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    My grandchildren (of whom I have seven) are always good for an article—they are storied people! My oldest grandchild, Philip, is a grown man who travels a great deal. He had an accident involving a semi during the Christmas season. Thanks to the mercy of God and, I believe, the protection prayed over him daily by his believing mother, he did not receive even a minor scratch. The semi was passing Phillip's car and caught his fender and dragged him into a guard rail. The semi's grill had to be extricated from the car. The car was totaled but Philip was quite intact.
   My daughter Edie is Philip's mother and she is a real prayer warrior. Edie volunteers with an animal rescue group and she is a secretary to a CPA in Michigan. On a weekly basis (more often daily) Edie calls me to ask for prayer for people and animals in dire straits, but her greatest prayer efforts are on behalf of her son who travels frequently and in all kinds of weather.

   Ever since Phillip was a very young child he had an innate sense of direction. His family moved several times because of his father's job progression. Each time, Phil was an invaluable road aid to his mom. His great prowess as a navigator stuck with him and added to his thirst to see the country. In his field of work he has been in several states and actually loves "gathering no moss."
   Phil really considered the totaling of his car a benefit, since he was in the process of obtaining a new car and would have had to find a buyer for the older vehicle. Viola! God had removed the need. We marveled at God's timing and his protection. We as a family are so grateful to God for divine protection and for answered prayer.

   The real point to all of this is prayer—our God honors our prayers; he eagerly waits to hear from us and he delights to move on behalf of his children.

   Many years ago the Helsley abode was a temporary inn for two Celebrity Singers who were part of a group appearing at our church. These young men rewarded me with a private concert as I was driving them to catch their bus ride out of Erie. The words of their song have remained with me and I will never forget those teenagers. They sang "On Christ the Solid Rock I Stand" (I am not sure of the name of the composer). The words are "On Christ the solid rock I stand; all other ground is sinking sand. My hope is built on nothing less than Jesus' blood and righteousness; I dare not trust the sweetest frame, but wholly lean on Jesus' name."

   As we lean on Christ we will be held by his limitless power; as we trust our loved ones to his protection we are at peace. Everything doesn't always happen according to our plans or wishes, but as long as we are leaning on the "everlasting arms" we can be sure the outcome had to get God's stamp of approval. Stay tuned to this station for next month's thrilling episode regarding another grandson for whom prayer is going heavenward. God have mercy!
   It was the beginning of an answer to prayer, although I didn't see the connection at first. It started, as so many of God's answers do, with something small—a memory of my child self playing at "being poor." My first reaction to that memory was concern. Psychologists tell us that a child's play is rehearsal for adult life. If as a child I was imitating what I thought  being poor was, I must have been aware of poverty and expecting to experience it. In light of teachings about "All the land that you see I will give to you…" (Gen. 13:15), did I need to be set free from having unknowingly "claimed" poverty over myself?

   No, that wasn't God's point, but apparently he did want me to write about it. I tried, but I couldn't find a focus. Every session on the subject expanded into a different vista. Soon I had enough half-developed ideas for a book although I only needed 500 words for an article. Finally I set the topic aside, met my writing deadline with something else, and concentrated on living through the holidays. But "playing poor" didn't leave me alone. Additional ideas and insights kept on coming. As I added them to the bottom of my idea file, I prayed for guidance. Out of this mountain of material, what did God want me to share?
   The rejected aspects multiplied. This wasn't a wake-up call about sinful attitudes hindering present blessing. Neither was it about forgiving things from the past, nor a redirection toward seeing and meeting the needs of those around
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