
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 15 
HELP COMES 

 
 “Our story had taken a turn for a different ending...” 

—Missy Maxwell Worton 
 

“Do you need help?” I heard a voice coming from the line behind me. It was my friend Sue, Julie’s 
mom. She was an adoption agent, and if ever there was a voice for orphans, Sue was a strong one. She 
would take the hardest orphan cases—special needs, sibling groups, AIDS—and find them loving, 
forever families in America. We couldn’t have run into a more qualified person to help us. She had 
dealt with any and every adoption problem you could come across.  

“Yes!” I answered. She turned from the immigration window and began walking toward Mark and 
me, still surrounded by immigration officers. She had two Ethiopian little ones—one in a stroller and 
one holding tightly to her hand. She was taking them to their family in America. 

“You cannot go over there!” The officer yelled, trying to stop her. 
“I can and I will! They are with me,” Sue replied, putting the officer in her place. “What is going 

on?” I could barely speak before I was overcome with emotion. She hugged me and said, “Do you 
need me to call the Embassy?” 

“Yes, they took her passport and visa from us,” I choked out.  
Sue looked up at the crowd of officers and then back at me. “I’ve never heard of this happening. 

Do you know why?” she asked.  
I shook my head no.  
“We have everything. We passed the court, the Embassy...” Mark said as he showed her all our 

papers. 
“Why did you take the child’s passport away?” Sue asked the head officer. 
“We have orders to stop the child from leaving the country,” the officer answered. 
“But, who stopped us?” Mark pleaded, although inside we knew this had to be connected to 

Adeferese.  
Sue pulled her cell phone out of a jacket pocket and gave it to Mark. “Here, dial up the vice-consul. 

He’s in my speed dial. He can help you.” Mark took the phone and walked away from the officers to 
make the call. 

“We do not know. We just cannot let her go. Sorry, we cannot help you!” the immigration officer 
responded to Sue and me. I could tell that some of the officers were kind and wanted to help us, but 
there were others that were sharp and unyielding to our pleas. 

“Is there a decree stopping them? A piece of paper?” Sue asked politely. 
“There is a court order,” the officer turned to me. “We were just told to stop you. We cannot help 

you. You come back after you go to immigration offices on Monday.” She handed me a pink slip. 
“You take this and they will give you the passport back.” 

“I don’t understand what’s going on,” Sue said. “Maybe the U.S. Embassy will be able to help you 
out.” 



My head was spinning. I looked up at Mark, who was finishing up his talk with the vice-consul at 
the U.S. Embassy. The defeat on his face told me the news wasn’t what he wanted to hear. 

“The vice-consul said there’s nothing they can do tonight. We’ll have to stay here over the weekend 
and find out Monday why we were stopped. He doesn’t know why. They can’t help with Favor because 
she’s not an American yet. We might need to go through the courts to get this cleared. He said it’s in 
the hands of the Ethiopian government now.” Mark took a deep breath. “He also said we’d need an 
attorney. He can recommend one.” 

“You go to the court Monday and ask why they stop you,” a young, female officer spoke up. “It 
will all be okay, you’ll see. You’ll go to America soon.” She smiled and looked at me with such 
compassion. I knew she wanted to help. 

One by one, the officers returned to their various posts, except one—the head of immigration, 
who had a hard look and had been deaf to our pleas. She watched us in silence and satisfaction, looking 
so smug and arrogant. I checked my “love” meter. As much as I wanted to attack her with words, I 
knew she was only doing the job she had been hired to do. I knew there was nothing we could do at 
this point—neither words nor tears would move them to let us pass through. I looked at her leaning 
against the wall, watching us walk away. Did she have any idea that not letting Favor go to America 
could put her in danger or seal her into a life of slavery? I turned away, but secretly I was praying God 
would keep her up all night. 

 
* * * * * 

 
“I don’t understand why this is happening to you. In all my years, I’ve never seen this,” Sue said. “Do 
you have a phone? An Ethiopian phone?” 

“No,” Mark replied. 
“My daughter Julie is staying here. She just dropped me off—she can pick you up and at least find 

a place for you to stay for the night, until you can figure out what you’re doing.” Sue handed us the 
phone, “Here, take my phone as long as you need it. It will be no problem for Julie to come back and 
pick you up. She’ll be thrilled to see your new little one.” 

“Are you sure?” Mark asked. We didn’t want to be a burden, but we knew we couldn’t return to 
the Hilton. That’s what Adeferese would expect us to do.  

Sue reached out and gave me a long hug. “It’s going to be okay. I’ll be praying for you. I’ll do all 
I can from my side.” At that, she turned and walked through the immigration gate pushing a stroller 
with one of the little ones and the other child clutching her hand. What I would’ve given to be able to 
walk through that gate with them and head home to America. 

Mark rushed over to the ticket counter to stop our luggage before we would be stranded with only 
the clothes on our backs. I walked out of immigration and into the crowded check-in area with the 
girls. I looked over and saw the sweetest couple standing in line with two older Ethiopian children, 
whose faces were bright with anticipation of their journey. That should be us, I thought as I walked past. 
My heart ached at the very sight of them. 

“God, I don’t understand this, but I trust You. I trust You,” I whispered. “Please give me strength 
to walk through this.”  

 



* * * * * 
 

I looked up to see a large crowd of women covered in black burkas waiting—for what, I don’t know. 
The stares were piercing as we moved against the flow of traffic to get to the baggage claim. The girls 
and I sat on a bench and waited for our luggage.  

“Mom, what’s going to happen to us?” McKenzie asked as she put her head on my shoulder. I 
moved my hand on her head to comfort her. “We aren’t going to lose Favor, are we?” 

“I’m not sure, Sweetie,” I answered. “I know God is with us. I know He wasn’t surprised by this, 
so, we have to trust that He knows what He’s doing. We just can’t see it right now.” Favor laid her 
head in my lap. She was exhausted, and I could see a weight on her that I had not seen until now. 
“Favor, we’re not leaving you,” I said. She looked in my eyes, finding the truth she heard. I wiped her 
tear-stained face and smiled at her. Her sparkling eyes were now red and disappointment replaced the 
joy that was there just minutes ago. 

“Mom, I don’t want to lose her,” McKenzie said, as I felt a tear drop onto my shoulder. 
“I don’t either.” There was nothing more to say. She was family now. 
Mark was nervously making phone calls. One of those calls was to Pochi. He told her we had been 

stopped at immigration and that we had a place to stay for the night. She said she and Pastor from the 
church she attended—Covenant Church—would be there in the morning to pick us up. She was in 
shock, but she encouraged Mark that God had a plan. She also said she and the church would help us 
every step of the way. 

Fighting back tears, we walked out of the airport. The head of security ran over to us and offered 
to help in any way possible. When he realized that we could not return to the Hilton, he brought us 
all cold waters, which in that moment, was the kindest thing he could’ve done.  

Julie spotted us immediately as we came out of the terminal, and she ran over to give us a hug. 
Even though it was a bittersweet reunion because we were in emotional shock, it was so good to see 
a friend from America. 

“So this is Favor,” she said, bending down to give her a hug, “the one you’ve been waiting and 
fighting for—for so long.” The words hit me like a sledgehammer to the stomach. We had waited and 
fought so hard and long for her. It couldn’t end this way. Where was our happy ending? Where was our 
victory once we set foot on Ethiopian soil? Had God forgotten His promise to me? Did I not hear God? My mind 
struggled to grab any words Julie and the driver were saying to us. I did my best to make conversation 
on our ride to the guesthouse.  

Mark was in a different world. He had stopped talking and tears were gathering in his eyes. He 
was in a daze—a fog that wouldn’t let up—and the accusing words, What have I done? kept repeating 
in his head. 

 
* * * * * 

 
The gate to the guesthouse swung open, and we were greeted by the owners. They had prepared a 
dinner for us.  

Mark and I fed the girls and did our best to eat something, but we had no appetites. After the 
meal, I took the girls upstairs to our room and opened the suitcases. I had packed them just hours 



before, but it seemed like years. I was happy to have what few clothes we brought. I found the girl’s 
pajamas and had them brush their teeth and get ready for bed. They went into the bathroom without 
a word, with their shoulders and heads hung in exhaustion. 

 

 
 

A platter of Ethiopian food served on Injera bread. 
 
Downstairs, Mark had opened our email to find an urgent message from Adeferese. He made it 

clear that he was the one who had stopped us by convincing the judge that we were doing something 
illegal in our adoption. He said he was protecting the reputation of EAI, and any attempt to take Favor 
would make things complicated. He stated that he had recently seen a video of a ceremony where the 
four children had been handed over to the zonal officials for placement with foster care. He was 
convinced that the orphanage had misled all of the adoptive parents and he now believed that Favor 
had never actually been in their custody. All of Adeferese’s claims in this email were lies. We had first-
hand proof that Favor had been in the custody of Pochi’s orphanage. The email made Adeferese and 
EAI sound like they were completely justified in trying to stop our adoption, because they made it 
appear as if they were only doing what was in the best interest of the child. Yet we knew the real story: 
Favor and the three other children were in the middle of the adoption process with their forever 
families when they were removed from Pochi’s orphanage and placed with a foster mother who 
worked at the orphanage. I thought about the dream Daniel had about the python. It was becoming 
clear who the snake was—and that snake was holding back four children from their forever families. 

 
* * * * * 

 
I walked in to see Mark clicking away on the computer. His eyes and nose were red and swollen. I 

could see that my husband was carrying a huge weight on his shoulders. I paused, not sure if I wanted 
to interrupt. He stopped and looked up at me with eyes that still said he was sorry. 

“Who are you contacting?” I asked. 
“Just some prayer warriors, friends, travel agent,” he said. I nodded my head, still unable to hold 



eye contact with him. I turned and started to walk down the hallway to return to our room. I stopped. 
I had to know. I had to ask. The reality that his decision could cost me a daughter was sinking in. I 
had to understand why he didn’t trust my instinct to leave. I slowly turned around and walked back to 
where Mark was. I stood in front of him, choosing my words. He stood motionless, bracing for what 
would come. 

“I have to know why you didn’t listen to me!” I said. “Aren’t we supposed to work together? I 
begged you to leave on Thursday! We would be home now and Favor would be safe!” I lowered my 
voice, trying to control my anger. All I could think about was what I thought should’ve been. “Was it 
the money? With you it’s always about the money. What was it, a few hundred to change our flights?” 
I wanted answers and I wasn’t hearing anything. 

“It’s all on me. I know that.” Mark said, and looked down.  
“How do I trust you? I was your partner, telling you what my spirit was saying, ‘We have to get 

out of here, now!’ Do you not trust that I hear from God, too?” Mark had no response. He just stood 
facing me. “We could lose her! Why didn’t you listen to me?” I said, overwhelmed with the thought.  

Silence.  
“Don’t you think I have realized the cost of my decision?” he said after a minute or two, totally 

broken. “If we lose her...I’m the one who’ll live with that the rest of my life.”  
“No, you’re not the only one who will live with it,” I said under my breath and walked away.  
I felt drained. The hallway was dark and all I could see was the light under our door. I walked in 

and saw Favor with her face toward the wall, resting. McKenzie was lying in bed, her eyes heavy with 
sleep. 

“Mom, where are we going to go?” McKenzie asked.  
“I don’t know,” I said, running my fingers over her arm. 
“Oh, that feels good.” Her eyes closed. “What’s that noise?” she said as she yawned and drifted 

into sleep. I could hear the sound of a large airplane starting to take off. 
“An airplane,” I said, glancing at my watch. It was 10:30 p.m., and I realized it was our flight. I 

looked at McKenzie who was now fast asleep, pulled the covers over her shoulders, and walked over 
to the open window next to their bed. I pulled back the curtain. In the distance, I saw our plane—the 
Dreamliner we were scheduled to be on—power into the open sky above us. My heart sank further 
as I read “Ethiopian Airlines” on its side, knowing our four seats would be empty. My heart felt sick, 
like someone was squeezing the life out of it. I was so homesick that I could barely breathe. I wanted 
to hug my boys, see my dog, and sleep in my bed. I felt like I was in a movie with the wrong ending 
to my story. Suddenly, amidst the tears, a peace came over me. I knew God was in control. I knew He 
was a God who worked out good things for those who loved Him, and He was working for us in this 
hour. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Later that sleepless night, I got on Facebook and wrote to our faithful prayer warriors: 
 

We know God is in control. We know all things work together for good for those who 
love Him. God is working on our behalf. We did get stopped at immigration and they 



took Favor’s passport and visa. If you’ve ever seen a beautiful young girl go from 
excitement to pure fear and tears...it’s devastating. I held her tight and she is still with 
us. This momma and daddy are not leaving without her. We have to stay in Ethiopia 
until we can go to immigration and prove our case. The Embassy is with us, but can’t 
go over the government’s head concerning Favor because she is not American until she 
sets foot in the U.S. We don’t know how long this will take.  

We are exhausted and need prayer to just keep our heads above water. Pray for 
wisdom, divine connection, and that this will be resolved quickly. We need protection 
desperately. We are safe in a wonderful Christian guest house tonight. God never said it 
would be easy. Sometimes we have to kill a few more giants than we have strength for. 
In this case, God is fighting for us so we don’t have to have the strength because it’s His 
battle. It never was ours. We just have to trust Him. 

Truth be told, we’re in shock, but we also know God’s promises are true. We know 
we can expose some things in this country that are hurting adoption and these precious 
orphans. Maybe that’s why God has us going through this, so we can bring light into a 
dark place and situation. We then are happy to be used for the Lord. He loves these 
children, and we are fighting not just for our child, but all those who might be put in 
harm because of this corruption. We have nothing to hide and bringing this to light 
might help some other families not go through this. We’re warriors for those who have 
no voice and they messed with the wrong children of God. All this did was get our 
fighting spirit going to see that justice is done. 

 
Trusting God to do great things!! 
Love you! 
Mark and Missy 

 

 
 


