Last Jam, Sweet Charity, Hair, and Jesus
Christ Superstar. Recently, he’s been a guest star on Touched
by an Angel, Second Noah, The Nanny, New York Undercover,
Fresh Prince of Bel Air, and Star Trek: The Next Generation.
He will always be remembered for his role as Chicken George in
the seven-time Bmmy Award-winning miniseries, Roots.

Ben has appeared in the feature films All That Jazz and Funny
Girl. He was the first entertainer to win three AGVA awards in
the same year: Entertainer of the Year, Rising Star, and Song and
Dance Star. He has chaired the American Heart Association, the
Sudden Infant Death Synclrome Association, and Celebrities for
a Drug-free America. Of his many humanitarian involvements,
the one closest to his heart is the Kids to Kids Prevention
Program, which is an educational arts abuse-prevention
program.

I interviewed Mr. Vereen as he watched the showroom fill up
for his 10 p.m. performance in Las Vegas. His high energy and
enthusiasm for life came through the phone lines and converted
my miclnig}lt castern time to daybreak! I was thrilled to get to

interview such a 1egacy.

IN HIS SEARCH FOR TRUTH, Ben Vereen has tried all the reli-
gions—Baptist, Pentecostal, Catholic, Buddhism, and Muslim.
In fact, there are very few philosophies he hasn’t entertained in
an effort to know the One and True Living God.
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The conclusion to this lifelong investigation revealed many
things to Ben. One of those nuggets is that God is so awesome
and magnificent that it is difficult to tag Him with a name defined
by human terms. Mere words cannot adequately and effectively
encompass God’s majesty and greatness, or the full essence of
His character

Prior to 1992, Ben had studied with many great teachers like
Johnnie Coleman, Michael Beckwith, and Benny Hinn, each
of whom had taught him that we are all vessels created by our
Maker. When we open ourselves up to have the power that God
breathed into us, what He can accomplish through us can be
quite something.

Ben took the knowledge he’d gleaned from his mentors and
began traveling throughout the country conducting speaking
engagements where he told his audiences of the wonderful power
of the Most High God. Ben taught about many issues of life. He
spoke of how the Bible, as well as other wonderful books, had
been used as keys to his awareness of God. He shared that we
have unlimited potential when we’re empowered by the Spirit
of God and how the still small voice in all of us was the inner
connection to God. But to that point, all of his exhortation was
hypothetical and in theory only. He was really just a spectator
tying to tell others how it is to actually play in the game.

But all of that would change.

One evening, Ben was driving along the highway and, without
remembering how it happened, his car hit a tree. The impact of
the accident caused him to hit his head on the roof of his car,
damaging an artery to his brain.

Unable to detect his internal injuries and without the
knowledge that he had actually suffered a stroke, Ben went with
the officers to the precinct to complete an accident report and
answer some routine questions. As the proceedings got under
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way, Ben remembers joking with some of the officers because
he was set to be a headliner at an upcoming benefit they were
involved in together.

After leaving the police station, he went to his manager’s house
for a while. About 3 A.M. Ben decided to walk home.

On his way home, a truck hit him.

There were no phones in the area of road where Ben was hit.
Thankfully, the man who hit him had a phone in his truck and
dialed 911. Almost immediately, helicopters and emergency
vehicles arrived on the scene.

Ben remembers, “When I woke up in the hospital, I didn’t
remember the first accident when I hit the tree, or the second
one when I was hit by the truck. All I remember is waking from
a beautiful dream where I felt I was carried by someone.”

The first person he saw when he opened he eyes was his
daughter. Ben thought to himself, What is she doing here? She’s
supposed to be in college in Boston.

“Next, I noticed my leg had been broken and was in some sort
of an apparatus. I’d had a stroke on my right side, my spleen
had been removed, and I had a tracheotomy that prohibited me
from speaking.

“For someone who had spent his life making a living as a singer
and a dancer, my condition looked beyond bleak. As far as I could
assess, I thought life as I had known it was over.”

Unknown to him, however, at that same time there were people
all over the world on their knees before God, petitioning the
throne of God with their prayers.

In an almost inaudible whisper, one of the first things Ben asked
was what his recovery chances were. The answer was not what
he had hoped to hear. He was told that he would probably never
sing again and that if he was able to walk at all, it would take
several years of extensive therapy and that even then, he would
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probably always walk with a cane.

“Almost instantly, I began to call up in my spirit all the truths
I had spoken to others; “Whenever I am afraid, I will trust in
You.” (Psalm 56:3); “I will bless the Lord at all times. His praise
will continually be in my mouth.” (Psalm 34:1); “Now David
was greatly distressed . . . but David strengthened himself in the
Lord his God.” (1 Samuel 30:6)

“I immediately resolved that if God had a plan for me that
involved a wheelchair and no voice, I was fine with that. But I also
knew if God’s plan was to heal me, my healing had already been
determined before my car hit the tree. I knew that either way, one
thing was for certain: In and of myself I could do nothing.”

Ben began to pray, “God I can’t do anything about this, but
You can. You made all of my parts in the first place, so You can
make them new again. I’ve been telling everybody else of Your
greatness and Your capabilities for perfect healing power, so now
here I am standing in the need of prayer. Please do this great thing
in my life. Help me, heal me!”

“I knew God could heal me, but I also realized that for God to
heal me, I had to show up. On numerous occasions, I had seen
people ask God for things like healing, jobs, mending broken
relationships, but in those situations, those asking for God’s help
did nothing themselves.” T had emphatically instructed them,
“If you want a job, you’re going to probably have to get up and
leave your house. If you want a severed relationship healed, it
will take work and effort. If you want God to heal you, you have
to exercise your faith.

“So I committed to work with every angel God sent my
way—doctors, nurses, therapists, and technicians alike. I came
to the understanding that God had actually chosen each of these
professionals to be at this specific place and at this specific time.
God’s sole plan in bringing this ensemble together there was to
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accomplish His purpose through their expertise in bringing about
a miracle in my life!”

And so it would be.

Only ten months after he was admitted to the hospital with
multiple injuries and little hope for a full recovery, Ben Vereen
walked onto a Broadway stage, where he performed one of the
leading roles in Jelly’s Last Jam, a musical packed with dancing
and singing.

When our faith collides with God’s power, miracles occur and
Ben Vereen is living proof it is so.

[ waited patiently and expectantly for the LORD; and He
inclned to me and heard my cry. He drew me up out of a
horrible pit, out of the miry clay, and set my feet upon a
rock, steadying my steps and establishing my goings. And
He has put a new song n my moutk, a song o][ praise to
our God; Many shall see and fear (revere and worship)
and will put their trust and confident reliance in the LORD.

PsaLM 40:1-3, THE AMPLIFIED BIBLE



ONLY TEMPORARY

Stormie Omartian has authored eight books including Stormie,
The Power of a Praying Wife, and Just Enough Ligh’c for the Step
I'm On. She is a highly sought—af’cer spealzer for con{erences,
seminars and retreats, and has also been featured in five exercise
videos, several of which have gone Gold.

Recently she and her husband Michael completecl a Christmas
musical called The Child of the Promise, starring Michael
Crawford, Donna Summer, Crystal Lewis, Steven Curtis Chapman,
Vince Gill, Howard Hewitt, Bob Carlisle, Gary Chapman, David
Paclz, Richard Marx, and a host of others. It will be released as a

recorcling and as a television special, and will also be performecl
throughout the country as a live stage production.

[ met Stormie through our mutual friend Sarah Dowcly and
interviewed her Ly phone from her home in Nashville.

&
WHETHER IT BE FINANCIAL PROBLEMS, the death of a loved

one, failing health, or a misplaced job opportunity,
throughout our lives we will all suffer losses. When such an
experience occurs, the feeling of emptiness can be overwhelming.
Such was the case for Stormie Omartian when she suffered the
loss of her lifelong best friend, Diane.

Stormie and Diane met while in high school. They were both
artistic and enjoyed participating in several school plays together.
They also told each other their deepest and darkest secrets,
including the fact that Stormie’s mom suffered from mental
illness and that Diane’s mom was an alcoholic. Both girls felt the
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shame and fear that come from living in constant dysfunction.
Their emptiness and isolation created a common bond that drew
them to each other. Each was able to openly and honestly discuss
their fears and feelings of hopelessness, knowing that the other
understood only too well. Finding solace in friendship was like
finding an oasis in the desert. Stormie could say two words and
Diane could complete the sentence. They were soul mates.

Although they had attended different colleges, after graduation
they landed back in the same city and became roommates in their
first apartment. Stormie and Diane did what so many other young
people have done . . . they tried to fill the void in their lives with
“things.” They experimented with drugs and alcohol, partied at
every opportunity and embraced new ideas and philosophies.
Both got into the New Age movement and dabbled in the occult
but were left feeling empty, with no meaning or purpose.

Then something happened.

“I started visiting The Church on the Way pastored by Jack
Hayford,” Stormie said, “and soon came to an understanding
of what had been missing in my life—a personal relationship
with Jesus Christ. “I was elated to have received the free gift of
forgiveness for my sins and salvation through placing my faith
and trust in Christ. Finally I made the connection that in my own
ability and strength I could not right my wrongs, but that Jesus
had done that for me.”

For a while, Stormie’s newfound truth put an awkwardness in
her relationship with Diane. Stormie was experiencing something
that Diane didn’t understand. But Stormie kept sharing what
she was learning with her beloved friend until eventually, Diane
converted to Christianity also.

Later in life, they both married and started families at about the
same time. Diane’s son, John, was born two years after Stormie’s
son, Christopher, and two years before her daughter, Amanda.
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The two women’s lives were totally intermingled. From
carpooling and celebrating birthdays and holidays, to going on
vacations together, for as long as they could remember, they had
always been inseparable. But a routine medical examination
would change everything when Diane received the devastating
news that she had terminal cancer.

“Initially, a flood of emotions rushed over us, encompassing
everything from shock to denial to disbelief. How could this be?
Diane was too young to be dying. Her son was only eight and he
needed his mother. Her husband was the love of her life. And I
couldn’t be left without my best friend of twenty-eight years.”

As hard as they prayed for a different outcome, Diane died.
After the funeral Stormie felt such a thick sense of grief that it
paralyzed her. When she woke up the day after Diane’s funeral,
she remembers having cried so fiercely that she had no more
tears left. The lump in her throat felt like a permanent fixture.
Her only thought was that no one would ever know her the way
Diane had. Her loneliness was unbearable.

This sense of sadness, emptiness, and detachment lingered for
months. Stormie felt as though she was missing a part of herself.
She longed to reconnect with that irreplaceable friendship she
had grown to know and love for all those years.

“I prayed constantly, asking God to remove my sadness. I
was never without the lump in my throat and constantly felt as
though I could easily burst into tears. Close to reaching a point
of desperation, I cried out to God to show me how to survive
this loss.”

Stormie and her family moved into a new neighborhood about
twenty minutes from where they had lived before. A few women
from her church lived in the new neighborhood and came by to
welcome her and her family.

During the conversation one of the ladies reached out to
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Stormie and said, “We know you lost your best friend, but we
would really like to be friends with you and try to fill in the gap
you’re feeling. We know we can never replace Diane, but maybe
between the three of us, each of us can bring a little piece of
something to your life and together with all the different parts,
maybe we could make up that whole area that’s missing.”

Stormie felt the visit had been an answer to prayer.

“A few days later another woman stopped by and told me
she knew that as long as I lived, Diane would be my best friend,
but that she wanted me to be her best friend. She told me there
needn’t be any reciprocity, that she didn’t need to take Diane’s
place and be my best friend but that I would still be hers.

“Tears began to well up in my eyes as this angel disguised as
a neighbor hugged me and wiped away my tears. Again, [ knew
that this had been an answer to prayer and that the Lord was
encouraging me to open myself to others who were reaching out
to me. With the words of my new friend, I felt something break
off of me. It was a release of sorts, whispering into the ears of
my heart the necessity to live my life.”

Finally, the lump in her throat was gone.

Stormie is enjoying the gift God sent to her in the way of new
friendships. She still misses Diane and often calls up the years of
memories the two created during their lifelong friendship.

“But now when I reminisce, I look forward—not back,
knowing with full assurance that we’ll be reunited one day and
that because of Christ, our separation is only temporary.”

But may the God o][ all grace, who called us to His
eternal g/ory Ly Christ Jesus, a][ter you have su][fereal a

while will perfect, establish, strengthen and settle you.
1 PETER §:10



GobD Is Not Just
A LITTLE SOVEREIGN!

HEN BABBIE MASON AND I FIRST MET, her schedule was a

whirlwind. Between her duties as a wife, a mom to two
sons, teaching middle school fulltime, having twenty piano
students, and performing at funerals, weddings, and concerts
on the weekends, the phrase “living life to its fullest” was an
understatement.

Babbie’s goal was to eventually go into ministry fulltime and
sign a recording contract with a Christian record label. Although
several recording companies were courting her, she hadn’t decided
which one to go with. She was prayerfully waiting on clarity and
God’s perfect timing.

One Sunday morning, Babbie was the guest soloist at a local
church. The governor of Georgia, Joe Frank Harris, was in the
congregation. After hearing her sing and loving her voice, Governor
Harris invited Babbie to sing at the Governor’s Mansion for an
upcoming prayer breakfast. When she arrived, she learned the
keynote speaker was Cliff Barrows from the Billy Graham team.

Following her performance, Mr. Barrows extended an
invitation for Babbie to sing at an upcoming Billy Graham
Crusade. He told her he wanted her to sing an up-tempo song
and asked her to send him several choices. Babbie mailed a tape
with six up-tempo songs and, at the last minute, decided to put
a ballad that I had written, “He’ll Find A Way” as the seventh
song on the tape. Much to our surprise and delight, “He’ll Find
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A Way” was the one Mr. Barrows selected.

About three weeks after taping the Billy Graham Crusade in
Tallahassee, Florida, Babbie received the devastating news that
her father, Rev. George Wade, had suddenly died of a massive
heart attack.

She left for Michigan to be with her family and to attend her
dad’s funeral. After the service, as everyone was gathered at
Babbie’s parents’ home, someone turned on the television just
in time to hear Cliff Barrows announce, “Please welcome to the
Billy Graham Crusade, Babbie Mason.”

As her family listened, grief-stricken over their loss and
wondering how and when they would ever begin to get past it,
God used Babbie singing “He’ll Find A Way” to minister to her
entire family, including herself:

For I know that if He can paint a sunset and put the stars in place
[ know if He can raise up mountains and calm the storm-tossed waves
And if He can conquer death forever to open heaven’s gates

I know for you, I know for you, He’ll find a way

Ten years later, in August of 1996, my dad called to tell me
that he had lung cancer and that within the next week he would
have to have a portion of his left lung removed. After his surgery
was completed, we were told that the operation was a success and
that the doctors had removed all of the cancerous tissue.

A year later when his speech began to slur, he was diagnosed
with brain cancer, the same type the lung cancer had been.
Although the surgeons had elected not to do radiation or
chemotherapy after his lung surgery, apparently some of the
cancer cells had broken loose from his lungs and had now
spread to his brain.

The brain tumor was removed and radiation was recommended.
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He went for treatments twice a day for thirty-seven days, walking
in and out of his appointments without assistance.

Then without warning, he began to decline. By April of 1998,
he was unable to walk or talk. In the months that followed his
condition worsened.

Five days before my dad died on September 23, 1998, I was
awakened one morning with some of the words to a new song. I
called Babbie and as we completed writing it, I knew right then
that the Lord had sent this song to us to be sung at my dad’s
funeral. It is called “I Can See You.”

After Dad went to be with the Lord, the funeral arrangements
were difficult to make because of a hurricane passing through
Florida. We finally decided it would be on Saturday, September
26.

I wanted Babbie to fly down with me and sing at the service.
Although Babbie’s concert schedule is booked two years in
advance and she is almost always singing or traveling on the
weekends, it just so happened that she was off the Saturday of
my dad’s funeral.

When we arrived at the Atlanta airport to catch our plane
to Palm Beach, Florida, my Bible mentors for the last fifteen
years, Patsy and Al Rhodes, were sitting at our gate, headed to
a convention in Palm Beach. Another long-time friend, Clyde
Upchurch, was already in Palm Beach for the same convention.
They were all able to be with me at my dad’s service.

The service was scheduled for 3 P.M. but was announced in the
paper at 3:30 r.M. Not wanting to begin without everyone there,
Babbie sat down at the piano and sang a thirty-minute concert.
Among many other selections, she sang “ Amazing Grace,” “What
Can Separate?,” “The Old Rugged Cross,” “Blessed Assurance,”
and “He’ll Find A Way.” What a blessing she was!

Without ever having spoken to the pastor before the service,
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he used in his message several of the lines from the song we had
just written, “I Can See You,” and Babbie ended the service by
singing it:

You’ve fought your fight, you’ve done your best
You’ve faced the fire and passed the test
But the time has come to let you go

You’re finally free because you’re finally home

I can see you walkin’ on streets of gold
Singin’ with the angels and the saints of old
I can see you at peace and finally whole

I can see you runnin’ into the arms of Jesus

No more sickness, no more sorrow
No more sad days and hopeless tomorrows
No more tears, no more pain

For to live is Christ, and to die is gain

I can see you walkin’ on streets of gold
Singin’ with the angels and the saints of old
I can see you at peace and finally whole

I can see you runnin’ into the arms of Jesus

The race that you’ve run is finally won

Well done, faithful servant, well done

Before God ever hung the first star, He had it all worked
out. Babbie would sing at a church where the governor was
worshipping. The governor would love her voice and invite
her to sing at a prayer breakfast where Cliff Barrows was the
keynote speaker. Cliff Barrows would invite Babbie to sing at a
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Billy Graham Crusade. Although he had asked Babbie to sing
an up-tempo song, he chose the only ballad on her tape, “He’ll
Find A Way.” The Billy Graham Crusade would air the night
of Babbie’s father’s funeral and her singing “He’ll Find A Way”
would minister to her entire family.

Eleven years later, Babbie would not be booked on the Saturday
of my father’s funeral and would be able to accompany me to
his service and sing “He’ll Find A Way” to my family. My Bible
mentors who live in Atlanta would be on our same plane headed
to a convention in Palm Beach and would be able to be with
me at the funeral. The pastor who conducted my dad’s funeral
would use several of the lines from our new song, “I Can See
You,” in his message, because the same Holy Spirit that penned
our song penned his sermon. Babbie would close the service with
that same song.

God is a God of intricate detail. His ways are always flawless
and His plans are always perfect. Although we can’t see the whole
picture, we can rest in these pearls of wisdom from the very lips
of Babbie Mason: “God is not just a little Sovereign! ”

®®®

O Lorp, I will honor and praise Your name, ][or you are my
God: You do such wonc[er][u/ tlzings. You p/annec[ them /ong

ago and now You've accomplished them, just as you said!

Isa1aH 25:1, THE LIVING BIBLE






