
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 17 
FEARLESS  

 
 “Sometimes, feeling unqualified 

to take on the task God has put before you 
is the very thing that qualifies you.” 

—Missy Maxwell Worton 
 
I woke up the next morning to the sounds of birds singing outside our bedroom window. It was quite 
an amazing contrast to the sounds that filled our room the night before. A new day had begun, and 
my spirit felt alive and awakened like never before. 

I looked toward Mark lying next to me, his eyes searching mine for any forgiveness or 
encouragement. “God showed me an amazing vision last night,” I started. I shared everything I had 
seen from the night before—the angels encamped around us, the skyscraper-sized war angel that came 
out from the midst of them, how the darkness fled at the sight of him, and how my fears were instantly 
gone. 

“Why didn’t you tell me last night? I didn’t sleep at all,” Mark said, disappointed.  
“I thought you were asleep,” I apologized. 
“No, I was awake, but I’m encouraged,” he said. “God obviously knows we’re going to need it.” 
“He obviously knew I needed to see that vision last night,” I said. “I was battling overwhelming 

fear until I remembered to put praise music on. The enemy never likes to be reminded that he got his 
butt kicked on the cross.” My little aggressive comments about the enemy usually make Mark laugh, 
but I could see he was worn out and operating on no sleep. 

The girls ran into our room to pounce on us when they heard us talking. We all cuddled up 
together, and I told them my vision about the angels. They wanted to go outside and see the angels 
right then! I love children and how their minds aren’t cluttered with the message of the world. They 
still believe because they don’t have to work through all the ideologies we do. Their God is already 
outside of the box of conventionalism. They were excited that God was looking out for us with so 
many beautiful and mighty angels. 

We ate breakfast bars and had some mango juice before we got ready to meet Jody and her 
husband Pat, who were so generously providing a place for us to stay. On the way to their church 
fellowship community, they were going to drop us off at Covenant Church, where Pochi and Pastor 
attended. But first, we would have to drive again through Mercato—the place we had been warned 
about because of its reputation for muggings, murders, rapes, and beatings—not exactly your family-
friendly destination. This time, however, all the things I knew about the area couldn’t stir up any fear. 
I knew my God was greater than any evil that thought it could harm us. People were glaring at us as 
we drove by, and they would approach the van when we would slow down in traffic. I watched in 
disbelief and sadness at some of the cruelty that I saw, and I cringed at the level of poverty that was 
everywhere. This time I was different though—I found myself praying for them instead of fearing 
them. I realized that my heart was so full of fear before, that it had no room for love. When I released 



all that fear, God filled me with His perfect love. Love had replaced fear. 
 

* * * * * 
 

Pat dropped us off on a dirt road that Pochi said would lead to her church. When we opened the car 
door, we could hear the praise coming from a building right down the road. My spirit leapt. I turned 
back to thank Pat and grab my purse, but my body could not wait to be near the worship. As we 
walked up to Covenant Church, Favor ran into Pochi’s arms. Pochi then greeted us and introduced 
us to a young man, who would translate the message for us.  

We walked into a metal-framed building with dusty, cement floors, vibrating from the music. The 
pews were metal frames that held two pieces of wood, one to sit on and one to lean back on. The 
worship leader was singing his heart out at the front of the room, where there was a large white cross 
with the church’s name and some gold drapes covering the wall behind it. Some blue-and-white wilting 
balloons were placed around the front from a wedding the day before. The band played off to the side 
of the small platform, and people of all ages were dancing and singing to the music. They had so much 
freedom as they praised God! Seeing the wave of energy as they worshipped with their whole bodies 
was electric! When they were exhausted, they would take off their outer shirts and circle them above 
their heads. We weren’t sure what the words they were singing meant, but the joy that filled the 
sanctuary immediately lifted our spirits and made us feel like family. 

For much of the next three hours, God’s spirit ministered to us in a language we didn’t understand. 
At one point we got a shout out from the preacher—it would be the only English we would hear: 
“Mark and Missy Worton from Texas!” We laughed. Everyone thinks you’re from either Texas or 
New York if you’re from America. What we did understand, though, was that this little church and 
the people who filled it were full of the presence of God. His Spirit was prevalent in the worship. The 
message was sweet like honey. We read line-by-line just after the translator wrote it in English for us. 
We needed to feel God, and we yearned for Him more than water in a desert—more than life itself—
and He was there.  

After church, we went to the front to see Pastor, who welcomed us with open arms. He told us 
that he knew we were sad, but this was God’s fight. The people at his church had been praying, 
knowing that we were in a mighty battle, but they believed God had sent us to help the orphans. We 
were humbled to think that God could use us in our current state to help anyone, but we thanked 
them and asked for their continued prayers. 

 
* * * * * 

 
That afternoon, I went with Jody and some other ladies to buy food for the coming week, while Mark 
got beat in a one-on-one soccer game with Favor. We had run out of Ethiopian Birr, so I had to ask 
Jody for a loan until we could have money wired to us.  

The first stop was a two-story grocery store. I followed Jody around like a lost puppy dog. I started 
laughing when she spotted a recent delivery of Mountain Dew. “I’ve never seen Mountain Dew here,” 
she declared, as she excitedly began filling her basket with cans. “I am so excited! I can use these for 
Christmas gifts or a special treat!” She kept grabbing cans until she had successfully cleared the shelf 



on which they were displayed. 
The prices and packaging for items was different than America. The cream cheese cost more than 

$9.00 for what I would usually pay $1.00 at my grocery store back in Tennessee. The milk was packaged 
in a bag instead of a box, and meat was sold by a butcher. You could tell if your meat was prepared 
by a Muslim or Christian based on the symbol of a cross or the crescent moon and star displayed 
above the meat.  

McKenzie wanted to get her dad some peanut M&M’s, his favorite, to hopefully bring a smile to 
his face. In her 11 years, she had never seen her father cry, and now she was seeing him in pain daily. 
As we were shopping, I noticed two teenage boys following us around the store. They were 
mesmerized by McKenzie and trying to get her attention. McKenzie was oblivious. Finally, one of 
them yelled out in broken English, “You are beautiful! Please marry me!” McKenzie froze, gave me a 
confused look, glanced at them, and then quickly walked behind me, shaking her head no. 

“Did that boy really just ask me to marry him?” she said. The boy grabbed his chest, acting like it 
was broken. All I could think about was that my daughter’s first marriage proposal was in the candy 
section of an Ethiopian grocery store. Although broken-hearted, they were kind enough to carry our 
groceries out to the van for us. I think it was just so that they could be near my daughter. 

My favorite stop was the fruit stand, run by a group of local men. These men loved to see the 
women from The Academy arrive to shop and to give them extra attention. We bought eggs, fruits, 
and vegetables, and when we were all done, I walked away with a box of various produce items for 
under six American dollars! The bargain shopper in me was thrilled. 

Jody had prepared me by telling me beforehand that we would be surrounded by beggars as we 
left and that we needed to use wisdom in our interactions with them. One woman came up with a 
two-year-old child and asked for money. I gave the little boy a banana and the woman a few birr that 
I had left from the day of shopping. She looked at what I had given her and gave me a look of 
disapproval, then abruptly turned and walked away without a word. I understood why the others had 
ignored her and gotten in the van—they had obviously experienced her less-than-grateful attitude. I 
had to laugh—I had just handed her the last money I had, still knowing her life was a lot worse than 
mine. 

 
* * * * * 

 
That night I made spaghetti on the one burner that worked in our kitchen. It felt like a little bit of 
home. We found a candle and burned it as we ate our meal and talked about the day. After the meal, 
McKenzie had Mark close his eyes then ran to the freezer and came back with the M&M’s she had 
bought. When he opened his eyes he was humbled at what McKenzie had done. She had shown 
kindness at a time when he didn’t feel strong but like a failure. I was glad McKenzie was taking care 
of her daddy. Even though I could see he was hurting, I had no comfort to give him. I wasn’t mad or 
angry anymore, I just felt numb when I looked at him. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Monday morning started off with a call from Pochi saying Mark needed to meet DJ at a government 



office to sign over our Power of Attorney before 12:30 p.m. that day, so our attorney could stand on 
our behalf. DJ helped the orphanage with paperwork and some of the legal aspects. There was no 
transportation, so Mark had to get a cab. I didn’t have to go because I had already signed my Power 
of Attorney over to Mark. I stayed with the girls at the compound and worked on our timeline for our 
new attorney, Mesfin. The room was quiet and peaceful. I grabbed my iPhone and listened to some 
soaking music. Within moments of worshiping God, I found myself in the Throne Room, crawling 
up in Father’s lap. I could feel the movement of His chest against my head and His breath upon the 
top of my head. There were no words, just rest that I needed in that hour. I could feel His spirit 
washing over my hurting heart, and somehow I knew I would be okay—no matter what the day might 
hold. I knew Who was holding me. 

As I was worshiping, the cabbie was taking Mark a different way to the office. Sitting there, Mark 
realized he had no idea if he could even trust this driver. Was he a friend of Adeferese working on his 
behalf to take Mark to another destination? The road was unfamiliar, and Mark didn’t communicate 
with the cabbie who didn’t seem to speak much English. Mark’s imagination started stirring up crazy 
scenarios. He shook off the feeling and tried not to entertain those thoughts, but he found himself 
unable to easily trust anyone.  

Finally, Mark arrived at the government office and saw DJ standing on the curb with a friend. 
Mark was relieved and felt compelled to give the cabbie his $20 sunglasses along with the tip. The 
driver was very grateful and told Mark, “Whatever you need, I will be there for you.” Mark then 
realized the cabbie probably could speak English well. 

Once they went inside the government facility, Mark followed DJ through the process of signing 
documents. Everything was flowing smoothly until they arrived in the particular office where they 
would need four verifying stamps to move forward. The first stamp was easy, but at the second 
counter, the lady wouldn’t approve the Power of Attorney because I was not there to sign for it. 

 
* * * * * 

 
The phone in the apartment rang, shaking me out of my tranquil setting. I jumped over the girl’s 
mattress and ran to grab it before the girls woke up. It was Mark letting me know that he was sending 
a cab to pick me up in the next 15 minutes. He needed me down there immediately before they closed 
the office in the next few hours. I stood there in my nightgown with my hair going in every direction, 
wondering how making that journey was even a possibility for me. 

I woke up the girls, told them what was happening, and let them know that I would be leaving for 
just a little while. I called Jody and asked if she could help me by staying with the girls, and she was 
quick to come to my rescue. We didn’t feel safe taking the girls out unless we had someone to watch 
them constantly.  

Somehow I made it to the cab, and off the driver and I went. Traffic was intense. It seemed like 
we were parked more than we were moving. At one point, the driver told me to roll up my windows 
and lock the doors. We slowed to a stop, and the car was surrounded with people looking in at me in 
the back seat. I felt like a fish in an aquarium. People were banging on the windows and were calling 
out “Faranji” (fah ran ge), which meant “foreigner.” This word was like a signal to others, and more 
people gathered around the car, asking for money. I asked the driver where we were, and he said we 



were in Mercato Fruit District. He told me to ignore all the people surrounding the car or it would 
become dangerous. I looked up ahead, noticing that we had a truck carrying bananas blocking the 
road in front of us. Behind us, a huge truck was pinning us in. I yearned for my serenity moment, 
doing my best to grab hold of the peace that I had experienced that morning. I took a long, deep 
breath. Then I remembered the angel that God had sent the night before. God, please make a way for us. 
Almost immediately, the banana truck drove out of the way, and we sped up the street—away from 
the Fruit District and all the onlookers.  

 
* * * * * 

 
I had been in the back seat of the cab for almost an hour now. I had received a few marriage proposals, 
and seen a few things my eyes would’ve been better off missing. Then the driver’s phone started 
ringing. It was Mark, wondering what was wrong and why it was taking us so long. It had only taken 
Mark 30 minutes to get there, and time was running out to get our three remaining stamps and 
signatures for our Power of Attorney.  

I heard the driver say, “We are right around the corner. She is safe.” He hung up the phone and 
smiled. “Your husband—he think I kidnap you. He is very worried where you are.” I nervously smiled 
it off, but knew this had been the longest 30-minute ride I had ever taken. I couldn’t imagine how 
Mark felt on the other side, waiting.  

The driver asked me who I thought would win the American presidential election, which was the 
next day. I knew who I hoped would win, but didn’t see any clear winner. I had to start laughing when 
he told me how proud people in Africa were that America elected a man born from there. “So you 
really think Obama was born in Africa?” I asked.  

“Oh, yes! Everyone knows this here,” he proudly proclaimed. “We do not understand why people 
from America do not want to admit this.” 

“Well, it could be that if he was proven to be born in Africa, then he couldn’t be our president,” 
I told him.  

“Why would that matter?” he asked. 
“We have a law that a person can only be president if he or she is born in America,” I shared. 

“I’ve adopted two amazing kids who would probably make wonderful presidents someday, but they 
were born here, so they are not allowed to run for president of the United States—ever.” 

He kept asking questions about politics, but the subject started to stress me out. I looked at my 
watch. It had now been more than 20 minutes since he had told Mark we were just around the corner. 
“Are we almost there?” I asked. 

“Almost,” he said. The phone rang again, and the driver answered. 
I could hear Mark say, “I thought you said you were around the corner? How close exactly are 

you?” 
“We are driving up the road to you,” the driver said. At that point, he slowed down and stopped 

on the six-lane highway. Across those lanes, I could see my husband desperately waving him over 
from the far side. The driver made a U-turn in the middle of the traffic and drove across all the lanes 
to Mark. My door opened and I was whisked away by DJ and Mark as they threw some money at the 
driver and thanked him.  



“Come on, we have to run to make it,” Mark said. “What happened? We were afraid you weren’t 
going to get here in time.” We were running down a long set of stairs and down a dirt road, about a 
block away.  

“The traffic was just really bad,” I tried to answer as we ran faster and jumped over rocks and 
holes in the road. Then we turned and ran up to a white building. We went through security and it 
was then that I saw Mark’s hands shaking. The elevator was full. “We don’t have time to wait...let’s 
take the stairs,” Mark said. I should’ve worn my tennis shoes, I thought.  

Finally, we arrived on the fourth floor to a packed room of people. The room was sweltering hot. 
I looked at all the people sitting on the chairs and standing around every inch of wall. Every attendant 
had a line waiting for their attention. How would we be able to pull this off before they closed in ten 
minutes?  

“Mark Worton,” the man from behind the desk called out as if he saw us walk in. We all glanced 
momentarily at one another, not believing what we heard. The man waved his hand to come to the 
farthest desk. Within a few minutes, we received the third stamp, and then the fourth and final stamp. 
We paid the attendant just as they were starting to close up for the day. We took a deep breath as we 
turned to walk out of the room. Mark looked up at the clock, “12:30 p.m., not a moment too soon,” 
he said. But at least now we had the documents we needed for an attorney to be able to speak for us. 

“Wasn’t it you that said that God is never late, but He may make you wait to the last minute to 
answer your prayer?” I teased. “He’s just trying to build your faith.” 

 
 


