
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 27 
JUDGEMENT DAY  

 
“He doesn’t call the qualified, 

He qualifies the called.” 
—Mark Batterson, author of The Circle Maker 

 
I awakened with excruciating pain shooting through my body. My eyes could barely focus as I searched 
the pitch black room for any sign of light. I was freezing, but was covered with every blanket we had. 
I reached to find my phone, but it was nowhere to be found.  

Then the pain shot through me again. I grabbed my stomach and cried out, praying God would 
take the pain away. Was it food poisoning? I couldn’t believe how much pain I was in. I dropped to my 
knees from the bed and slowly made my way to a standing position. I stumbled in the dark until I felt 
my way to the bathroom door. In the quiet, and for a moment, I thought I was in the middle of a bad 
dream. I felt disoriented and I could feel myself losing consciousness. I turned to get Mark...I needed 
help. I took a step toward the bedroom and felt myself falling into blackness. 

“Honey,” I heard Mark’s voice in the dark, “Honey, talk to me. Are you okay?” I could feel Mark’s 
arms holding me up. He must’ve caught me before I hit the floor. 

“I need help,” I whispered. I had no strength in my body. 
“What’s going on?” Mark asked, “Do you need the bathroom or to go to bed?” 
“I feel sick,” I mumbled. 
Mark walked me into the bathroom and put a towel around my shoulders. Although it was warm 

outside, I was shivering uncontrollably, feeling as if I would rather be dead than withstand this pain. 
All I could pray was, Please take away this pain and please God, don’t let that guy with the bad pitch start singing 
over the bullhorn. 

Somehow I awoke to find myself lying on the floor of that small bathroom with my head in the 
shower stall, throwing up. I’m sure I was a fabulous sight to behold as sounds of a dying cow filled 
our small apartment. I crawled back to my bed and fell asleep until Mark woke me at noon.  

 
* * * * * 

 
Mark had taken care of the girls all morning. I woke up refreshed and ready to face the day, like 
nothing had happened. It was hard to believe that just hours before, I felt like I was going to die on 
our bathroom floor.  

I started singing an old song that I used to sing in church called “We Have Overcome.” I couldn’t 
get it out of my head, so I found it on YouTube. The girls started laughing when they saw me dancing 
and singing, declaring the words for our case. Favor giggled and started dancing alongside me as I 
tried to get Mark and McKenzie to drop their cool factor and join us. 

An hour later, we all made our way down to the staff’s area lounge for Tea Time—the best part 
of the day—with Ethiopian coffee, pastries, and our new friends from the campus. One by one, they 
made their way over to where we sat. Most of them just wanted to let us know that they were praying 



and believing that we would get good news. A few friends invited us to join them for Thanksgiving 
dinner if we happened to still be in Ethiopia, although they did apologize that it would be a 
Thanksgiving dinner without the turkey and pumpkin pie. All the things we had taken for granted 
back home hit the reality pavement of my mind. This is what the thousands of American missionaries 
give up all the time to bring Jesus to others in foreign lands. They give up not only the turkey and the 
pumpkin pies but also the luxuries and traditions that we don’t think twice about in the States. My 
one month homesick stage was just a glimpse into what they do for years without complaint. I felt 
sad, not because I might not have turkey for Thanksgiving, but because I hadn’t seen or recognized 
all that missionaries do for God’s Kingdom and their many sacrifices—no matter how big or small.  

Jody walked over to me with a small gift in her hand. Favor and McKenzie followed closely behind, 
watching my every reaction. “The girls and I made you a little something the other day,” Jody said, 
handing me a small, woven brown bag. “I know today’s a big day, and hopefully this will be a 
wonderful memory of this time and not a painful one, but we’re all hoping you’re going to get good 
news today. I debated whether to give it to you now or after you heard the verdict. Then I decided 
that it’s all going to be good.” 

“Thank you, Jody.” I said, “You’ve done so much. What would we have done if you hadn’t been 
here? Seriously.” I was touched as I took the bag in my hands and started to slowly reveal the treasure 
inside. I pulled out a silver I.D. bracelet with “I love Mom” etched on the front and “Ethiopia 2012” 
on the inside. 

“Favor wrote the ‘I love Mom’ and McKenzie did the ‘Ethiopia 2012’ on the inside,” Jody pointed 
out. 

“I love it! It will be a wonderful memory, no matter what, because you made it for me. Thank 
you!” I turned to the girls and gave them a big hug. “I’ll never forget Ethiopia 2012. It’s been a life 
challenge and a life-changer. I don’t want to miss what God wants to do with all this.” 

“That is for sure,” Jody said, “and I’m sure you won’t.” 
“I know I won’t forget it,” McKenzie said with an awkward smile, then turned and joined her new 

friends outside on the covered porch. I glanced at Jody with a knowing look and back towards 
McKenzie. I knew that behind her smile, there was a little girl who was hurting deeply and just wanted 
to be back home. 

“I’m sorry,” Jody said. “I can see this has been hard on her.” 
I nodded my head in agreement. 
“My girls went through a very hard time of homesickness when we first got here,” Jody continued. 

“They still have little bouts with it, but we didn’t have all this other stress piled on that your family 
does. I know McKenzie will be okay. She’s a strong girl.” 

“Thank you,” I answered. “I know you all are transitioning too. I don’t think McKenzie was 
expecting a trip quite like this. There’s a part of me that wishes we hadn’t brought her, but then another 
side that realizes, what would we have done without her?” 

 
* * * * * 

 
We arrived at court at 2:55 p.m., five minutes before our court appointment. Our stomachs were 
turning as we ran up the three flights of stairs and into the waiting area. Out of breath, we walked into 



a normally packed waiting room to find only Jamila and EAI’s lawyer, discussing something that 
abruptly ended when they saw us. We took our seats and caught our breath. Mesfin hadn’t arrived, so 
Mark texted him to see how far he was from us. Jamila and the lawyer walked out into the hallway. 
Mark and I sat alone. 

“I don’t see Adeferese,” I said. 
“Yeah,” Mark replied. He was distracted by an email on his phone. 
“What?” I asked and tried to look at what had grabbed his attention. 
Mark quickly shut his phone off and took a deep breath. 
“Who was that from?” I questioned.  
“It’s not important,” he said.  
I looked at him. There was tension all over his body. Maybe he was worried about the verdict. 
“We’re going to win this,” I declared. 
Mark looked at me with no expression. “I hope so,” he said. 
I didn’t know what was up with my husband, but I was sure it had to do with the email. At that 

moment, Mark received a text from Mesfin. He was down the street, grabbing a bite to eat, and would 
be there soon. 

“He’ll be here soon?” I asked, “Does he remember what time we have our appointment?” 
“Yes,” Mark said, “he knows. He’s coming.” 
I could feel the stress in every word Mark said.  
Jamila and the lawyer walked in and took a seat not too far from us. I looked at them. This agency 

had caused so much trouble for us, but today I felt a shift. They weren’t as confident and arrogant. 
Jamila glanced at us and managed a weak smile. Her eyes had softened toward us. 

The young lady who calls us into the courtroom came out to let us know the judge was ready to 
see us. We asked for a few more minutes to give Mesfin time to make it there. 

“What’s going on?” I asked.  
“We got a few emails this weekend,” Mark said. “They were from EAI America and Adeferese.” 
“What did they say?” I asked, with a knot quickly forming near my throat. 
Mark shook his head in a way I recognized, and the news wasn’t good. “Adeferese obviously got 

to them, and now they refuse to help us in any way. They are saying we took illegal actions, and they 
didn’t have all the information or the facts. I saw an attached email from Adeferese to them that was 
telling EAI America that we were doing criminal actions, and our lawyer didn’t understand how serious 
this was.” 

“So they’re believing his lies,” I said. 
“His side of the story,” Mark corrected me. 
“No,” I stood my ground. “He lied to them about us. You don’t pass court and Embassy—and 

then go through a court process again to win a daughter that’s already yours—and call that criminal 
action. What a pile of...” I was so angry that I wanted to scream. 

“I know,” Mark said. “That’s why I haven’t shown you the emails.” 
“When were the emails sent?” I asked. 
“That’s the funny thing,” Mark said with a grin. “They were all sent on Friday after we finished 

court, right after our internet went down at The Academy.” 



“Well,” I laughed, “obviously God didn’t want us to get them. I bet He was behind that little fluke 
accident with the internet. He wanted us to have a quiet weekend, free from harassment.”  

“Yep,” Mark laughed. 
“Bummer that everyone had to suffer no internet this weekend!” I said. “Don’t tell them it was 

us. Can I see the email?” 
“It’ll just make you mad,” Mark said. 
“That bad?” I asked. 
“Every sentence Adeferese wrote to EAI America has misinformation in some way. It’s bad.” 

Mark was right—I didn’t want or need to see it. 
Mesfin walked into the waiting room with a big smile on his face and sat next to Mark. Mark pulled 

out his phone and showed him the email from EAI America and Adeferese. 
“This is what we got in our email box a few minutes ago,” Mark said as he handed his phone to 

Mesfin to read.  
“They sent this today?” Mesfin looked up at Mark with a curious look. 
“They sent it Friday after court,” Mark clarified, “but we just got it today.” 
Mesfin finished reading the email and shook his head. “Lies to scare you,” he said. “They know 

they have no case, so they try to scare you to hand over the child.” Mesfin smiled with a grin that said 
it all then licked his bottom lip. “This tells me they are scared that you are going to win.” 

“Really?” Mark asked. “Because it sounds to me like they are trying to throw us in prison if we 
don’t hand her over.” 

“The judge would tell you to hand her over if she thought she was in any danger,” Mesfin said. 
The young lady came out of the judge’s room and saw that Mesfin had arrived. “The Mark 

Wortons,” she said. We all stood up quickly and walked into the small room that held the mystery we 
all hoped would unfold in our favor. I greeted the young lady with a smile and looked around the 
courtroom. A young man sat at his laptop typing away. He paused long enough to glance up and give 
us a smile. The judge was looking over some paperwork on her desk before she looked up and greeted 
us with an expressionless, “Hello.”  

She took a breath and asked the attorneys to stand up for the reading of the verdict, which she 
held in her hands. Mesfin stood up in the back of the room, next to Jamila and EAI’s lawyer. 

She began reading in Amharic, and again we found our lives in the balance, not understanding a 
word that was being said about a decision that would forever leave a mark on us. As she read the 
three-page verdict, I reached for Mark’s hand. We were both shaking from nerves. I closed my eyes 
to pray and find peace in this moment. From the depth of my spirit I heard, “Today, I will vindicate 
you.” I instantly felt peace, and I knew the battle had been won.  

 
* * * * * 

 
I remembered the dream that a little orphan boy had dreamt three years earlier, about a python that 
had four children cornered, ready to steal, kill, and destroy their future. I could see the heel of Jesus 
coming down upon the python’s head, and the sword of truth slicing through the body of this slithery, 
demonic spirit, letting it fall powerlessly to the ground. I saw Jesus standing victoriously, and I saw 
four children running to embrace their forever families. 



 
* * * * * 

 
I looked up to see the young court reporter smiling and nodding his head yes at us. I quickly shifted 
my eyes to where Mesfin was standing, listening as the judge continued to read the verdict. He was 
smiling from ear to ear. He looked at me and acknowledged his approval of what was being read. I 
turned to Mark and whispered in his ear, “We won, I think we won. Look at Mesfin.” Mark quickly 
turned to see Mesfin looking at both of us with a smile.  

As the judge wrapped up the verdict, the room suddenly erupted with celebration. Everyone was 
smiling and congratulating us before we even knew what had happened.  

We sat stunned as Jamila and the EAI lawyer made their way to us with hands extended, 
“Congratulations,” she said with a sincere smile. “We are very happy for you and your child.”  

“Thank you,” Mark and I replied, still trying to grasp that the battle was over. Before we could say 
another word, they were gone. 

“You won!” Mesfin declared. “You won!” 
Mark and I looked at the judge to make sure everything we were hearing was true. Did she just 

declare us victorious? We watched as she closed the three-page handwritten verdict and looked up at 
us. 

“You can take your daughter and go home,” she said, smiling the biggest smile I had seen her 
reveal in our five meetings in this small courtroom. They were the very words DJ had dreamed about 
nights before, and they were the words we had waited to hear for what seemed like forever. “Take your 
daughter and go home.” The sweetest words to our ears. 

I looked at the judge, who had joy in her eyes! She looked as if a heavy burden had been taken off 
her shoulders. I knew I was looking in the face of a woman who sought to do the right thing. There 
was no doubt that she had been receiving heavy pressure about our case, and judging in our favor 
could not have been easy, but she had stood strong. We were thankful for the courage she showed. 

“Thank you,” I said in her native language. 
“You’re welcome,” she said in English. “Your daughter is a very loved child.” 
“Yes, she is,” I said. “We will take good care of her.” 
“Yes,” she said. “I know you will.” 
“Thank you,” I said one more time before Mark and I turned to leave the courtroom. 
 

* * * * * 
 

Mark looked at Mesfin and took a huge breath, “It’s over,” Mark said, and they both reached out to 
give each other a big hug. “Do we need anything to take to immigration to pick up her passport and 
visa?” 

Mesfin paused before running back into the courtroom and reappearing a few seconds later. “They 
are going to take the verdict downstairs to have the lady type it out for you. You need to take it to 
immigration,” Mesfin said. “It will only take a few minutes, maybe 15.” 

“Will that give us time to get to immigration?” Mark asked. 
“Yes,” Mesfin was thinking, “I think the immigration office closes at five this evening.” He glanced 



at his watch. “It is just a little past three now.” 
 

* * * * * 
 

Mark informed Dave that we had won the case, and we would be down in 15 minutes. After 45 
minutes had passed, Mesfin started pacing the floor, sticking his head into the judge’s office. Mark 
and I watched as the secretary walked past him to go down the stairs to where the verdict was being 
typed for us. A few minutes later, the elevator door opened and the secretary stepped out and 
motioned for Mesfin to come to her.  

Mesfin talked with her, then slowly walked back to where Mark and I were sitting. “It looks like 
this lady has been bribed to type your verdict slowly,” Mesfin whispered. “This lady is their transcriber 
and usually very fast. Today, not so much.” 

“Why would they do that?” I asked. 
Mesfin shook his head in disbelief. 
“Is it to keep us from getting to immigration today?” I asked. “We won. What on Earth could 

they do?” 
“They sent someone down to replace her and get it done for you,” Mesfin said. “It shouldn’t take 

much longer now.” 
Mark and I continued to wait. We could see Dave and the girls parked on the street below us. 

Even though we had won, the enemy was still in a battle with us.  
Mesfin walked us down to the first floor waiting area where our verdict was being typed out. The 

moment we entered, as if on script, everyone paused and looked up from their work to stare at us. 
Mesfin said something in Amharic and they all went back to work. After a few minutes, Mesfin asked 
Mark to bring his wallet. They were charging us for the copy they had typed, but at least it was done. 
I looked at my watch, it was 4:55—too late to make it to immigration. We would have to wait until 
they opened tomorrow morning. 

With the copy of our victorious verdict in hand, we rushed out to see our girls, who had been 
waiting patiently with Dave. As we walked down the sidewalk toward their car, the back door opened 
and Favor stepped out. Her smile was effervescent as she ran toward us with open arms. 

“America...we go now?” She squealed as she jumped into my arms, squeezing my neck in 
excitement.  

“Yes,” I said through tears. “America...all of us!” I put Favor down and she jumped into Mark’s 
arms as he covered her face with kisses. 

“My girl,” he said. “My girl.” 
McKenzie rushed over to us and joined in the celebration. We were all so happy to be going home 

together. 
 



 
 

McKenzie, Favor, and I celebrating the news that the long wait to go home is over! 
  

“Yay!” McKenzie said. “What took you so long?” 
“We had a secretary who acted like she’d never typed before,” I said.  
“What?” McKenzie said, confused. “I’m just happy it’s over. Are we leaving tonight?” 
“We have to get her passport and visa tomorrow, but then we’ll fly out tomorrow night. We have 

to go home and pack!” I said. 
“But first,” Mark said, “We need to run out to the airport and see if we can pick up her passport 

and visa.”  
 

* * * * * 
 

Dave drove us out to the airport. It was a quiet night, so we were able to park close to the entrance. 
The girls and I stayed in the car while Mark ran to the immigration office entrance and knocked on 
the door. The woman, who had shown us no compassion on the night we were stopped at the airport, 
opened the door. Mark recognized her and caught his breath before speaking. 

“Hi,” Mark said, “I was the person you stopped about three weeks ago with my family. You took 
my daughter’s passport and visa.” 

“Yes,” she said, “I remember you.” 
“Really?” Mark asked, hoping she wasn’t being sarcastic. 
“Of course,” she responded. 
“We just won our court case,” Mark said. 
“Congratulations!” she said with a smile. 
“Thank you,” Mark said, “I was wondering if I could pick up her passport and visa from you?” 
“No,” she responded, “not here. It was sent down to the main immigration office. Do you still 

have the pink receipt we gave you?” 
“Yes,” Mark said. 



“Good. Make sure you get a letter from them that verifies her release to leave the country.” 
Not wanting to question why he needed a letter when he had a valid passport and visa, Mark said, 

“Thank you. We’ll see you tomorrow.” 
“Good luck,” she said with a smile. 
 

* * * * * 
 

That night we were greeted with congratulatory remarks everywhere we went at The Academy. They 
were thrilled at the news of our victory. Back in the States, my Facebook post was spreading the word 
fast that we had won: 
 

God has WON the battle and He has given us the VICTORY!! FAVOR is coming to 
America!!...It’s going to be a Thanksgiving to remember. Thank you so much for all the 
prayers! All the glory goes to God!! 

  
New and old friends alike were celebrating our victory as they saw our post. My brother Steve ran 

over to my parents’ house to share the good news with my father, who wept to hear that his new 
granddaughter would be coming home to America. Donna, a precious friend from our church in 
Franklin was working at Panera Bread Company when she got the news. She yelled out with joy, and 
she told everyone standing in line and behind the counter how we had won the victory and could 
bring home our daughter. People then started clapping throughout the restaurant! Donna quickly 
called her husband Norm, who was traveling to a business appointment. Norm pulled his car over as 
he started weeping in thankfulness and praising God on the side of the road.  

Mark decided to reach out to the vice-consul of the American Embassy and tell him about our 
victory. It was seven in the evening. 

He answered on the second ring. 
“Hi,” Mark said, “this is Mark Worton.” 
“Hey Mark,” the vice-consul responded. 
“I wanted to call and let you know that we won our case today,” Mark said. “We finally get to go 

home.” 
After a silent pause in the conversation, the vice-consul responded, “Oh...really?” 
The vice-consul’s response took Mark by surprise, as if it wasn’t what he was expecting. He took 

a deep breath as he felt his heart come up to his throat. 
“Yeah,” Mark said, “we did.”  
“Well,” the vice-consul said, “I need to check and see whether you’ll need to come down to the 

Embassy and sign any additional documents before you go anywhere.”  
“Okay,” Mark said, “let me know.” 
“I will call you tomorrow,” the vice-consul said. 
Mark hung up the phone. God, can I at least get one win on this? he asked. I’m just asking for a pass. Do 

we have to battle out everything?  
His mind immediately went to the email he had received from EAI America with Adeferese’s 

request for their help to stop us. He searched for any reason we would need to sign additional 



paperwork at the Embassy, and what should have been a night of celebration turned into another 
restless night of Mark playing out different scenarios in his head. Could we have come this far and still be 
stopped? As Mark wrestled with his concerns through the night, he prayed that God would make a way 
for us to get out safely and legally without any further delays or battles.  

 


