
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 24 
LETTING GO  

 
“Some of us think holding on makes us strong, 

but sometimes it is letting go.” 
—Herman Hesse, author, Noble Prize in Literature, 1946 

 
The call to prayer pierced through our much-needed rest at 4 a.m. With no mute button, I found 
myself awake and annoyed that a person with tonal pitch wasn’t a prerequisite for leading the call to 
prayer over a bullhorn. I started replaying the conversation that we had with Pochi the night before. 
How could anyone expect us to turn our back on a child—especially after we had met her? She knew we came to 
give her a family and call her daughter. We loved Favor! Before she was born, she was destined to be 
part of our family, and although no one wants to see a child go through such great loss, we knew her 
destiny was tied to us. God already knew how He would use this little girl to inspire so many to rise 
up and pray for the orphans.  

Today was going to be a great day. Julie was coming to take Mark, the girls, and me up to the 
mountain that held some of Ethiopia’s greatest historical treasures. I couldn’t wait to get out of the 
city and breathe in the mountain air.  

The views were gorgeous as we drove up the mountains. They would crest and then level off for 
a few miles. Snuggled in between were the most beautiful valleys and farmland. The land we looked 
over was alive with growth. The air was thin but pure and clean as we reached the top. I forgot where 
I was as we walked through the church cut out of the rock, and then through the First Chapel of Addis 
Ababa, where the Ark of the Covenant is said to have been kept at one time. My mind raced back to 
all the things I had read about the journey of the Ark, and how Prince Menelik I was said to have been 
King Solomon and the Queen of Sheba’s loved son who journeyed to Ethiopia. No one will ever 
know if he had taken the real Ark or the copy that Solomon had made for him.2  

We went to the palace of the first King and Queen Menelik II of Addis Ababa. We got to see the 
monks, and then there was a crazy woman who kept glaring at us and growling. I dared Mark to go 
pray for her, but he didn’t want to get attacked. So, he prayed from a safe distance. 

We walked around, looking at all the magnificent history before us, when I saw a little red cross 
hanging around some of the children’s necks. It was the same cross that a beautiful woman had given 
our son Shewit when he lived on the streets after his mother and father had died. 

“Where do they get those crosses?” I asked.  
“The church gives them to the children in the city,” the guide said. 
“Do they go to the northern cities in the Tigray region?” I asked. 
“They are from this area,” he answered. “I don’t think so.” 
“My son had one given to him on the streets of a city in the Tigray region,” I said. “The woman 

just appeared to him and told him not to worry because God had a wonderful plan for him. He 
treasures it.” 

The guide gave me a quizzical look. “I only know of nuns giving these,” he said. 



Seeing the red crosses made me miss my little guy back home. I could almost see the moment that 
a stranger saw a precious gift in Shewit. He was probably hungry and almost at his end. This beautiful 
woman, who had given my future son a cross with a message that God had a wonderful plan for him, 
also gave him hope. She might have been a missionary. She might have been a nun or an angel, but I 
believe that cross helped him survive until help could come. I wanted to give my son a hug and share 
the moment with him—but we were worlds apart. 

On our journey back to The Academy, I had the driver pull over so I could take a breath and look 
out over the city below us. Something about being on the mountain made me feel like I could think 
and see more clearly. Mark and the others came out to stand with me. 

“You doing okay?” Mark asked. 
“I think so,” I said. 
“What’s going through you mind,” he asked. 
“Loaded question,” I said, and turned to look at the woman walking past us. She had a very large, 

heavy bundle of sticks on her back. Her load was as big as she was, and she did it every day for pennies. 
I pulled out my camera and asked if I could take her picture. She nodded yes as she put her hand out 
for money. I quickly gave her a few birr and snapped a picture as she smiled. I stood and watched as 
she disappeared down the mountain road. There was something about this picture of a person carrying 
a heavy load that resonated with me.  
 

 
 

A woman carrying a heavy load down the mountain for the equivalent of a few pennies. 
 

“That was funny how she asked for money,” Mark said. 
“Yeah,” I said, “very resourceful. I wish we could’ve taken that load off her back and given her a 

ride down the hill.” 
We didn’t say much for the next few minutes. We just breathed in the splendor before us. We had 

climbed our mountain, and I refused to carry my load back down it. I mentally saw myself laying down 
the “what ifs,” the score sheet that had more cons than pros, and the anger. I thought about the book 
Pilgrim’s Progress, and the main character Christian, who carried the heavy loads of life called “burden” 
on his back like an overstuffed gym bag—until he laid his burden down at the Cross. Like him, I was 



no longer going to carry an unnecessary load when I knew God had already made a way. We had done 
all we could do, and God would carry it the rest of the way. It was time to lay it down. 

 
* * * * * 

 
We got back to The Academy as school was letting out for the day. I rushed up to start dinner, and to 
check my emails and messages. As I was reading some of the comments on our Facebook posts, I 
noticed Mark wipe a tear away as he was reading his emails. He got up and went into our room, 
shutting the door behind him. I knew he was hurting. Lord, please give Mark peace. Wrap your arms around 
him, I prayed to myself. 

You need to wrap your arms around him. Forgive him, I heard in my Spirit. I sat there at a crossroad. The 
truth be told, I wasn’t ready to forgive him. I didn’t want to let go of me being right and him being 
wrong. I still had a lot to lose, and I was mad that he hadn’t listened to me. I could feel the war going 
on inside my mind. Then I thought about those poor women with the heavy loads walking down the 
mountain. Their backs bent forward from the weight of the dead branches they carried. What a 
miserable existence, but here I was, carrying my unforgiveness like it was my burden to bear—it was 
my own load of dead branches. 

My stomach started to get nervous, like it always does when I know I need to change or accept a 
truth I don’t like. Nobody likes to be in the wrong. About that time, Mark walked out of the room 
and sat down. He looked up and gave me a weak smile. 

“Are you okay?” I asked. He couldn’t answer me. His lip started quivering and I could see that he 
had been touched by something he had received. “Did something happen?”  

He sat there, unable to speak as he shrugged his shoulders and nodded yes. “Can you at least tell 
me?” I asked. He took a deep breath and got his composure before trying to communicate what was 
stirring his heart so deeply. 

“I was just reading an email Pastor Ray had sent me,” he struggled to say. 
I got up from my chair and walked over to him. “Do you mind if I read it?” I asked. 
Mark handed me his phone.  
As I began to read, a window was opened to the personal struggles my husband had been going 

through. By our Pastor’s response, I knew Mark had reached out to him to receive the forgiveness he 
had not seen from me. I scrolled down and kept reading, I had to see what Mark had written to Pastor 
Ray. As I read Mark’s words, my heart began to melt. The ice began to chip away, and I could feel 
freedom from the hold of resentment welling up inside of me. His heart spilled out the pain of losing 
the trust of a wife he loved and putting her and his girls in danger. He laid all the blame on himself, 
humbling himself to his pastor. Something in me changed as I read. I knew he had said the same 
words to me, but seeing it written to someone else broke the chains of bitterness. I had no other 
choice but to forgive, and in one moment, I did. I let go of anything he had done or I thought he had 
done. I was no longer allowing anger and blame to keep me from freely and fully loving my husband. 
We were stronger together than we were apart. The enemy knew that, but he underestimated love.  

I looked up at Mark. His eyes had never left mine. Without a word, he saw love and forgiveness. 
He smiled and began to weep as I walked over and sat on his lap and wrapped my arms around his 
neck. 



“I love you,” I whispered, “and I forgive you, completely.” 
“I know,” he said through tears, “I could see it in your eyes. I love you so much.” 
We kissed for the first time since being stopped at immigration.  
“Ooh,” Favor said, “Mom, Dad, yucky.” 
“Get a room,” McKenzie said as she laughed. “No, really, my eyes are burning from this gross 

display of PDA!” 
“I love your momma,” Mark said to the girls. 
“Yeah,” McKenzie said, “we kinda got that.” 
“I love you,” I said to Mark. “You’re an amazing man.” 
Forgiveness leads to rest, and that night we both had the best sleep we had since arriving in 

Ethiopia.  
 

* * * * * 
 

The following day, we were picked up by Dave and Pochi to meet with Mesfin and some key people 
who had new information on our case. We pulled around to the back of the Delphin Hotel and made 
our way into the marble-encased lobby. The waitress brought us all a cup of coffee, and Mark and I 
listened as they spoke to each other in Amharic. We were becoming experts at reading emotions, and 
the conversation that was taking place before us didn’t look good. 

Mark finally spoke up, “Is there something we need to know concerning our case?” 
They all stopped and looked at us. For a moment there was silence, then Pochi started to tell us 

what was going on. 
“We believe that Adeferese has gotten to the judge,” Pochi said, then sighed deeply. Mark and I 

felt a cold chill grab our bodies. “He was up in Debre Birhan, rallying people to his side against you 
and the orphanage.” 

“Why do you think he has gotten to the judge?” Mark asked. 
“There is talk that she isn’t going to let you leave the country,” Pochi said. 
Tears began to well up in my eyes, and I could feel the room start to spin. I didn’t want to entertain 

the thoughts battling in my mind, but they were overwhelming me. I found myself wanting to give up 
and run. 

Pochi and Pastor did their best to encourage us on the way back to The Academy, but it was clear 
we were all down about the turn of events. 

“This is the dream Daniel had,” Pochi said from the front seat. “Do you remember the dream 
about the four children and the python that was trying to destroy them?” 

“Yes,” I said. 
“This is it, and the snake is the enemy,” Pochi said. “He will not win. He will not destroy these 

children.” 
Mark reached across the back seat and grabbed my hand. I looked up and felt peace looking in his 

eyes. I was so glad that he was mine, and, if we had to go through this, at least we were going through 
it together.  

We arrived back at The Academy just in time for Tea Time. It was something we looked forward 
to every afternoon with the staff. I saw Jody and knew I’d better talk to her before our court date on 



Friday. 
“Jody,” I said, “can I talk to you about something before Friday?” 
Jody was full of so much joy and personality. She quickly took me aside so we had a little privacy.  
“It’s about the girls,” I said. “We don’t know what will happen on Friday, and it looks like more 

are against us than for us.” Jody gave me a pout. “I don’t know what Adeferese is going to say, and if 
he lies about us again...” I paused. I didn’t want to speak anything negative, but I needed to make sure 
my girls were going to be safe. “He has already falsely accused us of things that could put us in prison, 
but if anything happens to us, I need you to get McKenzie back to Nashville with her Grandma 
Worton and brothers.” 

“What?” Jody said. 
“I’ll give you everything you’ll need to get her home,” I said. 
Jody listened. At that point she knew that I was very serious about what I was asking of her. 
“Then I need you to make sure the Aunt or Pochi get Favor back,” I said. “They can decide what’s 

best for her. I just want to make sure the girls are safe and back with people who love them.” 
“What are you talking about?” Jody asked. “You are going to win this court hearing and all of you 

will be going home together.” 
“I believe that,” I said, “but I also know that Adeferese has power, and I want to make sure I’ve 

got a plan for the girls if something does happen.” 
“You got it,” Jody said. “I’ll make sure they are safe, but I’m still believing for the best.” 
“Thank you,” I said as I gave her a hug. Inside, my heart was broken, and the thought that I would 

have to activate the plan for the girls crushed me.  
News of things happening at home continued to wear us down. When it rains, it pours, and our 

upstairs bathroom had a leak that was pouring into our kitchen below. On top of that, our furnace 
had gone out in the middle of the night. Grandma and the boys had awakened to a freezing home, 
and Matt, our oldest child, had been home from school for two days, diagnosed with strep.  

Mark’s mind went straight to the bank account, but before he could allow himself to worry about 
it, Grandma let us know it was financially taken care of. Grandma was standing strong through it all. 
She was a grandma, babysitter, nurse, prayer warrior, and now, a subcontractor for home repairs.  

I put the girls to bed and sat down to send our prayer warriors an update: 
 

Mark and I are getting ready to turn in for the night. We have come to the place where 
we know Favor was God’s daughter before she was ever ours. We gave her to the Lord 
because that is the safest place she can be. She has such a light that shines out of her and 
we know her Heavenly Father will not leave her an orphan. We know He has gone 
before us and has already won this battle. If you find yourself up between 4:30 a.m.–
7:30 a.m. on Friday, whisper a prayer for us. We’ll be in court. God is probably waking 
you up for war! Pray that Favor’s aunt, the orphanage coordinator, Mesfin, and we arrive 
safely to finish this case. The victory is the Lord’s! The enemy has attacked us from every 
angle, even at home. Ben Wilson, my cousin, said, “that speaks of an enemy that is 
confused, panicked, and using up all his resources...” He knows he’s defeated! McKenzie 
and Favor have taken a Sharpie to their skin, writing “Jesus is with us” on their wrist. A 
reminder that when Jesus is with us...who can be against us? 



We yearn to hear the words, “You are cleared to take your daughter home.” 
Thank you for taking this journey with us. For holding us up in prayer at all hours 

of the day and night. We have felt your prayers in more ways than you can imagine. You 
are crying out for those who have no voice, those set for destruction in these hours. 
Your reward is great in the Kingdom of God!  

We love and thank you, mighty warriors and our brothers and sisters in Christ. 
 

As I was typing the last few words, I heard Mark bang his head on the slanted ceiling over our 
bed. He groaned and grabbed his head. I quickly finished my update and hit the send button, as Mark 
pulled his hand from his head—it was covered in blood. 

 


