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This book is dedicated to all the Bamboo Cousins spread 

across the world. May you find strength in the Tribe.
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HOW TO READ THESE 
DEVOTIONALS
When we approached the table to begin writing these 
short devotionals, we came knowing a little bit about you 
whether we’ve met you or not. We know you don’t have 
a lot of time. We know that because you’ve been pouring 
your heart and soul into every little document and detail 
of your adoption, your very heart and soul are feeling 
quite dry. We also know that trying to walk this process 
alone isn’t easy. And while we can’t sit with each of you 
every morning for coffee and a chat, we can surround 
you in prayer and encourage you with scripture in a 
format that doesn’t take much time and yet still pours just 
the right amount of refreshing into your cup to get you to 
the next task.

With that being said, here’s a brief layout of how this 
devotional is structured. 

Days 1-4 of each week are written in a topical narrative 
format. The scripture passage for the day is found at the 
top of the devotional, followed by the reference. You will 
find that day’s author’s name listed above the body of 
the devotional.

On Day 5 of each week we will explore an adoption 
profile from scripture and its implication to us today.

On Day 6 of each week we will memorize a verse 
of scripture together. There are a number of ways 
to memorize scripture, but the way we’ve found 
most effective is a sort of immersive memorization, 
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or meditation where you allow each word to slowly 
permeate your heart, methodically asking the Holy Spirit 
to lead you to all truth (John 16:13), santifying us by the 
Word of truth (John 17:17).

And finally, on Day 7 of every week, we will pray a 
unified prayer.

You will also find two days of bonus content at the end 
of four weeks, rounding out our devotional to a full thirty 
days.

Do not feel bound to start reading on a Monday or a 
Sunday. Read it when you can. The first day you read is 
Day 1. If you miss a couple days and pick it back up, the 
next day is Day 2. God knows what you need and when 
you need it. He will meet you right where you are.

We hope this project offers encouragement, insight, and 
strength as you walk through what sometimes feels like a 
barren wilderness. We are confident in the call to adopt 
and we know God provides everything we need as we 
follow him in obedience. It has been our prayer as we’ve 
undertaken the writing of these devotionals that these 
words serve as a drink of fresh water to your soul.
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DAY 1
I WILL NOT LEAVE YOU AS ORPHANS

Let not your hearts be troubled. Believe in God; believe 

also in me. In my Father’s house are many rooms. If it 

were not so, would I have told you that I go to prepare 
a place for you? And if I go and prepare a place for 

you, I will come again and will take you to myself, that 
where I am you may be also. I will ask the Father, and 

he will give you another Helper to be with you forever. 
You know him, for he dwells with you; in you. I will not 

leave you as orphans; I will come to you.

JOHN 14:1-3,16-18 (KJV)

Randall Nichols

It has been said this generation is the most fatherless 
generation to not lose their fathers to war but to 
abandonment.

That’s gut-wrenching. Today in the US, 24 million children 
live without their biological father. We’ve probably all 
heard the crime stats related to children who grow up 
without a father. We know in our hearts it doesn’t have to 
be this way. But do they, these children? Do they know this 
doesn’t have to be the way their stories end?

Jesus opens up this discourse to his disciples to prepare 
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them for his departure from Earth. I imagine they were a 
bit freaked out. They’d experienced firsthand the harsh 
treatment by the local religious leaders. They were soon to 
witness the torture of their beloved friend and Savior. And 
yet Jesus says to them, “Don’t be troubled. I’m getting the 
house ready for you. I will come again to bring you home. 
I will not leave you abandoned here.”

The disciples were quick to say, “We’re not going 
anywhere without you. Where you go, we go.” Or as your 
toddler probably says, “Noooooo!!! Don’t leave!”

We have five children. The youngest two were adopted. 
The oldest of those was abandoned in an alley around 
ten days old. She was found and taken in by medical 
staff at a children’s hospital then placed in an orphanage 
where she lived for two and a half years. When she was 
a year old, she was taken back to the hospital for heart 
surgery where she was left to recover alone; no parents, 
no caregiver, no auntie. When we arrived at two and a half 
years, she was handed into the arms of strangers (us) who 
took her away. She didn’t cry. She didn’t fight. Her defense 
mechanism was to shut down. She either folded herself in 
half facedown on the floor, rocking and making droning 
noises, or she just went to sleep to shut out the stress. 
When you’re alone in an orphanage for years with no one 
to comfort you, you find other ways to cope. 

We’ve been home for nearly three years and occasionally 
she still reverts to these orphanage behaviors. It’s rare 
but it happens. We do the same thing as adults who have 
been brought into God’s family. We forget Jesus hasn’t 
left us orphaned. We belong to him. And yet, often we 
return to our old behaviors as orphans. We stop trusting. 
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We stop resting. We try to satiate our souls with other 
things. We forget we are no longer abandoned. 

There’s (and ours) is a story of striving, of grasping at 
anything to survive in a world where we believe ourselves 
to be alone. But this is not the story Jesus is writing in our 
hearts and in the hearts of our children. He’s writing the 
story of family and belonging and identity. He’s using our 
hands to write it. And the story starts like this, 

“I will not leave you as orphans.”
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DAY 2
GOD’S LOVE AND DEFENSE OF ORPHANS

Leave your fatherless children; I will keep them alive; 

and let your widows trust in me.

JEREMIAH 49:11 (NIV)

Lauren Childers

It was 8am in Beijing in the late fall. We were in two taxis, 
no seatbelts, two parents, three kids, and a suitcase of 
medical supplies. We were headed up to a foster home 
in the north to meet a little girl and do a virtual visit with 
a doctor. She has a large tumor on her face but no one 
knows what it is, what to do next, or how to heal her. The 
taxis dropped us off at a random house and we walked 
through cement back alleys to the back door of the home.

They let me hold her. I adore babies, but I knew that 
this little girl was not adoptable. She didn’t need me for 
a mama. She just needed a hug, and a doctor, and so I 
snuggled her up and goo-gooed at her for several dozen 
minutes. And I lost my whole heart. 

It’s been almost nine months and she is still waiting for 
healing. Doctors eventually gave her a diagnosis. Her 
orphanage began looking for a forever family. Her 
paperwork for adoption was started, stopped, restarted, 
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rejected, started over. Life expectancy has been spoken 
of in terms of months and weeks. And then everything 
changed, slowly and suddenly, in the same space. 

My husband and I both work in nonprofits. We have a 
large network of connections in both the adoption and 
medical fields. Every resource exhausted. Every door shut. 
Every avenue explored. 

The book of Jeremiah contains some of my favorite 
verses of God’s love, his purposes and his plans. And it 
contains this small verse, “I will keep them alive.” Among 
the destruction of Israel’s enemy, God will still love the 
orphans and the widows. He will still love the children of 
his enemy. He promises many times to care for the weak 
and the lonely. But here, he promises that all children, all 
orphans, regardless of their heritage, can rest in him.

We were rushing headlong into a rescue. But long before 
we got here, God was already with her. Lifting her, carrying 
her, comforting her. Long before the foundations of the 
world were laid, her name was already on his hand. 

In this season, I have learned to surrender fully. To really 
say “thy will be done” and to mean it. I have to believe 
that he has a plan and purpose for that visit. And I have to 
believe he has a plan and a purpose for her life. Because 
she is a dearly loved child, not just of mine, but of his.
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DAY 3
WHAT IF...

Religion that God our Father accepts as pure and 
faultless is this: to look after orphans and widows in 

their distress and to keep oneself from being polluted by 
the world.

JAMES 1:27 (NIV)

Desirée White

It’s the quintessential adoption scripture: “Religion that 
God our Father accepts as pure and faultless is this: to 
look after orphans and widows in their distress and to 
keep oneself from being polluted by the world.” Love 
God, be cool, make sure the weak ones are well taken 
care of.  Simple enough, right? Apparently not.

The hard reality of the foster and adoption crisis is 
unbelievably painful. Frankly, it’s embarrassing. How did 
we as humans come to a place that we can’t care for our 
most vulnerable... our sick, broken, and undefended 
children? The truth is, it is sin. An awful, awful, awful 
consequence of our first decisions in the Garden. The 
reality of the foster and orphan crisis is that it is our own 
darn fault. We did this.

But the LORD says, by His grace, we can have a hand in 
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fixing it. Forty-one times in the Old Testament alone, God 
says: care for my sweet babies, take them as your own and 
love them like I love them.

Friends, what if...

What if the Church actually did that? What if even half of 
those sitting around us on Sunday morning heeded the 
call to care for the widows and orphans in our personal or 
international communities? As followers of Christ we can’t 
be satisfied with the horrible statistics that are associated 
with children in the global orphan crisis, let alone the 
American foster care system. What if James 1:27 was 
more than logo on a fundraising t-shirt?

Certainly, not every person or family is called to adopt a 
child into their home. Just like not everyone is called to be 
a missionary in Borneo, or to become a doctor, or to be 
a stay-at-home mom. It is a decision that requires much 
prayer and long-term support. But what I am reminded 
of is our calling to care for the orphan (James 1:27) and I 
then ask myself... WHAT IF?

What if all those who could care for orphans actually did? 

What if there were not enough kids to go into all the loving 
foster and adoptive homes that were ready and waiting to 
love on those sweet ones?  

What if the cost of adoption was never an issue because 
of the number of donations adoption agencies received?  

What if we opened not only our homes and hearts, but 
our health insurance to children with special needs? 
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What if families who are called to adopt could do so  
because grants and financial support were so abundantly 
available? 

What if older orphans were sought out and welcomed 
into loving homes to become active and healthy and 
beloved adults?  

What if those with skills and passions and creativities, 
not necessarily related to adoption, used them to help 
support adoptive families?  

What if birth mothers were overwhelmingly supported 
and loved on when they chose to place their sweet child 
in a protected home? Or better yet, what if they were 
provided all the emotional and practical support they 
needed to parent their own child in a healthy way?

The sweet reality is this...

Everyone CAN do something. And the Bible clearly states 
that we should. 

“How?” you ask...

First, we must pray for the LORD to give us hearts that 
breaks for the orphan. The Heavenly Father is absolutely 
melting with love for his children; he can give us that same 
passion. 

Second, drive your knees to the floor and pray with faith 
and righteous fire. Fight for God’s justice to reach these 
precious children. 

Then... give. Give your time, give your talents, give your 
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finances, give yourself. Sincerely invest into the lives and 
care of God’s most vulnerable. 

The What If can happen!

The Church can arise!

The orphan crisis as we know it can be forever and 
radically changed!

James 1:27 can be a reality!





14

PRAYERS OF A VILLAGE

DAY 4
REDEMPTION WAS ENOUGH 
BUT HE DIDN’T STOP THERE

By faith in Christ you are in direct relationship with 

God. Your baptism in Christ was not just washing you 
up for a fresh start. It also involved dressing you in an 
adult faith wardrobe—Christ’s life, the fulfillment of 

God’s original promise.

GALATIANS 3:25-27 (The Message)

Randall Nichols

I remember watching a hidden camera show a few years 
ago. Not one of the comedic ones, but the ones that 
carried more of a social experiment theme.

In this particular episode, culinary students had been 
tasked with finding kitchen staff to help them prepare 
a meal for someone very important. The challenge was, 
they had to pick strangers off the street who may or may 
not have any experience in a commercial kitchen and hire 
them to come work for the day as they prepared this feast. 
They spent a day scouting and recruiting the rookie staff 
who would meet them at the kitchen the next day. 

Over the next few moments of the episode, we learned 
some of the backstories of this drafted staff. One was a 
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school bus driver. One of them was struggling to find 
work to earn money to get back home to see his son. 
One was a single mom, trying to finish her degree. Only 
one that I recall had actual experience on a cook line of a 
commercial kitchen. 

As work got underway, the hired hands seemed to be 
happy to be on this curious adventure together for the 
day. As the show ticked on the obvious question was, 
“Who is this special person we’re cooking for? Was he a 
politician? A foreign dignitary? A celebrity? A sports star?” 
I was curious too. Who in the world could it be? 

They’d set all the beautiful stemware and silverware across 
a long, stately dining table and put the finishing touches 
on their work as they awaited the guests. The door opened 
and in walked a famous celebrity food show judge (I can’t 
remember his name). With a smile on his face he said to 
the ragamuffin staff, “Thank you all for agreeing to help 
prepare this meal. I am certain my guests will be delighted 
by all you’ve done.” 

They stood there around the perimeter of the dining room, 
waiting for the other guests, a little confused why this host 
was the only one present. “Did we get the time wrong? 
Is there traffic? Where are they?” After a few awkward 
(and probably somewhat manufactured) TV moments, 
the culinary student who hired them stepped forward and 
said, “I have a confession. I asked you to come help me 
prepare this meal, but that’s not all. You are actually the 
special guests. This meal is for you.”

What a cool twist! The kitchen staff, the wait staff; all the 
hired hands… they weren’t there simply to serve a meal. 
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They were there to share an experience.

I think this is what Paul wanted the Galatians (and us) to 
know. He’s saying, “Christ has made you clean, yes, but 
it’s not just so you can stand around the room. You’ve 
been given the finest clothes and have been invited to sit 
around the table. You are sons, not servants. Sit down. All 
of this belongs to you.”

What’s fascinating to me about the work of salvation is 
that Jesus’ sacrifice on the cross was enough to satisfy the 
debt of our sin. That should have been enough. But his 
gift to us didn’t stop there. He welcomed us in and offered 
us the legal right and status of unlimited access to the 
Father and made us full-fledged members of God’s family.

Talk about a twist! Sometimes I find myself standing 
around God’s grand dining room content and grateful to 
simply be watching him move when God is inviting me to 
sit and eat. I think maybe I feel guilty sometimes; like all of 
this is too good to be true. I certainly don’t deserve it. In 
his generosity, it feels like more than enough to simply be 
allowed to pass through the gate of God’s Kingdom, but 
he never wanted us just to be on the outside. No, he’s got 
a wardrobe filled with fancy dress clothes, a seat saved at 
his table, and an invitation that says, “All of this is for you!”

May we be ever grateful Christ has made us clean, and 
ever mindful we have a seat at the table. 
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DAY 5
BIBLE ADOPTION PROFILE

MOSES
1About this time, a man and woman from the tribe of 

Levi got married. 2The woman became pregnant and 
gave birth to a son. She saw that he was a special baby 
and kept him hidden for three months. 3But when she 

could no longer hide him, she got a basket made of 
papyrus reeds and waterproofed it with tar and pitch. 

She put the baby in the basket and laid it among the 
reeds along the bank of the Nile River. 4The baby’s sister 

then stood at a distance, watching to see what would 
happen to him.

5Soon Pharaoh’s daughter came down to bathe in the 
river, and her attendants walked along the riverbank. 

When the princess saw the basket among the reeds, 
she sent her maid to get it for her. 6When the princess 
opened it, she saw the baby. The little boy was crying, 

and she felt sorry for him. “This must be one of the 

Hebrew children,” she said.

7Then the baby’s sister approached the princess. 

“Should I go and find one of the Hebrew women to nurse 
the baby for you?” she asked.

8“Yes, do!” the princess replied. So the girl went and 
called the baby’s mother.
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9“Take this baby and nurse him for me,” the princess 
told the baby’s mother. “I will pay you for your help.” 

So the woman took her baby home and nursed him.

10Later, when the boy was older, his mother brought 
him back to Pharaoh’s daughter, who adopted him as 
her own son. The princess named him Moses, for she 

explained, “I drew him out of the water.”

EXODUS 2:1-10 (ESV)

In the previous chapter of the story of the Exodus, we 
learn of the Pharaoh’s decree demanding the annihilation 
of all the boys born to the Jewish people. The Egyptian 
midwives, scripture tells us, feared God and defied 
the decree allowing the boys to live. This enraged 
the Pharaoh, causing pressure to increase. With no 
ultrasounds available to them, parents only discovered 
the gender of the child at birth, the same time the would-
be executioners would. After Moses’ mother delivered 
him, she made the sacrifice many mothers around the 
world make every day; to choose the child’s wellbeing 
over her own desire to raise him. This sacrifice would 
ultimately lead to their deliverance from the oppression 
of Pharaoh and their entrance into God’s promised land. 
This Moses, drawn out of the Nile, would draw out God’s 
people from the raging turmoil of slavery, out of the 
wilderness and hand them over to the true kingdom in 
which they belonged.
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DAY 6
MEMORY VERSE MEDITATION

I WILL NOT 
LEAVE YOU 
AS ORPHANS. 
I WILL COME 
TO YOU.
JOHN 14:18





23

PRAYER

DAY 7
PRAYER

Father,

You told us you’d never leave. You promised to be 

near; that you’ve made us a home in your heart, a 

safe place in the uncertainty. 

And yet I confess, I don’t always feel safe. I often 

feel exposed, and dangling off the side of a cliff. 
I find myself looking around for you, wondering 
where you went. Remind me in those moments 

when I can’t see you, it’s your hands hanging on 
tightly, keeping me from falling.

And God, we pray you use us to call your Church 

to rise up in defense of your little ones, the ones 

exposed and abandoned. May we be rescuers, 

redeemers, and restorers of your image in the 
World.

Amen. 
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DAY 8
THE RESISTANCE 

When you go through deep waters, I will be with you.
When you go through rivers of difficulty, you will not 
drown. When you walk through the fire of oppression, 
you will not be burned up; the flames will not consume 

you.

ISAIAH 43:2 (NLT)

Your own ears will hear him. Right behind you a voice 
will say, “This is the way you should go,” whether to the 

right or to the left.

ISAIAH 30:21 (NLT)

Kelley Nichols

We’d just gotten serious about adoption. Meetings with 
family attorneys. Phone calls with home study agencies. 
And poring over lists of special needs. We decided to 
pursue a domestic adoption and felt open to a child 
with Down syndrome when a local organization posted 
a photo of our daughter. Problem was, she was in China. 
But I saw her photo and in that very instant I knew she was 
ours; that we would cross the world to bring her home. 
We submitted interest letters and initial applications to 
the agency that very evening. And the next morning we 
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woke up to find our car had been stolen. Yep. Hubby 
was running up and down our street (in his PJs) thinking 
maybe we forgot and parked it somewhere else. Here’s 
what we quickly learned that day: the enemy will do his 
best to keep you from adopting.

I grew up in a conservative mainstream church that skirted 
around talk of the devil or spiritual warfare. I’d never really 
experienced it, but with this adoption, we felt like we’d 
just been shoved onto the front lines of the battlefield. 
Our car was stolen the day after we sent in our agency 
application. Our car was found (wrecked and trashed) 
the day before our first home study visit. Someone threw 
a brick through our window days before we received 
immigration approval. It was an ongoing barrage of attack, 
and every step forward was met with resistance, but a 
pattern emerged. The resistance felt strongest just before 
breakthrough. We even learned to embrace burst pipes 
and broken bones, because we knew a breakthrough was 
just around the corner. 

Isaiah 43:2 assures us that we will have trouble, and that 
it will be hard. That we will feel like we’re drowning or 
on fire. BUT... the promise is that God is with us in those 
moments. He doesn’t call us to adopt and then abandon 
us in the hard. He knows the enemy will resist and it will 
be a battle, but he says in Isaiah 30:21 we’ll hear a voice in 
our ear—that he’s right behind us—telling us which way to 
go. So, though it feels like you are in a battle to bring your 
child home, you can go forward with confidence, knowing 
God is with you every step of the way. 
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DAY 9
WHEN THE WAITING FEELS TOO HARD 

However, no one knows the day or hour when these 
things will happen, not even the angels in Heaven or the 

Son himself. Only the Father knows.

MATTHEW 24:36 (NLT)

But they who wait for the LORD shall renew their 

strength; they shall mount up with wings like eagles; 
they shall run and not be weary; they shall walk and not 

faint.

ISAIAH 40:31 (ESV)

Kelley Nichols

I am not a patient woman. I thought enduring my kid’s 
learning to tie their shoes was the ultimate test in patience 
until we began our adoption journey. Every step has so 
many working pieces, each of which takes exactly forever. 
Or it feels that way when you have a child on the other 
side of the world, going to bed alone each night. Our 
daughter endured open heart surgery alone. Without her 
family. She survived it and multiple sicknesses without her 
mama by her side. And where was I? I was waiting. Going 
about my normal day, although really, nothing was normal 
because there I was in the middle of the grocery store, 
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trying to hold it together because the pain of knowing 
my baby was alone was just too much. The wait was 
unbearable. 

The wait is, without a doubt, the hardest part of adoption. 
And well meaning people will say to you, “All in God’s 
timing,” or “God has a plan,” but let me give you permission 
to punch them in the face. Because I want to shake my fist 
at those platitudes and yell, NO! Because kids are sick and 
starving and dying alone every day. And that is NOT God’s 
plan. As Christians, we are called to protect the orphan 
and I had to believe that God was moving mountains so 
my child wasn’t waiting another day without knowing the 
love of a family. 

Now... let me back up... don’t really be punching people 
for saying it, because I suppose it is true that God has 
a perfect plan. The Gospel of Matthew reminds us no 
one, not even Jesus, is in on all the details. So like Jesus 
and all God’s people, we wait. In fact, much of the New 
Testament was written through the filter of waiting—a 
hopeful expectation of Jesus’ speedy return. They were 
waiting for it and wanted to be prepared. So much so, that 
in the early days of the Church, the men would sit and 
eat, straddling the bench so if Jesus returned, they could 
jump and run to him quickly. 

This is the adoption wait. You’re straddling two worlds. 
You’re going about your day, but ready to run to your 
child at a moment’s notice. Until then, Isaiah says, “those 
who wait for the LORD shall renew their strength.” The 
word ‘wait’ in this verse is very similar to the word ‘serve; 
as someone waiting tables.’ Maybe what God is asking us 
to do is to serve him during the wait. 
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So, when the final home study just needs one more 
notarized letter, or there’s a delay with immigration, or 
your child’s home country loses her paperwork and the 
wait feels endless, raise your fists to the Heavens, then let 
them open up softly into hands lifted in praise to God. 
And if you can’t hold your hands up anymore, call on 
friends to hold them up for you. The wait is hard, but you 
are not alone.
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DAY 10
LIKE SHEEP IN THE DESERT

I am the good shepherd. 
I know my own and my own know me.

JOHN 10:14 (ESV)

Lauren Childers
 
Let me confess to you right now. When I get overwhelmed 
by anything I run away. Peace out. I am gone when the 
waves start crashing around my head. Which is how I 
came to be watching a show about Scottish cottages 
the other day, daydreaming about walking away from 
the heartbreak in my life. We were hoping for a fast 
adoption of a medically fragile baby. Instead we sit and 
wait anxiously from across the world. Blue skies, green 
pastures, and fluffy white sheep seem to me a pretty little 
picture of the easy life. Those sheep happily frolicking in 
the fields of green are my idea of sheep.

But they aren’t Jesus’. When the Bible says that he will 
lead us on paths of righteousness, it wasn’t talking about 
rolling green hills of Scotland. It’s talking about the desert 
mountainsides of Israel. There, the green tuffs of grass are 
small and scarce. In Israel, the sheep don’t loll about fat 
and lazy. They follow their shepherd in neat lines along 
mountainsides that are brown and dusty.  
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I have followed Jesus out on to these desert paths before 
so I know. I know that joy always comes. I know he is 
always faithful. The grass here isn’t green and lush, but it 
comes right from the hand of God. Out here, we know our 
shepherd. He is standing over us, leading us, caring for 
our wounds personally. What a beautiful picture of being 
known by the God who left Heaven and came down to us. 

The truth is I knew this path was hard, but that it is also 
good. It’s my faith that falters out here, not God’s promises. 
But I can cling to the promises of scripture. In Isaiah 40 it 
says:

11 He will tend his flock like a shepherd;
    he will gather the lambs in his arms;

he will carry them in his bosom,

    and gently lead those that are with young.

Did you notice that tiny shout-out to mamas and daddies 
in the trenches? He will gently lead us along those paths 
of righteousness. God has a special place in his heart for 
the defenseless and fragile. And when our path seems 
way too difficult, he is still leading us. 

I am a desert sheep. This life isn’t easy, but God is always 
near. Maybe you are out here too, called out onto desert 
paths by the Good Shepherd who knows your name. 
There’s no reason to fear or worry or dread. He is leading 
us gently. 
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DAY 11
WHEN GOD DOESN’T TELL US WHY

Let us not grow weary while doing good, for in due 
season we shall see a harvest if we do not lose heart.

GALATIANS 6:9 (ESV)

God is the strength of my heart.

PSALM 73:26 (ESV)

Desirée White

The fall of 2008 found me on a teeny-tiny island many 
miles off the coast of Papua New Guinea in the South 
Pacific Ocean. It took three planes and a banana boat to 
get us there and many of the seasoned locals had not 
seen a white person since the Japanese invasion of 1942. 
To describe this island without clean water, electricity or 
even access to modern history as isolated would be an 
understatement. With my bright white skin and blue eyes, 
to the children, I might as well have been from Mars! We 
provided what medical care we could while offering access 
to the Great Physician, truly the greatest need on the 
island. On the last day, a storm was looming and there was 
a mad rush to load our banana boat and make the several 
hour journey over open ocean quickly.  As I collected my 
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gear, a mother and her tiny infant approached. The child 
was apparently several months old but clearly severely 
malnourished, dehydrated and gasping for each tiny 
breath. Every medical cell in my body screamed this child 
was going to die if I didn’t intervene NOW. But the storm 
continued to approach and my team was yelling for me to 
get in the little boat. There was literally nothing I could do to 
save this child’s life. The mother was already despondent, 
having (I assume) already experienced the loss of one or 
more children. This baby needed fluids FAST. If I would 
have had the physical ability to put that tiny precious baby 
to my own breast, I swear I would have done it. The best 
I could do while running to the boat was toss packages 
of Pedialyte and oral syringes at the mother’s feet while 
pleading with her to hydrate her child.  “Oh God, save that 
baby,” was all my spirit could utter. Shy of an incredible 
miracle, I guarantee that child did not survive the night. It 
was one of the more traumatic days of my life. 

I scrambled onto the boat terrified and confused... and 
angry. Angry at the mom for not somehow producing 
enough milk. Angry at the entire nation of Papua New 
Guinea for not providing electricity and water and health 
care to their tiny isolated islands. Angry at the USA for 
being one of the richest countries on the planet and not 
better providing for impoverished countries like PNG. 
Angry at American health care for being so screwed up. 
Angry at my body for not being able to nourish a baby I 
didn’t birth. Angry at God for allowing an innocent child 
to be born, only to die an ugly and very unnecessary 
death. No child should starve to death... anywhere... ever. 
It’s not right LORD! You gave me these skills. Why would 
You let me see something so horribly unfair and not be 
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able to fix it?!  My mind couldn’t process it and my heart 
was completely shattered.

The LORD spoke gently to my heart in the weeks that 
followed. He knew I needed time to heal and the wounds 
of that day were easily aggravated. But what he spoke I 
hear now while walking this adoption road. “I formed that 
tiny child in the depths of her momma’s belly. I knew each 
and every tiny curl on her seemingly bald head and knew 
exactly how many days she would live on this Earth; how 
many breaths she would take. Not one of those breaths 
were wasted in glorifying me. Not one.”  

There are millions of children waiting for forever families 
and thousands of us praying, pleading, advocating for 
these children to come HOME. Money is raised. Blogs 
are posted. Ministries are supported. All are wonderful 
and God-ordained, of this I am confident. But the Earthly 
reality is there are children with the best of advocacy that 
won’t be adopted. Medically fragile children that will 
get worse. Children that won’t come home. It is so very 
hard for my heart not to deflate while another one is still 
waiting. LORD, how did we fail?

But God doesn’t fail.

And... for some reason, he also doesn’t always give us 
the WHY. Why children are orphaned. Why the sick aren’t 
healed. Why our good intentions and our God-inspired 
advocacies don’t work.

Despite the uncertainties and the human heartache, our 
loving Father says:
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There will be trouble, but my plans are perfect. 
(John 16:33 and Jer 29:11)

If you run the race, I will send encouragement. 
(Heb 12:1 and I Thes 3:1-3)

Keep your eyes on me and I will strengthen you for the 
exact calling I have given you. 

(Heb 12:2 and Isa 41:10)

Serve me, not men, with a pure heart and when there is 
hardship, my glory will be revealed.  

(Eph 6:6-7 and 1 Pet 4: 13)

Team up, love each other, encourage each other, pray 
for each other, bear each other’s burdens. I’ve put you 

together to serve me for a reason. 
(Col 1:9-12, Gal 6:2, 1 Pet 5:10)

When all else fails... praise me.  
(entire book of Psalms!)

For those drowning in the WHYs; for those frustrated with 
the lack of movement; for those whose heart is crushing 
under the weight of the call... let us be encouraged.

God is bigger. 

God is greater. 

Even when our hearts and advocacies seem to fail...

God does not!
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DAY 12
BIBLE ADOPTION PROFILE 

ESTHER
5At that time there was a Jewish man in the fortress 

of Susa whose name was Mordecai son of Jair. He was 
from the tribe of Benjamin and was a descendant of 

Kish and Shimei. 6His family had been among those 
who, with King Jehoiachin of Judah, had been exiled 
from Jerusalem to Babylon by King Nebuchadnezzar. 

7This man had a very beautiful and lovely young cousin, 
Hadassah, who was also called Esther. When her father 
and mother died, Mordecai adopted her into his family 

and raised her as his own daughter.

ESTHER 2:5-7 (NLT)

And the king loved Esther more than any of the other 
young women. He was so delighted with her that he 

set the royal crown on her head and declared her queen 

instead of Vashti.

ESTHER 2:17 (NLT)

Who knows if perhaps you were made queen for just 

such a time as this?”

ESTHER 4:14b (NLT)
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In the book that bears her name, a girl named Esther 
became  an orphan following her parents’ death. 
Fortunately, there was good man in her family, her cousin 
Mordecai. Hadassah, as she was first called, was adopted 
by Mordecai and later became the queen of a nation. We 
don’t know anything really about what happened to her 
parents or how they died. But through God’s provision, 
her cousin Mordecai would not only step forward to 
become her father, but he became her most trusted 
advisor as queen. It was Mordecai’s wisdom and influence 
that encouraged and inspired her to use her status and 
influence to bring about deliverance for her people.

His famous words to Queen Esther still ring true in our 
hearts today:

Who knows if perhaps you were born for such a time as 

this?

God had a plan for Esther and the Jews before she knew 
she even needed a plan. God had the hinges greased 
on the doors of favor with the king. And all along, God 
knew what influence Mordecai would have in setting the 
trajectory of her life’s mission. And after preventing the 
genocide of her people, Esther was also the premiere 
influencer in the king’s decision to grant Nehemiah the 
materials and secured passage to rebuild the walls of 
Jerusalem. 

Needless to say, her legacy lives on.
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DAY 13
MEMORY VERSE MEDITATION

THE LORD 
HIMSELF GOES 
BEFORE YOU. 
HE’LL BE WITH 
YOU, NEVER 
LEAVE YOU. 
DO NOT BE 
AFRAID OR 
DISCOURAGED.
DEUTERONOMY 3:18
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DAY 14
PRAYER

Father,

You don’t have to tell us everything. We trust you. 
There are things too much for our understanding. 
There are ways hidden to us that we could never 

comprehend. Deal patiently with us, Father. We’re 

not accustomed to bending our will. We like to 
be in control. Father, please forgive us. Surely it 

comes as no surprise to you.

Remind us we are sheep and you shepherd us 

perfectly. There’s nothing we lack. And in 
the moments we feel all our strength has been 

exhausted, give us the courage to cry out for help. 
Remind us, God... we are not alone.

Help us to know when to wait and when to act. 
And help us to trust when we want to act and 

cannot. Just as you don’t leave us abandoned, you 

are near to the little souls we’re fighting for. You 
are their comfort and respite when we cannot be.

We trust you.

Amen.
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DAY 15
IN THIS HOPE WE ARE SAVED

We ourselves, who have the firstfruits of the Spirit, 
groan inwardly as we wait eagerly for our adoption to 
sonship, the redemption of our bodies. For in this hope 

we were saved. But hope that is seen is no hope at all. 

Who hopes for what they already have? But if we hope 

for what we do not yet have, we wait for it patiently.

ROMANS 8:23-25 (NIV)

Desirée White

My Chinese son fell asleep on my shoulders tonight. His 
sweet little hand tangled into my hair. His breathy snore in 
my ear. His drool dripping onto the back of my shirt – it all 
declared how safe and comforted he is in my arms... his 
forever mother’s arms. 

He will probably never have any conscious awareness of 
the days when he fell asleep not in a mother’s embrace. 
I pray that reality is a small mark on the walls of his heart 
that is otherwise covered by the graffiti of joyful memories 
with us. He will most likely never fully understand HOW 
we fought for him – the applications and interviews; the 
mountains of paperwork; the fundraising and anxious 
phone calls; not even the bleeding ulcer that occurred 
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through the stress of it all; to this day the reason I swallow 
that little purple pill in the morning. 

Someday he may understand the details of WHY we 
fought for him, but no matter the extent of those details I 
want his heart to scream with deep conviction, “Because I 
am LOVED!” as the answer to every question. If he knows 
nothing else on this Earth, I want this to be truth that 
defines him; the reality that propels him into the future 
with hope and expectation. We went to the ends of the 
Earth in pursuit of you, because you are LOVED, my son. 

Is this not what the Heavenly Father desires of our hearts 
as well? To stand in hope and confidence in our status in 
his family because we know who we are? Rather, because 
we know WHOSE we are?   It’s easy to get caught in the 
nets of theology or un-forgiveness or shame. Or worse, in 
the snarls of “why me?” But just like the perfect Father that 
he is, doesn’t he lean down and take our broken hearts 
into his and whisper “oh sweetie, I fought for you because 
you are loved.” 

Just as the pursuit of our forever children did not end on 
Gotcha Day, neither does God’s pursuit of our hearts EVER 
end. This time on Earth, full of tragedy and confusion as it 
may be, is dedicated time to heal from our pre-adoption 
past and learn to trust fully in him:

When the memories and the fears surface, bury your 
face into my chest, let me comfort you. 

(Psalms 23:4)
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When the tears begin to fall, come running to me; 
your tears are so very precious to me. 

(Psalm 56:8)

When the world is spinning a bit too fast, lock eyes 
on me and breathe in my peace. 

(John 14:27)

When you can’t see past the chaos of today, that’s 
ok. I hold tomorrow in my hands. 

(Matt 6:34)

When the hurt is too big, place it onto my back and 
let me carry it for you. 

(Matt 11:28)

My love for you is so much deeper than you’ll ever 
know on this Earth, sweetheart. Come hope in me. 

(Psalms 33:22)

We can trust him; to be safe, to heal, to love and be loved, 
to put hope in a new future. 

These Earthly adoptions are a helpful picture of all God 
has done in pursuit of us. 
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DAY 16
ADOPTION TAKES A TRIBE

God sets the lonely in families.

PSALM 68:6 (NIV)

‘Who is my mother? Who are my brothers?’ Then He 
looked around at those around Him and said, ‘These are 
my mother and brothers. Anyone who does God’s will is 

my brother and sister and mother.’

MARK 3:33-35 (NLT)

Desirée White

Until recently, Mark 3:31-35 had always been a hard 
scripture for me to swallow: “‘...Your mother and brothers 
and sisters are outside asking for you.’ Jesus replied, 
‘Who is my mother? Who are my brothers?’ Then He 
looked around at those around Him and said, ‘These are 
my mother and brothers. Anyone who does God’s will is 
my brother and sister and mother.’” I honestly have always 
responded to this passage with a cross-eyes gasp and 
quiet reprimand of Christ, my LORD and Savior… ’gosh, 
Jesus, your mom and family are, like, RIGHT there. Seems 
a bit disrespectful, don’t you think?”  I judge quickly as to 
make sure he doesn’t, you know, hear me, but I couldn’t 
ever quite get over how this passage seemed so out 
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of context of my Messiah’s character. Why exactly am I 
diss’ing the very family God put me in? Run that by me 
again…

I was well on my way on the adoption road when the 
light bulb finally switched on: this passage was not about 
divorcing my biological or legal family, it was about 
welcoming in my spiritual family. It was about letting 
my Heavenly Father surround me specifically with an 
Adoption Tribe. To let a group of spiritually and adoption 
minded people come alongside me in a way that was 
notably different than my natural family. 

Ahhhhh. Well, now that makes more sense. 

Spiritual family in adoption, an Adoption Tribe if you will, is 
absolutely essential. The shared experience and resource 
swapping is of course practically helpful. But it is the 
stepping out into the ministry of adoption that requires 
an alternate level of support. To use the “tribe” analogy, a 
group of people that speak the same dialect, who share 
the same culture... people who “get it.” 

Later in Mark, Jesus sends his disciples out for their first 
tour of ministry and he sent them out “two by two” (Mark 
6:7). While it would be a cute throwback to Noah’s Ark, the 
message is quite strong: 1) When stepping out in ministry 
(adoption) you need a close counterpart and support 
system; and 2) When the LORD has called you out into 
ministry (adoption), He will provide that counterpart/
support system... He will provide an Adoption Tribe. 

The Tribe is there to support, encourage, challenge, chafe, 
and sharpen. When the battles are real, an experienced 
Tribe KNOWS how to pray. When the practical needs are 
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immediate, an engaged Tribe moves in quickly. When 
the emotions are raw, Tribal shoulders are strong. When 
the victories seem small, the Tribe is the loudest cheering 
section. And when we stand before the Father on that 
final day and he asks, “Who are your brothers, sisters and 
mother,” We will look around the room and proudly say, 
“My family grew ten times over on this adoption journey; 
just look at the tribes of brothers, sisters, and mothers the 
LORD graciously provided for me to serve him well!”
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DAY 17
THE DAY I TURNED MY BACK ON JESUS

He will answer them, ‘I’m telling the solemn truth: 
Whenever you failed to do one of these things to someone 
who was being overlooked or ignored, that was me—you 

failed to do it to me.’

Matthew 25:45 (The Message)

Randall Nichols

We don’t live too far from Washington DC, so whenever 
we get a free weekend our family likes to take the train up 
into the city to explore for a couple days. One Saturday 
evening we were waiting for a table at a famous restaurant 
just around the corner from the White House. Our wait was 
pretty long, but we’d heard the meal and the atmosphere 
was worth the wait. 

We sat outside on the sidewalk with some others who 
were waiting. From where we sat we could see the east 
side of the residence of the most powerful man in all the 
world. We’d been told many very important conversations 
between some powerful people had happened inside the 
walls of the restaurant we were about to enjoy. Kind of 
humbling to sit in the middle of all that. The deals being 
made in little nooks around that city would probably blow 
my mind. 
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As we sat there waiting with others for our names to be 
called, I noticed a younger man sitting alone to our right 
at the corner of the building. He sat quietly, unassumingly. 
To his right, a sign: “Veteran. Need food, water, money. 
Thank you. God bless.” He never said a word. Just sat 
there. I took this scene in. Every second, a dozen people 
walked passed him. Not one of them even looked down 
to notice him. Life in this city is just busy. No one slowed 
down. No one except for a young boy. He noticed. And as 
his mother pulled his hand down the sidewalk, his young 
face was fixed on this man. He noticed. I noticed too. But 
I was frozen. I saw him. And the Holy Spirit whispered to 
my ear, “Just talk to him. Tell him I see him; that he’s not 
been forgotten.” 

So in a very spiritual moment… I totally ignored the 
leading of the Holy Spirit and stayed right where I was, 
wishing the hostess would call our name so I could walk 
away and forget about him. She did eventually. But I 
couldn’t. 

I don’t remember anything about what I ate. Maybe it was 
delicious. Maybe it was bland. I don’t have a clue. Because 
all I could think about was Jesus’ words, “Whenever you 
do this to the overlooked and ignored, you have done it 
to me.” I was crushed. I had literally just rejected my Jesus. 
I’m not really sure I ate much of anything. At the end of 
the meal, I boxed up what was on my plate and intended 
to try and silence my guilt by giving the man my meal. We 
walked out the door, but he was gone. This man, made 
in the image of God, representative of Jesus himself, the 
one I’d ignored and rejected, was gone. 

We got on the train to head home and again the words, 
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“Whenever you do this to the overlooked and ignored, 
you have done it to me,” rang like a bell in my heart. In that 
moment, it became clear what our family’s mission would 
be: Care for the marginalized. 

I encourage you to read the rest of the section of scripture 
leading up to our key verse. This is the passage where 
Jesus talks about the segregation of sheep and goats. I’m 
certain many of the nannies, aunties, foster parents, and 
various other caregivers who have loved on our babies 
will find themselves in the line of sheep, welcomed into 
a great reward from our King. But it’s also sobering to 
think of all the times I’ve ignored the needs of the “least of 
these” out of convenience only to myself. 

As adoptive families, few people on Earth know the 
need, the desperation these little ones face as they wait 
for a forever family. We are their advocates. We are the 
defenders, the ones pleading with the world not to 
overlook or ignore them. Jesus made it very clear… 
“what you do for the least of these (the marginalized, the 
overlooked, the forgotten), you’ve done for me.” They 
have faces, and purpose, and they need to know they’ve 
not been forgotten. I wish for the world I could promise 
them someone is coming for them, but I realize this can 
only ever be true when we stop overlooking them and 
find ways to ensure they are treated with the same honor 
we’d give to our beloved Jesus. He’s worth it, and he’s 
confident they’re worth it.
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DAY 18
WAITING BUT NOT STANDING STILL

He chose us in him before the foundation of the world, 
that we should be holy and blameless before him. In love 

he predestined us for adoption as sons through Jesus 
Christ, according to the purpose of his will, to the praise 

of his glorious grace, with which he has blessed 
us in the Beloved. 

EPHESIANS 1:4-6 (ESV)

 

Lauren Childers

How long did God wait for us? It’s kinda hard to think 
about God waiting for anything.

But the scripture tells us before the foundations of the 
Earth were laid, before Jesus came to Earth, before His 
great sacrifice, and then all through time until our eventual 
births, and lives, God waited for years and years. 

But waiting in the context of adoption isn’t done really 
in the years. It’s done in the moments. The moments that 
come slowly when you are waiting for the paperwork 
to be done. The moments that bring new challenges or 
small steps forward. The moments that carry your sudden 
overwhelming heartbreaking wish for that child to be here 
now. The moments when you miss what you haven’t even 
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experienced yet. That’s where the waiting lies. 

We are waiting again now. Logic says that by our third 
adoption, this waiting business would be easier. But this 
wait is different because this child is medically fragile. We 
don’t know if she will survive the wait. This wait has tense 
moments of nervous dread mixed in with the anticipation. 
This time the wait has anxious wrestling with the will of 
God, our faith, and our own courage. This time, we are 
called farther out on the water than ever before.

But just as we are waiting, we are also not standing still. 
We are preparing ourselves, filing paperwork, getting 
approvals, saving pennies. In God’s wait for us, he spoke 
the world into being. He created Heaven and Earth and 
filled them. He spoke to us, sent prophets, called us, and 
loved us. Then he showed up. 

The truth is that God doesn’t start things he doesn’t 
finish. He doesn’t make mistakes because he isn’t rash or 
slapdash. God carefully planned you and me. He planned 
this world. He laid the cornerstone, his own son. And it’s 
easy for our mind to skim through that – “yes, yes, yes,” 
we think. But they were all created in moments. It took 
time. It took care. And in those same moments where we 
wait, those are also moments in which he waits. He waits 
for us with love and grace. He waits with open arms and 
in his love, he waits for us as we become his sons and 
daughters. But we don’t wait alone. Our God is fighting 
for us. We are not abandoned.





62

PRAYERS OF A VILLAGE

DAY 19
BIBLE ADOPTION PROFILE

JESUS
18This is how Jesus the Messiah was born. His mother, 
Mary, was engaged to be married to Joseph. But before 

the marriage took place, while she was still a virgin, she 
became pregnant through the power of the Holy Spirit. 
19Joseph, to whom she was engaged, was a righteous 
man and did not want to disgrace her publicly, so he 

decided to break the engagement quietly.
20As he considered this, an angel of the LORD appeared 

to him in a dream. “Joseph, son of David,” the angel 
said, “do not be afraid to take Mary as your wife. For 

the child within her was conceived by the Holy Spirit. 
21And she will have a son, and you are to name him 

Jesus, for he will save his people from their sins.”
22All of this occurred to fulfill the LORD’s message 

through his prophet:
23“Look! The virgin will conceive a child!

She will give birth to a son,
and they will call him Immanuel, which means ‘God is 

with us.’”
24When Joseph woke up, he did as the angel of the 

LORD commanded and took Mary as his wife. 25But he 

did not have sexual relations with her until her son was 

born. And Joseph named him Jesus.

MATTHEW 1:18-25 (NLT)
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I think we probably know the story of Jesus’ birth. Born to 
Mary, the teenage virgin who was engaged to the humble 
carpenter, Joseph. Both of them loved and revered God. 
Both of them aware of the Covenant, the Promise, and 
their future salvation.

They didn’t really know it would look like it did. I mean, 
really, who could’ve been prepared for this? 

A baby, conceived not through normal methods, not 
through scientific methods, but by the Holy Spirit of God. 
Jesus is called the only begotten Son of God. Begotten of 
God but not raised by God. At his very nature, God, but 
nonetheless nurtured by his mother Mary and taught the 
customs and trades of a Jewish man by his Earthly father 
Joseph. 

By law, Joseph had every right to break off the engagement 
and move on with his life. But he didn’t do that. He almost 
did. But instead, he submitted his life to the wishes of his 
God and trusted him with their future. 

It was Mary who gave him life. But it was Joseph who gave 
him a name. Matthew tells us Joseph was the one who, 
at the instruction of the angel, named him Jesus, for he 
would save his people. 

Joseph took Jesus as his own child, protecting him when 
their lives were in danger, teaching him the scripture8, 
training him to craft, and along with Mary, Joseph raised 
the Son who would changed the course of human destiny.
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DAY 20
MEMORY VERSE MEDITATION

IN LOVE HE 
CHOSE US FOR 
ADOPTION 
THROUGH 
JESUS CHRIST, 
ACCORDING TO 
THE PURPOSE 
OF HIS WILL. 
EPHESIANS 1:4-6
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DAY 21
PRAYER

Father,

This waiting business is for the birds. I don’t like 
being patient. I can’t sit still. My restlessness 

overwhelms me and everybody around me. I’m 

not fond of the paperwork. I loathe the trips to 

the Notary and the delays in updates from the 

orphanage. I’m ready to hold my child in my 
arms yesterday. And yet here I am stuck in today 

wishing for a moment I can’t control, wanting for 
all the world to fold the Earth in half just to be 

closer to my baby. 

In these moments help me remember how you 

waited for me, preparing for my adoption into 
your family from before the foundations of the 

world were laid. You endured the pain it cost to 

make a way for me. 

God, grant me the patience necessary in the 
waiting. This is not always easy, but you are kind. 

Deal gently with my heart, O God.

Amen.
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DAY 22
THE WAY IS UNDER THE SEA

[And] when the Red Sea saw you, O God,

its waters looked and trembled!

The sea quaked to its very depths.

The clouds poured down rain;

the thunder rumbled in the sky.

Your arrows of lightning flashed.
Your thunder roared from the whirlwind;

the lightning lit up the world!
The Earth trembled and shook. 

PSALM 77:16-18 (NLT)

Randall Nichols

The morning was cool. The sounds of the city were waking 
up. But they hadn’t slept a wink last night. They huddled 
together under cover of night making the final plans for 
their new life. For years they’ve been overwhelmed by a 
life dictated by someone else’s dream. Forced to work for 
an ideal that provided them no benefits; enslaved. Their 
only hope was the morning. A small window of escape 
just before their masters arose from slumber. As the sun 
crested the distant mountains they slipped across the city 
limits without a trace. No dogs barked. No goats bleated. 
The birds even seemed strangely silent. Had they done it? 
Had they escaped? Was their next stop the land that had 
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been promised to them years before? Sure seemed so.

They walked for a few hours and stopped for lunch and 
a brief rest. This river seemed like a good place anyway. 
The breeze blew cool across the swift moving water of 
the swollen banks. It was flood season and the water was 
especially deep. As they sat and ate with lightened hearts, 
they told stories of all the things they wouldn’t miss about 
“back then” and the first thing they’d do when they got 
“there.” Quietly, a rumble could be heard in the distance. 
Thunder probably. No clouds, but these storms pop up 
out of nowhere this time of year.

The rumbles didn’t cease.

In fact they seemed to get gradually louder and now a 
cloud of dust could be seen on the horizon a mile or so 
off.

Each man, one by one, stood slowly to his feet and tried 
to focus his eyes to the shadows inside the storm. The 
women gathered the children and whispered calmly 
to their ears, “Everything’s gonna be alright. God has 
brought us this far and we are his.” This small army of 
refugees were heart-ready to fight but their hands held 
no weapons. Their enemy-oppressor was angry and ready 
to kill. The smell of vengeance floated heavy in the air.

At once, each person on the river bank looked to him; 
the former shepherd-turned-negotiator and spokesman 
for God. He brought them here. But could he save them? 
Moses turned his eyes to Heaven, “God, what do we do?”

I’ve felt this before.
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Recently.

I wish I could shake it.

The pressure of work, of husbandhood, fatherhood.

It’s heavy.

And all eyes look to you as if to beg, “What’s the plan? 
Certainly you have a plan, right? What are we gonna do?”

Your people want answers. But sometime you don’t have 
anything. All we know is we need to get moving. Behind 
us approaches an army ready to steamroll us. In front of 
us is a flooded river ready to swallow us whole. There’s no 
lifeline. No escape. Not ahead of us. Not behind us.

The Psalmist recalls the emotion like this,

  You don’t let me sleep.

  I am too distressed even to pray!

  I think of the good old days,
  long since ended,

  when my nights were filled with joyful songs.
  I search my soul and ponder the difference now. 

PSALM 77:4-6 (NLT)

I’ve found myself feeling like this. What happened God? I 
thought we were good. I know I heard you when you led 
us here and now we’re just gonna die in the desert? This 
can’t be how it ends. God you’ve got to do something or 
we’re toast.

Then God leaned in to Moses and quietly spoke as one 
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friend might to another,

“Touch the water.”

“Touch the w——… Say what?! Is this a joke? You’re losing 
me… They’re gonna kill us and you want me to splash 
around in the water?”

“Just reach out and touch it. Touch it. Do it! Don’t just 
sit there! They’re coming and you need to get moving! 
Touch. The. Water… NOW!”

And with the faith of legends, (part-believing, part-
skeptical), Moses did:

  [And] when the Red Sea saw you, O God,

  its waters looked and trembled!

  The sea quaked to its very depths.

  The clouds poured down rain;

  the thunder rumbled in the sky.

  Your arrows of lightning flashed.
  Your thunder roared from the whirlwind;

  the lightning lit up the world!
  The earth trembled and shook. 

PSALM 77:16-18 (NLT)

God created a diversion between his people and their 
growing fears. A smoke screen. A flash bang. It gave 
them time to gather themselves and see where God was 
pointing. It would’ve never made sense if he’d told them 
ahead of time. They probably would’ve tried a different 
way had they known.
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Instead, God put them in a place where the choice was 
Trust and Obey or Wait and See.

Either choice involved a measure of faith. One way, faith 
that God is working and has a plan. Or the other way, faith 
in themselves to muster the strength and rise above the 
uncertainties of the coming onslaught. It’s tempting to 
choose the latter. It’s better to choose the former.

In a move that must’ve seemed like suicide at first, they 
turned their backs on the enemy and stepped into the 
water.

I can’t tell you what “touching the water” might mean 
for you. But often it simply means one more step in the 
direction toward God and in doing so finding what those 
desperate refugees found.

He had already prepared something and kept it hidden 
just for them for just that moment.

  Your road led through the sea,
  your pathway through the mighty waters —

  a pathway no one knew was there!

  You led your people along that road like a flock of 
sheep, with Moses and Aaron as their shepherds. 

PSALM 77:19-20 (NLT)

A pathway no one knew was there…

You don’t have to know the way. You just need to get 
moving.
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DAY 23
HOMECOMING AND HEAVEN

We must celebrate with a feast, for this son of mine was 

dead and has now returned to life. He was lost, but now 
he is home!’ So the party began.

LUKE 15:23-24 (NLT)

Randall Nichols

The entirety of Luke 15 is three parables telling one story: 
God Celebrates When Lost Treasures Are Restored. Jesus 
starts his discourse with the Parable of the Lost Sheep and 
talks about a Good Shepherd who will leave the ninety-
nine to ensure the one doesn’t get left behind. He finishes 
the parable with the chorus, “Likewise there is much 
rejoicing in Heaven…” He then moves into the Parable of 
the Lost Coin, where we are reminded of the lady (who has 
always been a little old Hasidic widow in my mind for some 
reason) who had ten coins and lost one but searched high 
and low, day and night, tearing up and cleaning her house 
until she finally found the coin, and then the refrain, “In 
the same way, there was much rejoicing…” He wraps it up 
with the most famous of the trio of parables, the Parable 
of Prodigal Son who got greedy and cocky and decided 
to take his inheritance and go live the fast life in the city 
only to run out of money and come crawling back to his 
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dad to beg for a job. His father runs to him, sweeps him 
up, and has his staff throw a party to celebrate the return 
of his son. 

These parables have always captivated me. I love the 
“leave no man behind” attitude of Jesus. And I love the 
picture he paints of the celebrations in Heaven. But what 
I never noticed was the friends and neighbors part. Over 
and over, with the shepherd, the little old lady, and the 
father, each of them called out to friends and neighbors 
(and servants, who would have fallen into this category in 
Jewish custom; a servant was essentially a family member 
without any rights of inheritance. Kinda like that person 
in your family who you consider family but actually is just 
your dad’s cousin’s childhood best friend – it’s like that…). 
The one rejoicing is calling out to others to celebrate with 
them. Jesus is doing that. Calling out to the residents of 
the Kingdom of Heaven, inviting them to celebrate with 
him, “for what was once lost, has now come home.” 

We’ve probably all had the privilege of witnessing these 
beautiful moments in airports or train stations across 
the country, or if not in person at least on YouTube or 
Facebook at some point: A young person has been away 
at college and comes home for the holidays. A soldier has 
been deployed for months and is reunited with his family 
on American soil. I love those. They’re humanizing. They 
slow us down. They remind us of what matters. But of all 
those, nothing has ever been more moving to me than 
the moments we’ve gotten to experience (both personally 
and as witnesses) at the homecoming of a family with their 
newly adopted addition. 

It’s a knee-weakening, heart-melting, crowd-stopping kind 
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of moment that I have come to believe is a little window 
into Heaven, a glimpse into what Jesus must’ve been 
trying to help us see. For us, coming home with our new 
babies was a celebration. It was a journey of fund-raising. 
It was battles fought to overcome spiritual resistance. It 
was abandoning convention to do something no one we 
knew personally had done. And at the end of it all, it was 
a call to friends and neighbors, “Come celebrate with 
us! For the one who was lost has now come home!” We 
set out from the very beginning trying to invite as many 
people into the story of our adoptions as would follow us 
because we believed at the end of it all, it’s our families, 
our friends, and neighbors who will be there to rejoice 
when all we’d prayed for has come to pass. Together, we 
will celebrate like the host of Heaven because one more 
child has a home.
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DAY 24
THIS CHANGES EVERYTHING 

Jesus said, “Mark my words, no one who sacrifices 
house, brothers, sisters, mother, father, children, land—

whatever—because of me and the Message will lose out. 
They’ll get it all back, but multiplied many times in 

homes, brothers, sisters, mothers, children, and land—

but also in troubles. And then the bonus of eternal life! 

This is once again the Great Reversal: Many who are 
first will end up last, and the last first.”

Mark 10:29-31 (The Message)

Kelley Nichols

I think most of us like to focus on the last bit of this verse. 
The whole ‘last will be first’ part that promises the weary 
league of adoptive parents that all those sacrifices will pay 
off in our great heavenly reward. God says, “Hey, I’m going 
to take care of you and all that sacrifice will be rewarded 
with your fair share of blessings,” but we gloss over that 
last line that reminds us... ‘AND you will have troubles’. 
Wait, what? 

When our family first started talking about adopting a 
child with Down syndrome, everyone asked us if we’d 
considered how this would affect our kids, our marriage 
and our long-term plans. (Umm, nope. We didn’t. We made 
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this huge decision without a single consideration of how it 
will impact our family. Insert big ol’ eye roll.) Of course, we 
considered the forever implications of bringing home a 
child with lifelong needs. We just came to the conclusion 
that, yes, it’s gonna be hard. We will endure sacrifice and 
hard times. But, it’s a child who needs a family. And all our 
sacrifices pale in comparison to her needs. 

You will struggle financially and sacrifice every penny to 
bring your child home (and to be sure, everything that 
can break… your fridge, your car, your A/C… will break 
and need expensive repairs), but you will be blessed by 
generous donations, grants, and extra opportunities to 
work. Friends will abandon you, your work will criticize 
you, your church may not support you. But you will be 
blessed by a community of people who do understand 
the hard and they will carry you through it. You will fight 
for your child’s heart as they lash out at you (by hitting, 
kicking, spitting, and running from you) to test if your love 
is really forever. But, you will be rewarded with smiles, 
laughs, hugs, and the best four words ever, ‘I love you, 
mama.’ Your marriage will take every hit imaginable, as 
you put each other last, have zero time alone together, and 
likely multiple kids in your bed. But, you will be blessed to 
see that you’re fighting on the same team, together, and 
these battles you’ve waged for this precious child, have 
brought you to a place of strength and love no newlywed 
can fathom. 

Change is certain. Your life is not the same after you enter 
the world of adoption. And, honestly, it’s hard. But, we 
give God our yes. And He blesses our obedience.





82

PRAYERS OF A VILLAGE

DAY 25
O FOR GRACE TO TRUST HIM MORE

’Tis so sweet to trust in Jesus,

Just to take Him at His Word;
Just to rest upon His promise,
And to know, “Thus saith the LORD!”

Jesus, Jesus, how I trust Him!
How I’ve proved Him o’er and o’er;
Jesus, Jesus, precious Jesus!

Oh, for grace to trust Him more!

I’m so glad I learned to trust Thee,
Precious Jesus, Savior, Friend;

And I know that Thou art with me,

Wilt be with me to the end.

(From the hymn, “’Tis So Sweet to Trust In Jesus,” 
written by Louisa M. R. Stead)

Desirée White

We have recently in our household hit the developmental 
milestone of jumping. I knew this would come at some 
point and we’ve been practicing for a couple of years, but 
his legs have finally seemed to figure it out... and now they 
won’t stop! He jumps on the bed. Jumps on the couch. 
Jumps off the steps. Climbs onto the dresser and jumps 
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off that too. He’ll even jump from the floor while standing 
still. For a child who is supposed to have significantly low 
muscle tone, he suddenly grew springs in his legs! 

Promoting such skill in kiddos with low tone is encouraged 
because it helps build confidence and strength. I suppose 
this is one of the (many) perks of special needs parenting, 
I can not only turn a blind eye to “disruptive activity” 
(gargling at the dinner table, for example), I can actually 
encourage it (it helps with oral motor control and speech 
therapy)! The jumping though, has been an interesting 
one to manage, because I’m the one he jumps TOWARD, 
ON, TO, and THROUGH, laughing through his entire flight. 
And rarely does he tell me he is about to defy gravity. More 
than once while putting on my shoe I’ve been capsized 
by a four year old flying from the steps above. Or been 
tackled to the floor by a giggly little boy inbound from 
the edge of something more than thirty-nine inches high. 
After one particularly eventful soaring, I channeled my 
mother with a, “Mercy child! What’s with all the jumping?”

It’s fun of course, but the truth is: he jumps because he 
knows I’ll catch him.   It’s that simple. He is so assured 
of my presence, he has no fear. No doubt. None. His 
confidence absolutely does not waiver. It is impressive. 
And it makes my heart happy that we have bonded so 
well. But seriously, where does that level of trust come 
from? Doesn’t he understand he could get hurt?!

The fact is, I don’t have that kind of faith. I question. I analyze. 
I plan ahead. I keep a contingency plan carefully tucked 
away, just in case. When God says JUMP, I automatically 
scan the horizon for pitfalls and backup plans. (It’s a skill, 
I tell ya)! I wonder if Peter did the same thing when the 
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LORD called him out into the water?  Even as Jesus was still 
speaking, was Peter aware of the whipping wind against 
his cheek and the crash of the waves on his back while he 
balanced himself in the boat? Did he mentally calculate 
how far it was to shore and recall his best childhood swim 
time at Galilean Junior Fisherman camp? Did he hesitate 
at all?  Or, did he look deeply into the eyes of his Savior 
and jump out of the boat?

I want so desperately to be THAT Peter; the Peter that 
didn’t pick up the burden of consequences or contingency 
plans when obeying God’s call, especially in the adoption 
life. The Peter that flew out of the boat not even aware of 
the waves below him because he was solely focused on 
who was there to catch him. If that was the Peter that left 
the boat, his heart must have been filled with SO MUCH 
sweet joy. The same unburdened joy I hear in the boyish 
giggle bounding off the toy box and onto the couch. 

We each struggle with obedience and faith in our own 
ways – I’m sure not so differently. I wonder how much 
more we would see the LORD move in our adoption lives 
if we focused not on the hesitation of jumping, but the joy 
of the flight and landing safely in our Savior’s arms? That’s 
some unhindered faith! The old words echo well, “O for 
grace to trust Him more.”
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DAY 26
BIBLE ADOPTION PROFILE 

US
Remember that you were at that time separated from 

Christ, alienated from the commonwealth of Israel and 

strangers to the covenants of promise, having no hope 
and without God in the world.

EPHESIANS 2:12 (ESV)

Think about your favorite stories. Who are the heroes? 
What was their backstory? What about their story 
connected with you? 

Peter Pan. Luke Skywalker and Princess Leia. Harry Potter. 
Superman. Frodo Baggins. Anne of Green Gables.

Why do these stories impact us so deeply? I’ve never 
been an orphan but I have been an underdog. I’ve been 
an outsider. I’ve been un-picked. Left out. Rejected. Even 
beaten up and mocked. All these moments a painful 
reminder that I wasn’t where I belonged. My comforts 
and safety were not near enough in those moments to 
offer refuge. They were only a thought. And the distance 
between the thought and my reality was no comfort. 

No one belongs in abuse and neglect. Yet so many of us 
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live there. Maybe not physically, but we feel it. Abandoned 
and alone. Desperate for home. Weary from the abuse 
handed to us by this dastardly life.

Even as those who belong to our Father, we at times have 
a sense that we’re not where we’re meant to be. I think 
potentially God uses these out-of-place moments as a 
reminder of where we came from. Paul was challenging 
the Ephesians with this, telling them to remember how 
they used to be separate, alienated, strangers, homeless, 
without hope and without God. 

But God through Christ purchased the right for all of us to 
be called sons and daughters of his. No longer separate; 
connected. No longer alienated; native. Not strangers but 
familiar and filled with hope, filled with the presence of 
God.

It’s this presence, the Holy Spirit, who gives us the words 
to identify who’s we are. His Spirit in our hearts, crying, 
“Abba! Father!” A declaration from the Spirit of God to 
our hearts... “You are mine and I am yours. Your home is 
here with me. I have given you a new name. I’ve re-written 
your narrative. Your future is certain. I’ll never leave you 
abandoned. All I have is yours!”

This is what God did for us. Our adoption is the essence 
of the Gospel. It’s why Jesus came to the Earth. It was and 
is Mission #1 (John 6:39). 

And though we know we’re not yet home, Jesus, the 
firstborn of many, will ensure we arrive there safe and 
sound.
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DAY 27
MEMORY VERSE MEDITATION

BUT TO ALL WHO 
RECEIVED HIM, 
WHO BELIEVED 
IN HIS NAME, HE 
GAVE THE RIGHT 
TO BECOME 
CHILDREN OF 
GOD.
JOHN 1:12-13
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DAY 28
PRAYER

Father,

I’m giddy and grateful at the thought of that 
moment we step across the threshold of our house 

with our new family member. All the waiting. 
All the sacrifice. All the struggle against the 

resistance... It will all be worth it. 

But God, I know it only begins at the threshold. 
Sometimes I don’t feel equipped. Sometimes I’m 

afraid I’m going to screw it all up. There’s a lot to 
process... attachment, feeding, culture, language, 
school, church, social events... it’s all too much to 

think about sometimes.

But in the midst of all these worries, God be near. 

In the moments of terror, God be near.

When I’m overcome with joy and anticipation, 

God be near.

You are my rock and anchor. You have called me 

yours and promised to never let me go. Hold on to 
me and I will hold on to you.

I rest in the grace of being called by your name.

Amen.
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DAY 29
CHECKS MADE PAYABLE TO HEARTACHE

But when the fullness of time had come, God sent forth 

his Son, born of woman, born under the law, to redeem 

those who were under the law, so that we might receive 
adoption as sons.

GALATIANS 4:4-5 (ESV)

Lauren Childers

If you were to ask the world about Maggie she would 
not be high on the list of importance. She is a girl in a 
world that values boys. She is disabled in a world that 
values strength. She is a child in a world that values 
independence. She was orphaned in a world that values 
family and connections. She is not rich, famous, beautiful, 
or talented in any sense that would give her value in this 
world. 

At almost four years old with a lifelong disability, she 
has been passed over again and again. Three previous 
adoptive families had spoken for her, but they all ended 
up saying no to her. But I knew, almost from the moment 
I saw her face on a list of children needing families, that 
she was mine. 

The world is concerned with rich, famous, strong, powerful. 
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But God is concerned with the lowly, the innocent, the 
humble, the littles. He is concerned for Maggie and loves 
her. And the scriptures command all of us to care for the 
orphans again and again. 

We waited for the chance to adopt Maggie. Her file had 
to wait for four months before we would be allowed to 
ask for the chance to be her family. Then we spent twelve 
more months chasing paperwork, getting approvals, and 
writing checks. So. Many. Checks. We sent checks to the 
US government, the Chinese government, the US agency, 
the Chinese translators, the embassies, the notaries, the 
lawyers, the airlines, the hotels, the guides. There were 
late nights of wondering about where she was and how 
she was. There were tears at our own powerlessness in 
a system that is slow, awkward, and hard. And when we 
met her there were more tears shed while rooting a tiny 
orphaned heart into a family. 

The truth is the cost of the adoption wasn’t in the checks 
we wrote. It was in the heartbreak that she endured at 
losing everything she had ever known, twice. Once when 
she was abandoned and once when we took her away. 

The waiting we had done and the money we had spent 
and time that we gave are nothing at all compared to the 
great and eternal price that Jesus paid on the cross. He 
left a throne room in Heaven, came down to a humble 
stable, lived a perfect life among the broken wreck of 
humanity that we all are, and died a painful death so 
you and I could be cherished children of God. We aren’t 
merely redeemed from our sin, as great as that would be 
on its own. We aren’t merely granted a place for eternity 
close to our own creator’s side, as wonderful a reward 
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as that is. We are grafted right into the heart of God as 
adopted children of God; co-heirs with Jesus. In the light 
of that truth, the words to describe it fade away. As does 
any of our own cost in following Jesus in the hard path of 
rooting tiny hearts into eternity. 

God is still writing stories today. He is still in the miracle 
business. Because it is a miracle that a little girl from 
across the world has been transformed into a dearly loved 
daughter in a family. But it is more of a miracle that Jesus 
came down to transform us from wretches into redeemed 
children. He reached across space and time to bring us 
together as a family: her, and me, and Him.
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DAY 30
THE SEVEN STONES OF ADOPTION

Then Samuel took a stone and set it up between Mizpah 
and Shen. He named it Ebenezer, saying, “Thus far the 

LORD has helped us.”

1 SAMUEL 7:12 (NIV)

Randall Nichols

When I was a kid I had to walk a lot. I walked to catch the 
school bus. I walked to friends’ houses. I walked to church 
sometimes. I even walked to work when I got my first job. 
You find a lot of interesting things along the roadside 
when you’re walking. I’ve found money. Clothes. A Sony 
Walkman. Other people’s mail. But my favorite things to 
find were unique rocks. Quartz. Limestone. Those were 
the most prominent where I grew up. I had a few of those, 
but I kept an eye out for the unusual ones. The ones with 
interesting colors, shapes, or textures. They had a story 
to tell. I kept a rock collection displayed on my bedroom 
dresser for a number of years. I kept the ordinary ones in 
old egg cartons, the larger ones in shoe boxes, and the 
special ones stayed out. 

God’s people would do something similar to this when 
they traveled or after they’d fought a battle. They gathered 
stones. And when the time was right, they build an altar 
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and thanked God for leading them, for protecting them, 
and for providing for them. Once, the Israelites were 
under attack from the Philistines and Samuel said to them, 
“Don’t stop crying out to the LORD on our behalf, that 
he might rescue us...” God did rescue them and Samuel 
commissioned an altar and named it Ebenezer, “Thus far, 
the LORD has helped us.”

I’m not here to tell you I’m the most experienced adoptive 
father you’ll ever meet. I’ve only adopted three times; 
one step-parent adoption, one international special 
needs adoption, and one domestic special needs open 
adoption. I know plenty of others who’ve walked this path 
more times that I. So, while I may not be the premeire 
expert on adoption, I am the expert on my experience. 

As we wrap up this devotional, I thought I’d share with 
you the seven stones I’ve picked up along the way. Every 
now and then I look at these and remind myself of what 
God has done and what God can do. These stones serve 
as stones of rememberance when the battle seems 
unwinnable, when the storm seems unending, when the 
rest seems unattainable. With these stones, I raise my 
Ebenezer...

1. Capacity: You can do more than you think.

We are an average family with average jobs. Here’s 
something I know about humans… almost all of us are 
guilty of limiting ourselves by our past accomplishments. 
We believe that we’re only as capable as our most recent 
victories. But what about when we’re asked to do more 
than we’ve ever done before? We’re unsure. Hesitant. 
That’s when you know God is making you aware that with 
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him, you are capable of more than you believe.

2. Stewardship: If God wants it done, He’ll pay for it.

Sometimes this means he’ll send a check in the mail from 
someone or you’ll get approved for a grant even though 
you missed the deadline. Sometimes it means, you’ll look 
at the “stuff” around your house with new eyes and realize 
there’s probably hundreds if not thousands of dollars of 
unused crap in your closets that you can sell. We even 
sold some of the crap that was lying around our friends 
houses. If you’ve got good friends who love you and 
support you, they’ll be happy to get rid of some clutter. 
Or maybe you’ll take on an extra job to make some quick 
money. We often said that the cost to adopt might as well 
have been $2,000,000. It was gonna take just as much of 
God’s provision for one as the other. God was calling us. 
We knew he’d take care of the funding.

3. Bravery: If you trust God you’ll be scared out of your 
mind quite often.

We all have phobias. Mine’s ants. This is different. This is 
truly scary. Paralyzing. It’s Mark Wahlberg in Lone Survivor 
standing on the edge of the cliff with the enemies bearing 
down on him knowing that he’s got to jump or it’s all over. 
(Except nobody’s shooting at us). Every time we faced a 
due date for certain fees it felt like a cliff. We’d put in our 
bank card number and hit submit and I’d feel my stomach 
in my throat. When we got to the orphanage, waiting to 
be presented with our sweet little girl I wondered, “Will 
she come to us? Will she attach? Would she thrive here? 
Can we actually do this? Would people at home make fun 
of her? Would I be able to protect her?” Every step felt 
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like another opportunity to swallow hard and leap. And 
you know what? God has been with us every single time.

4. Confidence: There is no all-satisfying apologetic for 
obeying God’s leading.

You do you. Don’t get me wrong. We had TONS of support 
along the way. But there were definitely those who 
questioned our decision to adopt international, special 
needs. Most often, we heard, “Why China when there 
are so many children here that need to be adopted?” 
The bottom-line is that’s where God was leading us. That 
response should be enough but we felt like we had to 
satisfy everyone with our reason. Here’s the truth though… 
you don’t. We just chose to obey God which led us to 
our daughter who just happened to be in China. If your 
daughter was in China, wouldn’t you go there to get her? 
There’s no need to satisfy anyone with “why.” You’re only 
responsible for your obedience. Stand confident knowing 
that what you’re doing is exactly what God has asked you 
to do. That’s enough.

5. Perseverance: Resistance will greet you at every 
major crossroad.

We sent our application in the day we saw our baby 
girl’s picture. The next day we woke up and our car was 
gone. Stolen. Thankfully we have a friend on the police 
force who recovered it a few days later in an epic movie-
style police chase. Then two days after we submitted our 
dossier, somebody threw a rock through our window. 
Then, the day after we had received TA, the ignition switch 
on our family car failed. Every major step brought it’s own 
set of trials. It was an opportunity to trust. And trust allows 
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you to press on.

6. Leadership: Invite people into the story and watch 
what happens.

We know people who want to adopt but are waiting to 
save all the money ahead of time. It was important to us to 
invite people into the journey with us. We knew we couldn’t 
do it alone and we hoped that by inviting people into it 
some of them would find a passion for adoption as well. 
And what do you know… that exactly what happened. At 
least six families have begun the adoption process in one 
form or another and many others have started asking the 
question, “Can we do this?” Sure, we could’ve saved our 
money for five years and adopted quietly and one little 
girl would’ve found a home. But instead, our adoption 
story has inspired and encouraged others who are now on 
their own adoption journey influencing others to adopt.

7. Obedience: Just say yes.

Lots of people will call you special. You probably don’t 
feel special. We don’t. We’re pretty normal in our own 
self-estimation. I think what they mean is, “I wish I could 
do what you’re doing.” But the little secret we know is that 
the only reason we get to experience the thrill of adoption 
is because we said yes to God. That’s it. There’s no special 
sauce. No magic potion. We just said yes. Every step of 
the way, we said yes. Every opportunity to trust, we said 
yes. And every time we said yes, God moved us through 
another door. That’s what obedience does for you. God 
calls. You respond, “Yes,” and his provisions continue. Yes, 
it’s a special privilege to be parents to your precious little. 
But, you will only have this honor because you said, “Yes.”
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God will come through. He always does. Sometimes you 
build an altar after success is secured. But sometimes you 
build an altar in the middle of the struggle and watch God 
bring about the victory.

Now this I know:

The LORD gives victory to his anointed.
He answers him from his Heavenly sanctuary
with the victorious power of his right hand.
Some trust in chariots and some in horses,

but we trust in the name of the LORD our God.

They are brought to their knees and fall,
but we rise up and stand firm.

LORD, give victory to the king!
Answer us when we call!

PSALM 20:6-9 (NIV)






