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ears ago, a friend was struggling with a debilitating back inju-
Yry. I knew just what to do! I looked through my collection of
past GUIDEPOSTS issues to find a story by someone who’d faced a
similar challenge. | read her Marilyn Ludolf’s story of miraculous
healing from the July 1981 issue. We prayed the same scriptures that
Marilyn had prayed, and little by little, my friend got better.
Throughout the 1980s and *90s, | shared stories from GUIDEPOSTS
with friends and family whenever | thought it might help them. Even-
tually, 1 had so many issues of the magazine that it became difficult to

A STORY FOR EVERY NEED

NELLDA FRIEND Leesburg, Ohio

locate the right story when | needed it. So | created a database in Mic-
rosoft Word. | type in each story’s issue date, page number, title and
author name. Then | write a brief summary and choose a story cate-
gory. Healing. Marriage. Recovery. Depression. Parenting.

When a loved one is facing a challenge, | go to my database and
search for a story to give them. | type in the relevant category, and
the computer highlights that word throughout my database, show-
ing me which stories address that topic. | choose the story that |
think fits my loved one best, then photocopy it from the issue in
my collection to send to them. There’s a story for every situation,

and each one points the reader back to God.
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uly 6, 2019. One month since
J my husband, Granger, and | had
lost our three-year-old son, River, to
a drowning in our backyard pool. It
was the first time | had been alone
since Riv’s funeral. Granger and our
other two children—seven-year-old
daughter, London, and five-year-old
son, Lincoln—were at my mother-
in-law’s for the weekend. | had been
with them but came home early. |
just needed to be by myself.
I walked into River’s bedroom. He’d
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never spent much time in here, except to sleep. He’d always been running,
climbing, exploring. Or racing around in his go-Kkart, his red hair swooping
wildly. Full speed ahead with the biggest smile on his face, that was Riv.

| stared at his empty crib, at the places he’d chewed on the wood while he
was teething. | ran my fingers over those little teeth marks, and every
emotion | had held in for the past month came pouring out. “I don’t want
any more sympathy cards!” | screamed. “I don’t want to hear that God
needed another angel! | just want my son!”

I clutched the crib rail, sobbing. I had been drawing near to Jesus for the
first time in my life. Why, God? | wondered. Why would you let this hap-
pen? | just couldn’t make sense of any of it.

Before this, our lives had been happy. Truly happy. Granger and | had
met in 2009. He was a country singer-songwriter living in College Sta-
tion, Texas, and | was a part-time actor living in Fort Worth. | showed up
in his “People you may know” section on Facebook, and he thought 1’d
be perfect for his new music video. We spent a day together shooting the
video, pretending to be in love. | knew shortly after that it was more than
just acting for me. | had to see him again. We fell in love quickly and
married the following year.

One area where our backgrounds differed was faith. My parents took me
to church when | was a kid, but back then God had felt like a distant fig-
ure, not a part of our everyday life. Granger wasn’t fully walking with the
Lord, but he was raised in a home rooted in faith, with parents who were
dedicated to instilling Christian values. Granger and his brothers had been
involved in church and Christian youth groups.
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We had three children in five years, and a time came when we decided
we wanted to give our children a foundation in faith. | took them to
church alone on Sundays because Granger was on tour. | began attending
Bible studies and reading devotionals, praying often. | still had so much
to learn, but | was finally growing closer to the Lord, and it felt good.
Then one night in June, everything came crashing down. Granger was
leaving early the next morning for the CMT (Country Music Television) MUsiC
awards, and the kids wanted some extra time playing with him outside. |
went to take a quick shower and sat on the bed afterward.

That’s when | heard the screams. All I could make out were “River” and
“pool.” We had an iron fence around the pool. The gate was always
locked. River was signed up for his first swim class the following week.
But somehow Riv had breached the gate and fallen into the pool without
a sound. From there it was a blur. Granger and | traded off CPR attempts
until EMTs arrived. River was rushed to the hospital, but his brain had
gone too long without oxygen, and he was unable to survive.

| blamed myself for not putting River to bed, not signing him up for swim
lessons sooner. Granger thought it was all his fault. By the grace of God,
we never blamed each other.

Family and friends rallied around us—bringing us food, praying for us,
helping with the kids. Granger and | took turns comforting each other,
and Linc and London. But once the kids were in bed, | would curl up on
the bathroom floor, the awful visions of that night and all the questions on
a loop in my brain. Why did God let this happen? How would we ever

survive this pain?
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Two weeks after River died, Granger was set to go back on tour. He had
people on salary relying on touring to support their families.

“I think you guys should come with me,” he said.

I agreed. “We all need to be together right now,” I told him. “And it’ll be
good for the kids to get away.”

We needed to get away from the scene of our worst night. For the next week,
we hit the road for three shows. In between, I tried to find some sense of nor-
malcy for the kids and help them in their grieving process. We explored
new cities and towns, checked out parks and museums. But the rest of the
tour dates were spread out over the summer when the kids had activities,
so we all came home for the Fourth of July weekend. Granger and | de-
cided that the kids and I would stay home while he finished the tour.
Now, here | was, staring at my little boy’s empty crib and crying out to
God, wondering how | would be able to go on without my son.

Granger and the kids came home from his mom’s. “Babe, how’s your
heart today?” he asked. That was something we asked each other instead
of “How are you?” because we knew how we were doing....terribly.

“l was really angry today,” | told him. | didn’t get into my breakdown,
but one look at his face and | knew he understood.

“I think we need to move,” Granger said. “I don’t think | can stay here in
this house.”

| realized he was right. We couldn’t be the parents London and Lincoln
needed if we were here. All of our good memories were overshadowed
by the awful one we couldn’t escape.

Once we got settled in our new place, Granger went back on tour. It was
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really difficult yet somehow healing for him. But healing wasn’t coming
for me.

| tried so hard to be the mom Linc and London needed. But | was so bro-
ken, | was a shell of myself. Nothing made sense, and everything seemed
trivial after River’s loss. Still, | knew I couldn’t stay in this dark place for-
ever. My family needed me.

I got back to reading devotionals the way | did before losing Riv. I’d hang
on to bits and pieces of scripture and encouragement, anything that would
give me a little hope.

Granger came home one day, looked at all my devotionals, then up at me.
“Babe, | think we need to put these away and open God’s Word,” he said.
We’d never done that before. But right then and there, we grabbed our
Bible and opened to the first chapter of Matthew. | soaked up every word.
From there, we each read at our own pace every day. Sometimes | didn’t
understand what I was reading, but | would ask God to reveal himself to
me. Please, Lord, show me who you are, | prayed. | know you are good,
but this doesn’t feel good. Show me there is purpose in this. Give me
strength to be a good wife and mom.

Little by little, God began to transform my heart and my faith grew. It
was about this time that a friend called.

“There’s a grief support group that I think might help you,” she said. “It’s
run by a woman named Suzanne out of her home.”

I didn’t know if | was ready to show up to a group of strangers and talk
about my pain. But | knew isolating myself wasn’t healthy. “Thank you,”
I told her. “I’ll try to go.”
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Which was how | found myself sitting in Suzanne’s living room a few
days later, with 10 people I didn’t know. Suzanne led the group in prayer.
Then we went around the room, with everyone telling their story.

I didn’t know how to share that my son had drowned. There is an unspo-
ken judgment that comes with a child’s death by drowning, that the par-
ents should have done something to prevent it.

All too soon, it was my turn to speak. “I’m Amber,” | managed to say.
“And my three-year-old son, River, drowned in June.”

“Oh, honey, | am so sorry,” a woman said. “I can imagine the pain that
you are feeling right now. I lost my son to suicide.”

“My husband died of a heart attack,” another lady said.

Everyone was grieving their own loss. No one was judging me. | felt
something in me ease a little.

The next week, | went back. And | kept going back. The group became a
lifeline for me. Suzanne and the rest of the people made me feel that |
wasn’t alone. That there was a path forward and | didn’t have to stay stuck
in grief forever. Leaning on Granger, reading God’s Word, connecting with
others in pain. Those were unexpected blessings in the midst of my grief.
So much of life remains a mystery. | don’t know why River’s time here was
only three short years. But I’ve learned to trust the God of scripture—the
One who holds our lives in his hands and ordains each of our days. After
all, faith means trusting in what we cannot see. And it means being vulnera-
ble with God. He knows we are human and meets us right where we are.
Even when we don’t understand, even when we are angry, even when he
feels distant. He is there, his goodness closer than we think.
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Night and.Day

My sleep schedule was such the opposite of evéry 5'€e[Se’s,
it was like living in another world. Why couldn’tljustibemormaiz:

By JJESSICA REED, Walton, New York

HAPLEIE 785 Y&

awoke with a start and stared at
I the clock on my bedside table.
Almost 10 A.M. already? | had to
be at work by 10:30! | couldn’t be
late again. | had been warned about
my tardiness.
I’d been so tired after the kids left for
school that I got back in bed. I meant
to rest for only an hour. I"d even set
an alarm. But once again, | hadn’t
heard it. | grabbed my things and
rushed out the door. If I was lucky, |
might just make it in the nick of time.
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Driving across town to the Head Start preschool where | worked as an as-
sistant cook, | tried to shake off the grogginess. Halfway there, | got stuck
behind a slow-moving car. | tried to urge the driver to go faster by creeping
a bit too close to their bumper. Come on! | need to get to work!

I loved my job. I helped the head cook prepare lunch, ate with the pre-
schoolers and washed the dishes afterwards. \Working with kids had always
been my dream. And as a single mom, | needed the income.

The problem was, | hadn’t been able to get to sleep at a decent hour for sev-
eral years. | had been a bit of a night owl growing up, but in adulthood the
trait had become extreme and persistent. Most nights, | didn’t feel tired
enough to go to bed until the morning light streamed through my curtains
and the birds were singing outside. | had grown to dread the sun and the
birdsong. They were stark reminders of another night lost, another day feel-
ing out of it, as if | were moving through molasses.

| felt a stress headache forming. Finally, the driver in front of me turned off,
right before the preschool parking lot. | zipped into a spot and ran to the
school doors. A glance at my phone told me | was only a few minutes late.
Maybe | could sneak by the office and get to the kitchen unseen. | would
make up for my tardiness by staying a little longer after my shift and help-
ing with cleanup

“Jessica, can you come in here, please?” the preschool director said as I tip-
toed past the glass doors of her office. | didn’t think this was the best time
to talk. Wouldn’t it make me even later? But | decided not to mention that
and took a seat.

“We love having you work here, Jessica, and the kids love you,” she said.
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“But as we discussed at your review, it isn’t fair for you to show up habitually
late and put extra work on the head cook to get lunch ready. We are going to
have to let you go.”

I hung my head as | went back to my car, walking slowly this time. There
was nowhere | had to be now. | drove off, my sense of failure morphing
into anger. Not at the people at my job. I understood their decision. | was
mad at myself.

This wasn’t the first job | had lost, and it was never because of the quality
of my work. My bosses had always praised my work before delivering the
blow. Why couldn’t | get it together in the mornings like everyone else?
What kind of person couldn’t make it to a job that started at 10:30? Some-
one lazy and irresponsible.

Stopping for gas on the way home, I shielded my eyes from the too-bright
sun and watched the other customers, carrying coffee and calling out cheer-
ily to each other. Why couldn’t I be more like these normal people?

By the time | got home, I had a full-blown headache. And | was still tired. |
crawled back under the covers. | needed a nap. Everything else could wait.
The nap threw me off schedule. That afternoon, | ran out of the house
again, hurrying to pick up my kids from school. It was easy to find a park-
ing spot as the other parents and kids had left. Standing on the steps were
my son, River, seven, and my daughter, Willow, twelve, accompanied by
an employee from the school office. | was only 15 minutes late, but it
hadn’t been the first time, and the kids were anxious. | apologized to them
and to the staff. Could this day get any worse?

It turns out, it could. Back home, finally feeling energetic, | began to straight-
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en up the house. The kids played outside. Then River ran inside with a friend
from the neighborhood. “Mom, can we have a snack?” he said, rounding
the corner into the kitchen with his friend behind him. Suddenly River
stopped, and | heard him tell his friend that he’d meet him back outside.
Once we were alone, River looked around slowly. | was suddenly con-
scious of the breakfast dishes still on the table and the pile of laundry on the
floor. He was embarrassed, | realized.

“Mom, what do you do all day when we’re in school?” he asked.

My face burned with shame. But River deserved my honesty, and he was old
enough to know something was wrong. “If I’'m not working, | sleep,” I said.
Letting my kids down was even worse than losing my job. | watched my son
walk back outside and noticed he didn’t bring his friend back in.

I needed answers. | went to my doctor, who diagnosed me with insomnia and
put me on prescription sleeping pills. The diagnosis didn’t seem totally accu-
rate. | didn’t have problems falling or staying asleep if | went to bed when my
body wanted to. I slept fine during the day. But I was so sick of not being nor-
mal, | eagerly took the medication. It did get me on a schedule that was more
aligned with everyone else’s. But | still woke up groggy from the side effects.
It wasn’t until my sister came to visit that | found out another reason I was
tired. She sat me down and told me that she had observed me sleepwalking.
I’d been cooking and eating and cleaning the house, but she couldn’t wake
me. | had no idea. Then a few friends told me that Id called them at night,
and | didn’t remember that either. A check with my doctor revealed that | was
among a small subset of people who react to prescription sleep meds with
complex sleepwalking activities that they have no recollection of.
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Taking the medication wasn’t safe. | had no choice but to go back to my natu-
ral schedule, sleeping most of the day away. | was unavailable so often that
friends avoided making plans with me. | tried to put it into perspective for
them. “It would be like me showing up at your door at 3 A.M. wanting to do
something,” | said. | lost some friends, but what bothered me most were the
snarky comments when | did wake up. Like “Good morning,” dripping with
sarcasm because it was afternoon. Or “Thank God you’re up. We thought
you had died.”

I sure wasn’t thanking God. | felt angry and abandoned. And lonely, being
awake while everyone was sleeping, then missing out on things they did
while | was asleep. It was as if | lived in another world. How many nights had
I begged God to please make me normal, only to be ignored? Why wasn’t he
helping? Didn’t he see me?

Out of desperation, | got an appointment with a sleep specialist and endured
an overnight study with electrodes attached all over my body. Of coursg, |
didn’t sleep a wink, so | figured they’d gathered no useful data.

The doctor ushered me into his office and looked at me kindly. “My dear, you
don’t have insomnia. You have DSPS—delayed sleep phase syndrome,” he
said. “It’s a circadian rhythm disorder. If you were in a dark cave with no idea
of night and day, you would still sleep at the same time you do now. It is rare
but natural and normal for you. You just need to adjust your lifestyle accord-
ingly.” Natural and normal. His words played over and over in my head. |
didn’t need to medicate myself to fit in. This wasn’t a personal failure or lazi-
ness. It was just me, the way God made me.

And there were others like me. | joined an online DSPS support group. No
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matter what time it was, there was always someone to talk to. | got good sug-
gestions for how to work around the rest of the world’s schedule when it was
important to do so. The kids’ music and theater performances, for instance.
Willow, River and I found a rhythm that worked for us.

“God, if you aren’t going to make me normal,” | took to praying, “at least
let me know why.” | began to see a shift. When the kids, now grown, vis-
it, we compromise on the times we do things. Then | got a middle-of-the-
night phone call from a young man who was an old school friend of Riv-
er’s. He and another friend were at a party and the people who’d given
them a ride had been drinking. “We don’t feel safe riding home with
them,” he said. “I didn’t know who to call, but then | remembered you
stay up late.” The relief on their faces when I pulled up to get them was
all the thanks I needed. Since then, I’ve become a designated driver.

My favorite calls start with, “I know it’s late, but you’re always up, and |
have an urgent prayer request.” Or “I just need someone to talk to.” I am
not a friend who will meet you first thing in the morning. I’m the friend
who will pick you up in the middle of the night, no questions asked.

I recently read in Psalms, “O LORD, You have searched me and known
me. You know my sitting down and my rising up...you comprehend my
path and my lying down, and are acquainted with all my ways.” God has
given me the third watch, and | am grateful.

I can read and write peacefully at night. | switched to babysitting after
school and evenings, so | still have my dream job. | block out the morning
birdsong with earplugs and the sun with blackout curtains. But the birds
sing all day, and I get to see both the sun set and the sun rise.
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Why did the Car AA7| 271 HE ol
Suddenly Stop?
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By MARK ELFMAN, Tomball, Texas o}

OO
I was a young marine sergeant, 1 | = A2 o AR &
only a few weeks into my latest T2o] sy opA7E 9l
assignment as a military instructor at = EARAS MiAdZ Eg e &
Goodfellow Air Force Base in San o+ 7] Aol ato2A =g &

Angelo, Texas, where there was a &= AIZSH 2] 2 5 QF =9l o
small Marine Corps detachment. Af- Tt A|'d 2%+ u} FepR vl
ter spending two years stationed at 7] Al =3 B2 750 2 HE
the U.S. base in Guantanamo Bay, *t= 112} 6A]7F ozl 3of| U7
Cuba, | was thrilled to be just a six- =|o] 2] 7]t 7153 of

hour drive from my family. 1 even Yz{™ 2 g
splurged on a new compact car,a M=% A4}

Nissan Sentra, so that | could have °FHZ %

something reliable to get around in %t
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and visit when I could. I’d checked out the car thoroughly. One Sunday about
7 AM.,, after a long week of training new marines, sailors, airmen and sol-
diers, | hopped in my Nissan and headed for a park to hike and clear my
mind. As | drove through San Angelo’s small downtown, it struck me how
quiet it was. Eerily quiet—Ilike something out of a Twilight Zone episode.

| came to an intersection, and the traffic light turned red. | stopped, which
seemed a bit funny because there wasn’t another vehicle in sight. I looked
around. Nothing but a few small businesses. No homes. No people around.
When the light turned green, I hit the gas pedal. Ka-chunk, clank, bang!
The car’s engine sputtered and died.

Whoooosh! At that instant, an 18-wheeler barreled through the intersection
from my left, the driver totally ignoring his red light. The big rig was so
close to me and going so fast, it shook my little Nissan. And my car wasn’t
the only thing shaking. I rested my forearms on the steering wheel, my
heart hammering. | sat there for a while—I’m not even sure how long. The
traffic light cycled through green and red a few times, but there were still no
other vehicles on the road.

If my car had started, | would’ve been right in the middle of the intersec-
tion---. I could hardly finish the thought. | hadn’t yet served in a combat
zone, but | never imagined as a marine that this was how 1’d have a near-
death experience. | hadn’t even had time to pray.

Why would my brand-new car suddenly stall? Was it a lemon? A bum bat-
tery? Had | somehow gotten bad gas the last time | filled up?

I turned the key. My car started right up. No sputtering. No rattling. It ran as if
it had never died in the first place. And it ran perfectly for another three years.
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My Easter Stray

The older I got, the harder it was to stop worrying

By LOU DEAN, Dinosaur, Colorado
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T hat cold February morning,
the northwest Colorado

wind howled as | walked toward
my barn. Mice scampered to safe-
ty when | opened the door. “You
rodents are going to take over now
that Two Socks is gone,” | said,
unable to hide my dismay.

I’d lost my barn cat to a stroke in
the fall. After 30 years in my rural
community, | knew that getting
another would be no simple task.
Cats from the shelter or city-raised
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cats didn’t stand a chance on Blue Mountain against our coyotes, bob-
cats and mountain lions. Not to mention the raptors overhead. “Lord,” |
whispered, “I need a stray cat.”

But where was | going to find one? My mind kicked into worry gear. I’d
always had a tendency toward what my grandmother used to call “bor-
rowing trouble.” To combat it, I’d made a habit of reciting Matthew
6:25: “Therefore | tell you, do not be anxious about your life---” But
since I’d turned 75, it seemed harder to stop worrying.

Topping my list was my older sister in Oklahoma. From a thousand
miles away, 1’d spent months trying to help Sis stay in her home. The
challenge exhausted us both, and we finally had to admit it was time for
Sis to go into a nursing home. Which caused me to consider my own
age and circumstances. What will | do when my own health worsens?
When | can no longer take care of my animals and keep up my acre
here on Blue Mountain? That day seemed closer than ever.

| grabbed the snow shovel from the barn. How | missed Two Socks! He
had found my barn one cold winter night and ended up being my buddy
for nine years, a loyal barn cat. In exchange for a daily portion of kibble
and love, he kept the mouse population down. It had taken a long time
for him to trust me enough to let me pet him. But I’d patiently offered
him food and waited for him to come around. One afternoon, he’d met
me at the barn with a meow and allowed me to rub him behind the ears
before diving into his food. That became our routine. In the five months
since he died, | caught myself listening for that greeting every day, and
my heart would ache all over again.
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I finished shoveling and went back in the house. That afternoon, | was
sipping hot tea and watching more snow come down when | saw a flash
of yellow and white disappear into the barn. For a moment, I stood, dis-
believing. A cat! | thought of my morning prayer and grinned.

I set out bowls of food and water in the barn. The food was being eaten,
but the cat remained out of sight for more than a week. | remembered
how Two Socks had hidden in the attic of the barn when he first arrived.
One afternoon, | took a flashlight, crawled up on the hay in the attic and
slowly scanned every inch of it. Two eyes glowed in the darkness.

“Hi there,” | said. The cat came into view, then sank to the floor, as if
hiding something. | shined the light closer. My breath caught. There
were two tiny bodies squirming on the attic floor.

“Kittens!” The cat didn’t look old enough to have babies. Would they
survive? | went to the vet in town and asked if | should bring the kittens
down out of the attic.

“With her being wild, if you do, she might move them and you won’t ever
see them again,” the vet said. “One thing to try is to buy some canned kit-
ten food for her. It has more protein and might help her nurse her kittens.”
I made many trips to the barn over the next two weeks, fretting over the
little cat and her kittens. Mama peeked down from the attic when | put
out canned food for her. “Hey, pretty girl,” I called to her. “How are
those babies today?” She never ventured closer.

One morning, | climbed into the attic to find the babies hadn’t made it
through the night. From the back of the attic, where | couldn’t see her,
Mama let out a mourning cry that broke my heart.
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I had to remove the kittens so she wasn’t reminded of her loss. “It’s
okay, pretty girl,” I told her. “Things will get better. You’ll get through
this.” But she remained hidden.

| buried the two tiny kittens near my flower garden and said a prayer. |
wished God might somehow comfort Mama, but | worried she would
vanish as suddenly as she had appeared. For days, | saw no sign of her.

| called the vet for advice. “Borrow a live trap, and put her food in there.
Something more tempting than kibble,” he said. “Let her get comfortable
going in it. Then set the trap. You need to catch her and get her spayed.
Otherwise, she could go into heat again and have more kittens.”

I put some chicken in a live trap, but she didn’t touch it. A friend sug-
gested sardines. It worked! Mama got used to going into the trap; with-
in a week, | was able to set it and catch her. I got my first good look at
Mama. She was so small, barely a kitten herself. The vet verified my
suspicion and said, “That’s probably why the kittens didn’t live. 1I’d say
it was her first heat. She isn’t more than a year old.”

After her operation, | took the cat back to the barn. She hadn’t been really
wild in the cage. She just huddled against the far side and looked terrified.
“It’s okay,” | told her as | opened the cage’s door. She streaked away.
Would she survive all she’d been through? Would she stay? Maybe the
grief of losing her kittens in that barn would be too much.... There |
went, borrowing trouble again.

February folded into March. | never knew for sure when | went into the
barn if the cat would still be there. She hadn’t made one move to get
friendly. But | got into the habit of sitting on the hay and talking to her,
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trying to get her used to my voice and convince her that life would get
better. Sometimes she’d peek at me from her safe place in the attic, but
she never came down while | was around.

On Easter morning, March 31, | had plans to attend a sunrise service. | made
my way to the barn in the dark to take food to her before | left. | hadn’t
slept well. I dished out the food, then plopped down on some hay bales.
My sister had fallen the day before and was in the hospital in Oklahoma. “A
thousand miles might as well be a million,” 1 said. “What will happen to
Sis? Will she ever leave the hospital?” My words echoed off the cold barn
walls. Then my worries gained momentum. “What if I have to give up my
place and move? What will happen to my animals, especially this cat?”

As | sat there on the hay, it struck me how foolish | sounded. “Lord,” |
said, “it just isn’t humanly possible for me to quit this worrying. Please
help me.” | felt something brush against my leg. The kitty that 1’d been
calling Mama was at my feet, looking at me. “Hello there,” | said, wip-
ing at tears. “See how silly I am? This time two months ago, | was wor-
rying that | didn’t have a barn cat.” The cat held my gaze.

“‘Do not be anxious about your life---” | quoted.

“Meow,” she agreed, but when I reached to touch her, she dashed up to
the attic again. | had to chuckle at that. “I will call you Favor,” | said.
And the peace and joy of the season washed over me. | knew in that
moment, she had been sent because | needed not only a barn cat but
also a reminder not to worry. With God’s grace and Favor, | would be
able to proceed. | would comfort Sis, take care of my animals and enjoy
my acre on Blue Mountain one day at a time.
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By ANDREW GARCIA, Thousand Oaks, California
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very day I live in pain. Mostly
E it’s my left arm. The limb | al-
most lost in a freak accident a few
years ago. Now my brain erroneously
senses sharp pain there at every mo-
ment. I’m numb in several fingers. |
can’t grip things with my thumb. |
used to be the big, strong, go-to fix-
it guy at the church where I’'m an
executive pastor. The guy who
could lift his kids and swing them
around without breaking a sweat.
I’m not that guy anymore.
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And yet I give thanks for the accident that forever changed my life. I’ve
come to believe that pain can be a blessing. That loss itself can be an op-
portunity.

Not convinced? Well, let me tell you my story---

It happened on my daughter Cara’s sixth birthday. It was a cool, fresh Sat-
urday morning at First Baptist, my church in Thousand Oaks, California.
My wife, Natalie, and | were planning on hosting a party for Cara on the
church grounds later that afternoon. It had rained the night before, so |
woke up early to clear the church patio and walkways of fallen leaves. Ac-
tually, it was a fun job, mostly because I got to walk around with a leaf
blower backpack.

That task was one of the few things | did at church that felt fun in those days.
I was 34. I’d been doing ministry of one kind or another for 16 years. Ever
since | was a counselor at a Christian youth camp the summer after high
school. My dad was a pastor too; | guess you could say it was in my blood. I’d
been a pastor at First Baptist for six years. | handled a lot of the day-to-
day, the event planning and leading the church school. | knew everything
there was to know about the nuts and bolts of a church. Maybe too much.
I never let myself say it out loud, but I had fallen into a rut. | was fast ap-
proaching a danger zone for pastors: burnout. Sometimes work felt more
like an office job than a calling. | worked and worked. But did it really
make a difference? It’s not as if | were bringing in legions of new people
to the church. I’d dreamed of doing big things for God when | was a
young man. Now my life seemed to be an endless cycle of worship plan-
ning, emails and meetings. Was that really what God had in mind when |
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gave my life to him all those years ago?

As | blew through the church campus, the leaf blower drowned out my
thoughts. There was something satisfying about watching the leaves as
they scattered off the walkways. | came around a corner and turned away
from the church, waving the blower. | took a step backward to get an area
I’d missed and lost my balance. 1’d unknowingly stepped on a garden edg-
er. The weight of the leaf blower on my back sent me toppling over. |
reached my hand out toward the church wall to brace myself and—
CRASH! My left arm smashed into a full-length, single-pane glass win-
dow. I screamed, falling to the ground. My arm was sliced all the way
around the elbow joint as it came in contact with the broken shards of
glass on the way down. God help me---.

There was blood everywhere. | caught sight of my arm and almost passed
out. Muscle hung out of my bicep. The bones were still attached, but ev-
erything else was severed. | had to stop the bleeding! I had to get help! But
| was at the back of the church, far from the street. There was no one else
at the church. I’m going to die!

| hobbled to my feet, grabbed my injured arm with my right hand and
squeezed. Blood continued shooting out of it. | tried to run toward the
parking lot. Maybe I could flag down a car? But suddenly | was dizzy.
Disoriented. My right hand fell to my side. Blood poured out of my left
arm. | reached into my pocket, pulled out my phone and dialed 911.

“I cut off my arm!” | yelled to the dispatcher and gave her the address for
the church.

“Can you wrap a towel around it to make a tourniquet?” she said.
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The world seemed to wobble around me. | saw movement up ahead. A
tall, skinny guy with blond hair. He was running, looking from side to
side. As if searching for something. Searching for me? He spotted me and
stopped, then ran faster in my direction.

| felt lightheaded, as if | was about to pass out. The blond guy reached me.
He was young—I couldn’t tell how old. I handed him my phone and bent
over in confusion. Then | fell to the ground. The world around me began
to dim. Please, God, please save me---. | need to be here for my wife and
kids---. I need---. I blacked out.

The next thing | saw was white. All white. As if | were enveloped in a
cloud. I tried to speak, tried to pray. Only, in this gauzy place, it felt like |
didn’t have to. As if my prayers were known before | said them. | tried to
make sense of my surroundings. Before | could, a screen filled my vision.
A giant, wraparound movie screen. In it were millions of small squares.
Each one alive with images like photographs. | couldn’t see each one, but
I knew what they were.

Moments. From my life. Surrounding me. My attention zeroed on a few
of the images. Natalie. Cara. My son, Corban. They were surrounded by
something, a kind of light. Like halos of love. Love for me. Love that |
knew came from God. He was the source! Of all the love I’d given and re-
ceived in the past 34 years of my life. How could | have ever taken even
one moment for granted?

The screen disappeared. The white cloud intensified. | felt a deep peace.
The end was near. | sensed myself lying on the pavement of the church
parking lot. That blond guy was kneeling beside me, pressing something
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against my arm.

The paramedics arrived. One of them tied a tourniquet around my arm. |
heaved a giant breath and—

WHOOSH! Faces stared down at me. | was back. And in incredible pain.
The rest of the day unfolded in a series of coincidences. Natalie’s mom
freaked out when she arrived early to the church with a bunch of balloons,
and she called Natalie. | was rushed to the hospital, where one of California’s
most skilled plastic surgeons just happened to be on call. He put my arm back
together. Most incredibly, | later discovered that the guy who spotted me at
the church had picked up my phone, talked to the dispatcher and found a tow-
el to hold against my arm. The doctors said if he hadn’t done that, | would
have died in 30 more seconds. He wasn’t a member of the congregation.
He’d simply wandered onto the church grounds, looking for his lost cat.
Looking for his lost cat! I went through months of grueling rehabilitation
after that day. | eventually regained some function in my left arm. But a
few years after the accident, the nerves still didn’t work quite right. I’ve
tried all sorts of remedies for the pain—I even had signal blocks implanted
in my spine. Nothing seems to help.

So why do | give thanks for such a traumatic experience? One that | continue
to experience every day? Because of that movie screen. And the realization
that every moment of life matters. That my job, no matter how seemingly
routine, matters. | look forward to going to work now. I even look for-
ward to meetings— mostly. | especially love coming home to my family.
I know where the love we share comes from. Thanks to the glimpse | re-
ceived of love’s great source.

68 Guideposts

LS £t 1% & ol U Woll AYrhE Rtk Ui 2
&2 =8 ek
F91 A250] UE Uelchen 9gict. o4jo] Solgick. Ayt 53]

3o sl 2olo] dd&o 2 A H T Ardo] EA tiE 11 wEo|
71438kaL ofellAl Zdekint. &3] o= A zk=d, nt

i)
Hl

7e| ol 7bg A2 Qs ARelat oJxt 3 & o) YHolgir. 1
W e Bk 71 S2he 7, Ul 27 B Ablo|glzt), mslol A

YA U AEES ol 31 113 T2 At Eatstol
7

5
)
=
i

y
oQ
3
T
L
8
)
o
L

=)

oX,
H
1
X0
ul
_O|L
N
rlﬂ

Afal o] & Ho| x]w x]JE 573% z{]u}]i PARLS
=22 okstolr] gls) ez 1}1@; A=}, A7)0} Mol 41
o|AJ5k77A] k. ok A = 48] gl 2 2tk
Th o) L o] £2 3791 7ol ZARHE 27t thufe Zlojof
ol 1 P&} 237 fjFolct. 22]al Q1e] BE &7to] AFdiTt
H uRo|c}, ofRe] HHEZA ol Axy Holk | A on|7} 9)7| uf
2olt}. o]&l o] 7|djgch Axlo] Blojw F|fEck—olr e, 53] 7}
Zo0| QAo Zolype Zo| L& Zc}.

7} L Aol oftloll] @37 bk U} ke Ale] Sicie 29!

2oL Lol @

r

folr 2,

2 go

o

o &

N

i “n
(0]

o o

gt
ojo e

ol
N

rir
N

rE
18
o
f
oM.

69



1S3871VNOSyH3d

The Art of Prayer 7127 g0l HE g

—==

Worship dance? Me? What were they thinking? QIAl HA? LY7}? IS S LK B2 AzZbo|iSnp?

By KWIJAE PARK, Braintree, Massachusetts

HEAR AR B Rl ER

ive six, seven, eight---.

FI waved two bright pink
feathered fans above my head and
twirled slowly to the beat of the
worship song. Six dancers and |
glided across the floor of our
church’s sanctuary, moving like a
flowing current. | looked out at
the congregation and smiled. It
was hard to believe this year,
2025, marked my thirtieth perfor-
mance, especially when you con-
sider how | started.
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Back in 2001, my husband, Ki Han, and I belonged to a Korean Pres-
byterian church in Quincy, Massachusetts. | had been a member of their
women’s Bible study group for about two years when the pastor asked
me to be the leader. Such an honor! | was the oldest member in the
group by about 15 years. | was strong in my faith, strong in my leader-
ship, and | had never felt so called. So equipped. So confident.

Until the time came for our group to plan our spring presentation.
Typically we recited scripture—often a Psalm or a chapter from the
New Testament—and sang a Korean worship song for the congrega-
tion. But that year, as we brainstormed ideas, a woman named Kyong
raised her hand.

“Let’s add in some worship dancing!”

“What is that?” | asked.

“It’s when people dance to praise music to glorify God. | saw a few
videos online from churches in Korea. It’s beautiful!” she said.

“I love that idea!” one woman said.

“Sounds fun,” said another.

Before | knew it, all six women were talking excitedly about dancing.
Then they looked to me. | froze.

Dancing? Me? | was so uncoordinated that two left feet would have
been an improvement. I’d learned that back when I was 18, studying at
Yonsei University in Seoul. To take a break from studying, some friends
and | had gone to the disco. (Saturday Night Fever was all the rage at the time.) | Sat
and watched while they took over the dance floor—first with the Hus-
tle, then the Bump. I longed to join them.
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“Can you help me learn to dance?” | asked my oldest friend, a senior.
“It’s easy,” she said. “Just follow me—step by step.”

But when | tried to copy her movements, my body stiffened up. | had
no rhythm. | looked like a marionette with tangled strings!

My friends giggled and called me beot beot, or “stiff body” in Korean.
All these years later, and | hadn’t danced since.

| was confident in teaching the Bible, in reciting scripture, in singing
Korean praise music, in anything but dancing. | didn’t want to let my
group down, but---.

“Let’s do it!” | said. Why did those words fly out of my mouth? “I
mean, yes,” | continued, “but I can’t dance. At all.”

“Don’t worry,” Kyong said. “There’s plenty of time before our presen-
tation. We’ll start practicing next week. And we’ll take it step by step.”
Step by step? I’d heard that before!

At home that night, | prayed. Lord, | understand worship dancing is a
way to honor you, but you’ve seen how | move! Can you help me learn
to be graceful? At least enough to blend in with my group? It felt as if |
was asking for a miracle.

The following week, we gathered in the sanctuary. Kyong played a CD.
“This is the song I think we should use,” she said. *““There Is None Like
You,” by Lenny LeBlanc.” We found a video online, and Kyong ex-
plained that she would break down the choreography to the rhythm and
teach us.

“I’m going to count off,” she said. “Five, six, seven, eight, and you’ll
move your arms up, then down, step to the left and twirl.” She demon-
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strated.

I nodded and took a deep breath. Here we go- -

“Five, six, seven, eight---”

Everyone’s hands went up. Mine went down.

“Ugh, I’'m sorry!”

| said. I took myself out of the lineup and stood off to the side. If God
wanted me to do this, shouldn’t it come more easily?

“Don’t be so hard on yourself. It’s your first time,” Kyong said. “Get
back in there—you’ll get it!”

I got back in line. This time, my arms flew up, in sync with everyone
else. I missed the step to the left but managed an awkward twirl. Far
from perfect, but it gave me a flicker of hope.

The next week at practice, | stood in our formation and visualized my-
self doing the opening sequence: Two twirls with my arms raised, then
I’d kneel on my right knee, keeping my arms up. Five, six, seven,
eight..-

One twirl, two twirls, three twirls---oh no. Why had | added a third? By
the time | got myself into the kneeling position, everyone else was on to
the next move. Kyong paused the CD.

“I’m sorry,” | said again to the group. “I feel like I’ll never get the hang
of this!”

“You may not feel like it,” Kyong said, “but | can see you’re getting
better. You have a natural gracefulness.”

Me? Graceful? | jokingly looked around the room as if she were talking
to someone else. Kyong laughed. “Yes, you, Kwi Jae,” she said.
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Maybe | didn’t have to be “stiff body” forever. | tried again. | wobbled
every time | twirled.

“You’re so close!” one woman said.

“Don’t give up!” said another.

Keep going. It was another voice, but it wasn’t from the group. | heard it
inside me. | wouldn't call you if you weren't ready.

Lord, are you sure?

| wondered. | didn’t feel ready, but | tried the combination again. I still
wobbled---but a little bit less.

Week after week, | showed up at practice, determined to master the steps.
At our final run-through before our presentation, I nailed the routine for
the first time.

For the presentation, the seven of us wore black T-shirts, black pants and
white gloves. We gathered in the sanctuary with 50 people watching us.
Lord, be with me, | prayed.

The song started. “There is none like you. / No one else can touch my
heart like you do.”

Five, six, seven, eight, | counted off in my head. | swept my arms up and
down. Then the music took over, guiding my body to the rhythm. |
moved in unison with my group.

I twirled, my arms raised heaven-ward. | felt so light, so free. So full of
joy. It was as if | was praying with my whole being, experiencing God’s
presence in a wonderful new way. Finally, | understood why he was call-
ing me to do this.

Just like at our last practice, | hit every move. | thought about Miriam
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and the Israelite women in Exodus, dancing with tambourines to cele- opR| e AE XY U BE 52 2ok syt Eollg 7ol e

brate their deliverance from Egypt. When we finished, the congregation + vl o]Agkd ofjlSo] o] EoA e LY FIletH AVNE &
burst into applause. My husband was beaming, looking so happy for A EF5FE 2o wWESTh FAE u|A; EFA0A BTt B Ut
me. o e Ul Zgol SRsle oA a1 AT

From then on, our group kept worship dancing in our spring presentation o] R = &F UREIoM FSF HAE AL HEIJT A d Uiy of
and performed for holidays throughout the year. We changed up our 2 7|d et AT o= vy 7h 4t 8 S Aofa] HepA
clothing, from white dresses to purple and blue tunics to traditional Kore- tupebd FYHo = Oeil HE SHEo R,

an hanbok. 2 d 2, U 3 =A ws]ol] gy A =]l ml=el, Bepzel, dejd
A few years later, | joined an international church, made up of people Ql, =2, RI=R, ofolE]Ql T1ejar uf 22 3ol 5 A AlAOA] = A
from all over the world: Americans, Brazilians, Filipinos, Chinese, Indi- A2 A w3}k Doll= 94 WA AR o] glint ZeA Uizt
ans, Haitians and Koreans like me. They didn’t have a worship dance AT A Zolls &5 ARSShe e ZIRE AJZRIH AlZto] A
ministry, so | started one. We began simply, using only hand motions. LA o B2 QHRel olAQl @ A5 F7HRITh A7t ZIH A S
Over time, we added more choreography and creative elements such as 7N, T2 22 AEolqdh

scarves, banners, angel wings and fans. 2ol o] A2 HAl 3AE SR AR Sol2 3 & o] G Foll
Not long before my thirtieth performance this year, | noticed one of the dEofohs Bgo] Btk E 7k 52k 31 9+ gzt =47t
newer members struggling while we practiced. She missed a few of the A AE BHS AU

steps and looked as if she wanted to run away. “o] BAE =4 5] & HlZlol . A= Ahd 22 WA 7} ofe 2.
“| just can’t seem to learn these moves,” she told me. “I’m not a dancer 7R U 23U

like you.” ‘A AARE o Ul H&S grojof s Q. shaAA AollAl & 712
I laughed. “You should have seen me when | started. If God can teach A 4 Ao BE 7EEXA 4 Qo] Q! g i wEt off HEQ.L oA, o
me to dance, he can help anyone! Just follow me. Five, six, seven, A, g, o8-

eight...” 8= @7 BALE g AT U o] EE FH|Eo] QLA AR
Together we moved in sync. I’d never felt so equipped. So confident. So dx1 Ao glch. HIE AErete Heks g2 oy 3 43 Ud 2 o
sure of what God can do when we take a step—even an awkward one— ShpEZA FO1E o] F4 4= U=A] o] EE Z4l3E Aol gitt. @

outside our comfort zone. EERELE
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His Cardinal Rule

Why this man has crafted hundreds of redbirds
out of wood and given them away

By JACK KIRBY, Allons, Tennessee
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slipped into the darkened room
I at the nursing home, not want-
ing to disturb the resident if she
were sleeping. | was carrying a
potted African violet in full
bloom. Raising African violets
was my hobby, and | enjoyed giv-
ing them to the people 1’d gotten
to know at this care facility near
my home in Indiana.
The elderly resident was awake.
She said hello and motioned to the
chair beside her bed as | set the
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plant on the windowsill. She was quite 'frail, her body almost disap-
pearing underneath her blanket.

“1 brought you an African violet,” | said. “It burst into bloom just this
morning.”

She smiled 2wanly and looked toward the window. “I wish---” she said
softly. | leaned closer so | could hear.

“I wish that just once before I die, I could look out that window and see
a redbird. That way 1I’d know everything was going to be all right.”
Then she closed her eyes.

Her last wish. And she’d chosen to share it with me. | 3felt bound to
make it come true. But how? It wasn’t as if | could summon a cardinal
to appear at her window. Still, I understood this was no small hope, that
for many people a redbird was a sign that God was near. Maybe this
lady needed assurance that she was going to heaven.

I drove home, the responsibility weighing on me. In the garage, | spied
an old piece of plywood. What if | made a cardinal? | was no artist.
Still, I was going to do my best to get this woman her redbird. | used a
band saw to cut a very rough outline of a cardinal. | painted the whole
thing red. I didn’t use different colors for the mask, the eye, the beak.
Just red. | nailed it to a “stake, returned to the nursing home and pound-
ed the stake into the ground outside the resident’s window while she
slept. She died a few days later, before | could visit again. The care
home staff told me that whenever she was awake, she’d gazed out the
window, smiling, never realizing the redbird wasn’t real.

| felt blessed to be a blessing, but that was as far as it went. | worked
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full-time for General Motors in Indiana and raised African violets on 2 7HARZ2-S itk A2 FHo|= ZHA] gt}

the side. | wasn’t looking for a new hobby. 1995¢e]] A™ ZE|Ao)A 2EFT) off AYAe} U= Q149
In 1995, | retired from GM. My wife, Janice, and | moved back home & &2 AESE] Qlof BlviAFE SR 54 JLgAof AF2]gk gk
to the rolling green hills of middle Tennessee to start the next chapter in o7 Fopgith, fg= W& SRR} di7to] e oF 247 o] g
our lives. We bought a 200-acre property with an old log cabin and a Moh FAAR & FNES Yol PAL A HE 7197 A=
barn. We restored the cabin to live in and set about raising a herd of An- o], 2 Ao I YR = F5oRt Alo] gl

gus cattle, a return to the life 1’d known as a boy. &, F5XA, AlUle W7 sk ge A3 shE A WA B8-St
The woods and pastures and creeks were where | talked to God and he Al 2ol3d

ok Al o @ gET Us Fxs14 23} o Akg A 7]
= olo] TEAN L L2 9

talked to me. | felt closer to my maker than | had in years, and | figured 2ol A= FAH = AlEo]
being a gentleman farmer was what he intended for me in retirement.
Then one day in my barn, | came across a stack of cedar planks that the
previous owner must have left behind. In my mind’s eye, | saw some-
thing | hadn’t thought of in years: the cardinal I’d made for the elderly
woman in Indiana. These planks were the perfect size and material to
make more.

The next rainy day, | went to the barn and drew the outline of a cardinal
on one of the boards—still sprimitive but a little more épolished than
the first one 1’d made—and cut it out.

| traced the outline on the cedar, then cut. And so on. Then | painted
each cardinal. Red body and head, black mask, white eye, golden beak.
| attached several of the birds to fence posts in front of our house. Jan-
ice liked them, which was good enough for me.

Until friends and family starting asking about my “folk art.” Strangers
stopped to inquire if the cardinals were for sale. They weren’t, but | was
happy to give a cardinal to anyone who asked.
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Some people just wanted them for decoration. Others were deeply
moved, sometimes to tears.

For them, a cardinal was a visitor from heaven, a “confirmation that
their late loved one was home with God.

So I’ve kept on making these wooden redbirds. | gave a neighbor lady
a whole flock when her husband passed away. One went to my favor-
ite reporter at our local newspaper when she was diagnosed with can-
cer.

I give them to people who tell me they just can’t find their smile. I’ve
8lost count of how many cardinals I’ve made over the past three de-
cades, but the number is in the hundreds. It warms my heart to spot
them all over my little town and to see Facebook pictures of the ones
I’ve given to folks who live far away.

Sometimes people ask if I make other kind of birds. Blue jays? Mock-
ingbirds? Woodpeckers? My answer is no. Cardinals °are my thing.
They’re special. And as long as I’m able, I’ll keep on with this hobby.

If a simple little redbird made of rough-cut wood can bring someone
comfort and joy, I’m all in. | know it’s not my handiwork that touches
them. Like I said, I’m no artist. But I’m definitely inspired.

1.frail[freil] &|2Fst 6. polished(palift] M2, Z2E3t

2. wanly[wanli] 10 7. confirmation[kanforméifon] &=, US
3.feel bound to ~3ljopzlch= AJz}to] St 8.lose count (M1 Y¥l) & SlojHE|ch
4. stake[steik] T 9.beone’sthing ~2] #3IHE7|[o|ct

5. primitive[primativ] QA& S, Z7]2]
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