X years ago, my husband and I decided to have a second child. Our first

Son, Champ, was almost 4. We had completed seminary and wou!d soon
be back in our hometown to start a church. We knew the time was right.
It seemed o simple, so completely normal, that for the next Lhreff
. Years, [ trygted nature to take its course. But the course nature took didn't
seem tp Include Pregnancy,

“} friend gent.ly Prodded me one day, “Don’t you think it would be good to see a doc-
tor? It could be just 5 minor problem — it's gotta be worth a try.”

At first | balked at the idea, believing it would demonstrate a lack of faith. After all, I
had Prayed for a child, we'q had no trouble conceiving our first son, and I was sure God
Was going to answer, probably that month,

But a few months Passed, and I still wasn't pregnant. Feeling discouraged and put-off
at My unanswered prayers, | approached my husband, Joe. “How would you feel if I went
to an infertility specialist?”

“Is that what you want to do?”
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“I don’t know. Each month I get more and more dis- " C MATTER
. I never thought this would happen to me.”
Co}l(fzgriiched out and hugged me. “Listen, we both want WHAT | DiD ;
another child, and we've prayed about it. But God uses '
doctors, too. It can’t hurt.” N | couLDN T
So I made an appointment with the best. infertility spe-
cialist in San Diego. Perhaps God was waiting for me to MANIPULATE
take some action, to prove I really wanted another baby
Our first visit was both encourafillllg and scary. 'The doc- GoD 10
at most of the time a failure to conceive was a
rtfxirnt)(ﬁdp:jbgm, one that could be treateq quitg .easily. But ANSWER
he went on to note our age and-years of mfertﬂ@, recom- MY PRAYE :
mending we take a very aggressive course of action. ; 2
The many tests revealed only one problem — I suffered frqm a mild case of endome-
triosis. We quickly scheduled the prgcedure to treat it, kno»ymg my greatest chance of
getting pregnant would be the following two months, before it could recur. Four months
went by, and nothing happened. .
The doctor called us 1n one fla); . I thmk it would be best if we,used a proce_:dure called
artificial insemination. This will eliminate any problems we can't see and give you the

strongest possibility of conception.”

T

g ———




['looked over at Joe, won lering how he
felt about such an arrangement. But he
was nodding confidently. “OK, when
should we start?”

or the next three years I rode a

spiritual roller coaster, vacillat-

ing between self-blame and

frustration with God. 1 labored
to perfect my spirituality, feeling confi-
dent that He would respond in turn.
Month after month, when He didn't, I
pictured Him with arms folded, looking
down on me in condescension.

Early in my treatment I was admitted
for outpatient surgery in the local wom-
en's center. After the anesthesiologist
explained everything to me, he spoke to
a young woman across the room.

[ overhead their conversation with
horror. “So you are here to have a sep-
tic abortion, is that right?”

[ wanted to run from the room,
screaming at the blatant unfairness. In
recovery, this same woman lay next to
me, separated only by a drab curtain,

“I'm so scared,” she cried. “Why did
I do this?" Her moans became sobs, A
nurse tried to comfort her. “Listen, it's
going to be OK. Everyone feels this way

at first. You'll feel better in a little bit.”

Through the cloud of anesthesia, |
felt ripped in shreds by this cruel joke.
How could God do this to me? | went to
bed that night unsure whether I could
continue with the treatment. Joe held
me close, not knowing what to say.

The next morning I asked, “Do you
think we should keep doing all this?
Maybe God just doesn't want us to have
another child.” His answer both reas-
sured and angered me.

“God hasn't told us that yet. Until He
does, I think we should do whatever we
can to have a baby.”

“How can you say He hasn't told us?”
I argued. “Nothing we've done so far
has worked. Maybe that’s His way of
telling us to give up!”

“I just think we'll know for sure, Until
then I can't give up . . . hey, are you
OK? What's wrong?”

My familiar tears poured out, but I
couldn't explain why. I was beginning to
feel as if no one understood what I was
going through. I knew Joe wanted a
baby, but he just didn't seem to get so
emotionally involved. Why couldn'’t I let
it go as he did?

A few days later, a friend gave me a
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devotional entitled Why God Is Silent. 1t
told how God often did not answer
prayer because He wanted to draw us
closer to Him. He used these times of
silence to bring us to a point of desire
for His presence. This provided me
with a plan, and I was comforted.

Getting to know God better became
my intense goal. Each day I read His
Word, spent time in prayer, and con-
fessed my lack of trust as my inner con-
fidence built up. Although I could not
see it at the time, | was taking the
blame once again, setting myself up for
a greater fall,

A few weeks later, I went in for a
sonogram to determine any problems.
The doctor came into the room with ex-
citement. “Where's your husband? You
are in the best condition we've seen for
successful insemination!”

Joe was an hour away at a confer-
ence. But [ couldn’t let this stop me. I
made some phone calls, tracking him
down. “Joe, you have to come! The
doctor says this is it; he wants to do an
insemination this morning!” Canceling
appointments and breaking speed laws,
Joe arrived as quickly as possible. This
time we were both confident. I remem-
ber the laughing, hopeful atmosphere as
we left the doctor’s office.

wo weeks later, I was back at

the bottom of the roller coas-

ter ride. I had not conceived

and was sure I never would.

Joe and I talked at length and decided
not to go on with any more treatments.
The expense was hitting our budget
hard, and I didn't feel I could handle any
more ups and downs.
Joe tried to reassure me. “Listen,
God isn't limited to medical procedures.
He can give us a baby if He wants to.
This is not the end.” I heard his words,
but they didn’t make any sense. My
mind was in a cloud of anguish. I could
not see any hope, and I felt God had let
us all down.
Champ, who was now 8, prayed each
night for a brother. What was he going
to think about a God who wouldn’t an-
swer such a simple prayer? And I knew
Joe was hurting. He was one of those
rare, devoted fathers, continually giving
of himself to Champ. He rarely said
much, but I watched him hold other in-
fants with such tenderness, I knew he
grieved, too.

|
|
|

My deepest pain was yet to come.
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me a continual battle against bitterness,

I.kne_w resentment would not help my 4

situation, but resisting it was tough. lts egn
¢

Cahf(_)mia day, and we visited her in the

hospital. “Here, you hold him; you've 728

always been so good with babies,” she T

Wv received news that Joe’s sister, a 3
single mother of two, was expecting an-
other baby. Her pregnancy produced in OW 00 rea
®
She gave birth on a sunny. Southern
said, placing him in my arms.

It was more than I could handl
It e.
Finding an excuse to leave, I ran to the “:i-'
car, sobbing. I cried for three days. e 2
ang

Overcome with depression, I could not
look up to see or hear God. This time it
was clear: He had abandoned me.

ne day, Joe asked for my help

with a sermon he was prepar-

Ing on prayer. At first I tried

to go along. We talked about
the meaning of prayer, how to see re-
§ults, and what faith was. Then he asked,
‘W.hat would be some hindrances to
seeing God answer our prayers?”

It was all I could take. “Look, I can't
answer that, I've spent six years trying
to figure it out. I'm not even sure He
does answer prayer.” First Chapter Books. Even growing up can make sense once kids

Joe looked at me with confusion. I realize God’s role in their lives. Brothers Don’t Know Everything and
could tell he wanted to be sensitive, but Mountain Bikes & Garbanzo Beans are two new stories in the Ready,

just couldn't relate to what I was saying. Set, Read! first chapter books for children ages 7 to 10. They’re jusf right
for kids with basic reading skills who are ready for a “real book.” And

27N

ready, set, read!

I went on, “Don’t you ever wonder wh

I haven't gotten gregnam; Doesn'’t 1}; real understanding. Each $399 paper. Brot.het_'s ISBN 0-8066-2635—6;

bother you? How can you preach on Mountain ISBN 0-8066-2663-1. Also, Beginning Readers for children
er with what we've been through?” ages 4-7. God Made Me. ISBN 0-8066-2633-X. God Is Near. ISBN

e ] 0-8066-2634-8. Each $4.99 paper.

“Well, I guess this just affects me dif-
ferently,” he said. “I mean, the thought
of having no more children crosses my
mind occasionally and I feel real sad-
ness, but I guess I still think there’s
hope. I don't know what God is doing,
but I know He is faithful and knows
what is best.”

My stomach churned as he went on.
“For you, every month is a painful re-
minder of loss, and it’s hard to get past

that. But God has answered a lot of -~ ; : .
prayer in our lives. Don't you think He Other new releases There’s a Hand in My Cupboard. An
exciting story with songs and pictures

% . - . ? ” .
WI{‘I oY t!us oo msﬂ]: o " from Aungurg' that teaches 5 to 10 year olds that the
1 just don' be!leve“aﬂ % a‘;?’ o A Song for Creation. A beautiful first step toward helping people is
I fired back at him. Nothmg FEACHER adaptation of Psalm 148 that offers seeing another’s need. $1399 paper with
believed makes sense right now. young children the glory of God the audiocassette. ISBN 0-8066-2659-3.
ISBN 0-8066-2660-7. $5.99 paper.

Though he tried to be compassion- Creator sung from the throats of

ate, I could not accept his comfort. My creatures great and small. $4.99 paper. .)
fight with God had raged for years. ISBN 0-8066-2626-7. ugSI)u
Over and over I had come to Him, anx- God Makes All Things New. A gentle A lg /4

iously asking, seeking, and knocking. It introduction for young children to Available at your local Christian Bookstore or

Augsburg Fortress, Publishers

seemed as if He czlapricious(gdr%fusgd. to| | the difﬁ‘-‘?“ 35:,:{ ﬂfeaﬂ; 4383 S:;sr 4265, 5th Street, Box 1209
S. 1 respon oin promise for - 93, . Minneapolis, MN 55440
answer my plea Sp y g ISBN 0-8066-2653-4. Postage and handling costs are additional.
73
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{ whatever 1 thought might move Him to | tionship that I had with Him. ;
act on my behalf. The vicious cycle For several mornings, I sat in my
seemed to perpetuate itself, while I | room, Bible open, unable to think of
J moved closer and closer to the edge of a | anything to say My spiritual condition

frightening precipice. frightened me. What would life be like

[ felt drained, discouraged, and wea- | without the God who drew me to Him in

ry of the battle. love, sustaining me through years of
life’s common trials?

or the first time in my Christian I could not reject Him, but neither

life, I felt myself falling head- | could I find my way back to Him. Speak-
long into despair. I wanted | ing cautiously with my Bible study
with all my being to reject God | group, I exposed my fears. “I need you
completely, to deny any faith or rela- | all to pray for me; I just can't seem to

Did God Have Answers to Depression
Before Sigmund Freud?

A fier listening to many “Christian Counselors,” one would almost conclude that
God had no answers for Depression before the advent of modem
psychological techniques. This thought leads to several questions...

# Is Depression a recent phenomenon for Man?

¢ When God spoke of His provision to His children of the fruit of the Spirit
(love, joy, peace, patience,...) in Galatians 5:22-23, was He able to provide
that fruit because Depression did not exist?

Or is our lack of godly understanding the reason we stniggle in dealing
effectively with Depression?

Pcople frequently ask us, “What is the differénce between Rapha and other
similar organizations’” We believe the difference at Rapha is a focus on

the foundational issues of life.

A t Rapha, we understand there are many complex factors in addressing
Depression, ranging from the biological and ancestral to the situational,
developmental and theological issues. Careful use of medication, individual and
group therapy, dietary readjustment, an exercise plan and replacing deceptive
thinking with biblical truth provide 2 well-rounded approach to dealing with
Depression. Since we are “fearfully and wonderfully made,” (Psalm 139:14), no
singular approach will suffice.

M;m)' focus only on the surface issues. Without a focus on the foundational
issues of life, a completesolutionwill remain elusive.

If you or someone you know is suffering from
Depression, call Rapha today at 1-800-383-HOPE.

For a free Rapha Recovery Booklel
on Depression, write lo: u a

Depression Booklet TREATMENT Bl CENTERS
Rapha

12700 N. Featherwood, Suite 250

Houston, Texas 77034 lS('(HS“lOPI

Clntically Profossional - Distinctively Chwistian

| pray any more. I know you've prayed |

with me for a child, but this time I need
you to pray that my relationship with |
God will be restored.” ‘
Several mornings later, as I sat be-
fore God trying to read His Word, I
sensed Him speaking to me. The mes- |
sage, though not audible, was clear. |
“Tricia, your inability to have another |
child is not causing this depth of suffer-
ing. It is caused by the lies you have ac-
cepted about Me; that I don't love you,
that I am not just and fair, that I am not
all-powerful, and that I don't really care
what you want.” . ‘
In my journal I began to write how I
felt about God on one side, and what I
knew to be true from His Word on the
other. I pleaded with God to help me
choose to believe what was true. Slow-
ly, faith began to form within me.
Through many tears, I felt a release
from the weight I had carried for so
long. I was so relieved, I called a friend
who had been praying for me. “Barb,
God has finally set me free from the
burden of unanswered prayers. I don't
know why He hasn’t answered, but I
know He loves me and wants the best
for me.”
[ didn’t know then that a miracle was
on its way.

hat afternoon, I received a

phone call about a pregnant

woman planning to give her

baby up for adoption. I called
Joe at work, unsure of what his re-
sponse would be. We had never really
discussed adoption. I sensed the right-
ness of this situation, but I knew Joe
needed to feel the same way. “So, what
do you think?” | asked nervously.

“It sounds good; it might be God's
answer. I think we should pursue it,
don't you?” I could hear the guarded ex-
citement in his voice.

Within a week, we sat in a lawyer’s
office across a desk from the woman
yvho would soon give birth. She exam-
ined us carefully. “Are you sure you
want another child? A baby, when your
other son is already 9?”

We spoke of some of our life with
her, answering her concerns as best we
could. I looked at her with compassion
for the decision she was making. “I can
promise you this,” I said. “If you choose
us to parent your child, it will be cher-
1s}}ed, loved, adored, and never for one
minute be taken for granted.”
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She nodded tearfully and said the
words I will never forget, “I would like
1o give you my baby. Will you take it?"
~ We ran to our car, bought our favor-
1t‘e 1Ce cream, and raced home to
Champ. We had not wanted to get his
hop‘es‘ up, but we couldn't wait any long-
er. ‘Lhmp, come here; we're having a
celebration. You're finally going to get
that baby brother or sister you've been
asking for!”

He jumped up with a “high-five” for
eaph of us and then stated in childlike
faith, “It’s gonna be a boy, you know;
that's what I asked God for.”

One month later, we held our new-
born son in our arms, still in wonder at
the events that led up to this. We
named him Jonathan (sent by God) Sam-
uel (asked of God). In those four weeks
leading up to his birth, every one of our
prayers had been answered — from

the birth parents choosing us, to finding
a doctor in the community where the
mother lived, to the finances we needed
to pay the lawyer.

nanswered prayer, God's fault
or mine? Much can be said
about our part in prayer and
God’s sovereignty in re-
sponse. Shelves in Christian bookstores
overflow with books on the subject.
But I also know there came a time
when those answers did not help me. I
read in Scripture of Job who “was
blameless in all his ways” and yet his
prayers went unanswered. Whose fault
was that?
We could not have known, but I be-
lieve God answered my prayer years
before I prayed it. The first time I
looked into the deep brown eyes of my
tiny new son, I knew he had been cho-
sen for us long ago.
While the process of praying for a
child was one of growth in the midst of
pain, I don't believe my efforts to find
favor in God's eyes caused Him to grant
my desire.
God'’s ways are higher than mine
(Isa. 55:8,9). There are many things I
do not understand. Jonathan had been in
his mother’s womb eight months when
we met her. She had searched for adop-
tive parents she could believe in. Why
didn't God bring her to us sooner, sav-

dard of perfection? If the Cross teaches
us anything, it is the unconditional na-
ture of His grace.

God desires intimacy with me. And to
that end, He will use all of life’s events
to draw me closer to Him. He allows
our lives to take turns we can never
hope to understand fully, given the fi-
nite nature of our human perspective.
But God is, above all, a loving Father,
seeking to impart good and perfect gifts
to His children.

My second son is now 6. In these

years, God has granted some of my
prayers; others remain unanswered.
Affixing blame is no longer my response.
I don't try to second-guess God's mo-
tives or dwell on my unworthiness.

But when I look into the light of life in
my son’s eyes, I see the heart of God —
loving, caring, giving me the best. H

Tricia McCary Rhodes ts a church worship
coordinator and free-lance writer from San
Diego. Her article, A Cup of Water in
Jesus’ Name,” appeared in the September
issue of MooDy.

ay by day we are

changing. Times of

joy refresh us.
Times of loneliness and
confusion break down our
walls of self-sufficiency.
Our experiences can
become tools in God's
hands-gently used to
shape and polish our
lives so that His love
reflects uniquely
through each of us.
In these candid and  Ji
deeply personal :
devotions, popular
author and inter-
nationally known
Bible teacher Kay Arthur s
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ing me the agony of those final weeks?

[ learned a lot. But does God condi-
tion His answers on how much we
learn, or how well we meet some stan-
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