
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 21 
BIG BATTLES 

 
“A couple of thoughts... 

First, God is never surprised by the  
enemies plans and actions. 

Second, Big Victories never come 
without Big Battles!” 

—Ben Wilson, cousin and prayer warrior 
 
We had now been back in Ethiopia almost two weeks. Mark and I woke up with high hopes that today 
we might be given the okay to leave with Favor. Mark, with faithful anticipation, worked with our 
travel agent to get credit for our unused airline tickets and rescheduled four new tickets home after 
our court hearing today. I quickly showered and got myself ready before the girls woke up. I sent off 
a quick email to our prayer warriors: 
 

Within the next few hours, we will be facing corruption that has infiltrated the adoption 
community in Ethiopia face-to-face. We will stand before a judge and hear the argument 
of the ones who are behind holding Favor back from being adopted. They are using 
“foster care” as the reason to keep these children in Ethiopia, but “foster care” is not 
always a family that wants to take in a child because of the love and goodness in their 
heart. It is a single man who wants a child to cook, clean, and keep him company. It is a 
single mother that wants a nanny and maid. It is a form of slavery. We’re going in, 
knowing the battle is the Lord’s, we simply stand in the shadow of the Almighty God! 
The spirit we are facing is a python spirit. Three years ago, one of the orphans had a 
dream. He saw orphans cornered by a huge python snake who was not allowing the 
children to get to their forever families on the other side. The children were held captive.  

THAT DREAM IS HAPPENING NOW!  
Please join us in this spiritual fight...pray, activate every prayer warrior you know. 

The battle is the Lord’s, and just like David, who knew the Spirit of the Living God was 
with him...we too, are running toward the giant in Victory. Pray the python spirit will be 
destroyed and all these children will be freed to go to their Forever Families. 

Thank you, and may God bless you bountifully for battling with us! 
 

* * * * * 
 

We drove through the Mercato Fruit District with lightning speed, which was a shock to all of us. We 
decided to look at it as another miracle that God was indeed making a path for us. 

On our way to the courthouse, Dave shared a conversation that he had with Favor yesterday while 
we were at the restaurant. He knew how traumatic it had been for her to be stopped at immigration, 
and so, he simply asked how she was doing. 



Favor had told him, “My God is so good, He is so great. He has given me a mom and dad that 
love me more than I have ever been loved. I know they are fighting hard to take me home with them. 
I am ready to go to America with the family God has blessed me with. I think God must really love 
me to give me a family like this.”  

Mark and I couldn’t help but tear up. We hadn’t realized that she was aware that we were fighting 
for her. Our resolve became even stronger.  

We arrived to a courtroom packed with families waiting for their court appearance with the judge. 
We knew that we would be waiting for all of them to go through before we would be seen. As we 
scanned the crowd, we noticed Adeferese wasn’t there yet. Instead sat the lady who had been in the 
front of the van when we went to our embassy date, and EAI’s lawyer. This man, more than anyone, 
knew how they had treated us and the truth in our case, but I knew he wouldn’t stand up for us. They 
both looked up and gave us a pensive smile. I smiled back then searched for a seat and sat down with 
Mark and Mesfin. 

It didn’t take me long before I was talking with a family who was adopting their first child from 
Ethiopia. She was a breath of fresh air, and the man that represented their agency was so full of Jesus’s 
love that it almost knocked me out of my seat. I was a tad envious that they had such an amazing 
representative. When they asked about our adoption, I hesitated to share with so many ears listening 
in. Instead, I shared the miracles that had happened in our journey, and how God had provided at 
every step we took. She looked at me with a smile and said, “I know who you are. We’ve been praying 
for your family at our church. Favor, right?”  

“Yes,” I said. 
“I’ve heard all about your story,” she said excitedly. “I can’t believe I’m sitting here talking with 

you.” 
I was speechless. 
“God must really want you to know that He has mounted up the prayer warriors for you and you 

are not alone!” she said. 
Tears welled up and I gave her a big hug. 
“Do you have any idea how many people are praying for you guys?” she asked. “I can’t even begin 

to count how many—it’s a lot!” 
I was overcome with thankfulness for these individuals. “Tell them thank you for us. We feel those 

prayers,” I said. 
I was filled with thankfulness. I remembered how many times I had said that I would pray for 

someone or commented on Facebook that I would be praying. It really mattered to that person, even 
if I only had time to offer up a quick prayer. I sat there, unable to express my gratitude in a sufficient 
way, before she and her husband were called in for their court appearance.  

“Pray for us!” she said nervously. 
“Absolutely!” I said as we hugged. She walked through to the courtroom, turning around one last 

time to give me a little wave. “Jesus, bless them with favor today and let their court hearing go 
perfectly,” I prayed quietly. 

I looked over at Mark and Mesfin. Their heads were glued together in deep conversation. This 
man, whom we were initially concerned about, was showing his quiet strength and knowledge of the 



situation. Mesfin continually reassured Mark that EAI didn’t have a case, and he was positive that the 
judge would rule in our favor. He told Mark, “I have not found any history of a child who has been 
revoked after the court approved the adoption.” 

After Mark had finished hitting Mesfin with a barrage of questions about our case, they began 
discussing the love they had for their families. It doesn’t matter where you are from...the way a good 
man cherishes and loves his family is the same on all continents. They talked about the love they had 
for their countries and the relationship between America and Ethiopia—how the Americans had 
always been one of the first countries to help in time of need. They discussed Jesus, and Mark told 
him about our faith, and about how God had shown up for us time and time again during the past ten 
days. Mesfin, an Orthodox Christian, was amazed at Mark’s faith that God wouldn’t let us down—no 
matter how difficult life was at this moment. Mark encouraged Mesfin to get to know God on a more 
personal level. He shared scriptures with him that were full of God’s promises that He was a personal 
and loving God. 

The waiting room was soon empty except for us and the two people that EAI had sent to represent 
them. Adeferese didn’t show up.  

The door opened and the sweet clerk welcomed us into the judge’s chambers again. Mark and I 
took the same seat that we had taken before. The judge gave us a glance and quick smile, then 
immediately started talking to Mesfin and the EAI representatives in Amharic. We sat there, not 
knowing what was being said for or against us, unable to defend ourselves or correct any inaccurate 
testimony.  

“Why is Adeferese not present?” the judge asked. 
“He had business elsewhere,” the EAI lawyer responded. 
The judge took a deep breath. We could see that she was not happy. To not show up for a court 

hearing was a sign of disrespect. Everyone knew Adeferese had crossed the line and was displaying a 
false sense of authority and power. “He does understand that he is the one who must prove why he 
had this family stopped at immigration.” She began to raise her voice. “He should’ve made a way to 
be here. He was the one who started this court case with his accusations against them.”  

“The burden is on him to prove these things he said. Do you have any proof of what this couple 
did and why Adeferese says they cannot leave with their little girl?” She looked directly at both of the 
EAI representatives. We could see they were nervous. 

The EAI lawyer cleared his throat and began to speak, “We have evidence that their child was to 
be remanded to foster care before the adoption had been approved by the court.”  

“Where is this evidence?” the judge asked. 
“We are trying to find it,” the lady with EAI said. 
“If this is true,” Mesfin said, “why did EAI continue to approve the child’s paperwork for 

adoption? Bringing the family to Ethiopia for a court date and approving an embassy date?” 
“We weren’t aware of it,” the EAI lawyer said. 
“Do you not know what is going on in the orphanages you represent?” the judge asked. 
They stood like sheep going to slaughter. They had no response. 
“Honorable Judge,” Mesfin said, “is it not in the best interest of the child that she be permitted 

to go home with her family? The law says that the decision rests on the best interests of the child.” 



The Judge looked at Mesfin for a moment. We could see that she agreed with what he was saying, 
but she was deliberating over what her next move would be.  

“If they have evidence that she was to be in foster care before the court hearing, this would make 
the adoption invalid,” she said. 

The room was silent.  
Mark and I noticed the silence and looked at Mesfin, but he didn’t return our glance. I looked at 

the EAI representatives, and the woman had a smirk on her face. My heart sank. We had been sitting 
in the middle of a heated conversation we couldn’t understand, and now suddenly, there was silence. 
We didn’t know what was happening, but we knew what we felt, and fear had crept in. I immediately 
started praying for God’s help. I needed a sign that we had not been abandoned. I wanted to feel 
God’s peace, or see an angel flying outside the court window.  

Please God, I prayed through the sounds of my nervously pounding chest, let me know you are here. 
Please. I kept pleading and looking around for a sign—any glimmer of hope. 

Then it happened. 
I glanced down at the area rug that covered most of the courtroom. It had a large lump in it where 

it had been pulled up, and air was under it. Slowly, in the middle of the lump, I could see a large 
footprint form and compress the rug all the way to the floor. The rug literally started forming around 
a huge invisible foot!  

Is that you, God? I held my breath and quickly looked around for any human interaction that 
would’ve caused the phenomena I was watching, or if anyone else had seen it happen. Nothing. No 
one had moved an inch. I continued to look at the large footprint where something large was standing 
that I could not see. After about 20 seconds, I watched as the footprint slowly lifted and was gone. 
The rug returned to normal and never changed again while we were in the room. 

I squeezed Mark’s hand and whispered in his ear, “God is with us.” 
In the ocean of silence surrounding us, Mark managed a smile, and I continued to watch the rug. 
The Judge looked up from her time of deliberation and said, “I will hear testimony on the 16th of 

November and then I will decide.”  
Mark’s heart sank. “May I speak to you privately?” he asked the judge. The judge denied him. 
“If you have anything to say, it can be said openly, in front of everyone here,” she said to Mark. 
Mark began, fighting a losing battle to hold in his emotions and frustration as he argued his point. 

“EAI has been irresponsible in handling our case from the very beginning. They have not checked on 
Favor one time throughout this year-and-a-half process, and now they are trying to prevent us from 
leaving the country only to protect their reputation.” 

The judge listened closely.  
“We have been harassed and threatened by an agency who is supposed to protect and look after 

us and our daughter,” Mark said. “You said the last time we were in your court, that Favor was our 
daughter. Nothing that EAI said would change that.” 

“Yes,” the judge said, “but I have to hear his side and see the evidence he has to present.” 
“If they have evidence, why didn’t they bring it today instead of dragging this out? Adeferese didn’t 

even show up to defend his case. I am asking you to release us and let us take our daughter home,” 
Mark pleaded. 



The judge looked at Mark with zero sympathy. “You need to come back on November 16th, and 
then I will decide after hearing both sides,” she said, shutting her calendar with a slam. 
That was it. We were dismissed without another word. Our hopes of leaving early were dashed, and 
we were now more concerned than ever that we would lose Favor. Adeferese had so much power. 
Walking out of the building, Mesfin did his best to calm Mark down, who was now near tears. “Do 
you feel I disrespected the judge in any way?” Mark asked. 

Mesfin paused, then grabbed Mark’s shoulder, “It was good that you showed emotion. It will 
translate to the judge how much you deeply care for this child.” 

I looked at Mark. He looked sick as he stood there. 
“Nothing has changed in your case,” Mesfin encouraged us. “We are still in a good place, and the 

judge will rule in your favor.” Mesfin paused before his next statement, “I want to recommend that 
you reach out to EAI America and request their help.” 

“What?” Mark asked, confused. “Why?” 
“They might be able to get Adeferese to drop the case and allow you to leave,” Mesfin said. “Just 

ask for their assistance in this matter. They might be able to help.” 
Mark agreed to reach out to EAI America but now, he was concerned about why it was brought 

up. Was there a possibility that we could lose? 
 

* * * * * 
 

The ride back to the compound was quiet. All the wind had gone out of our sails, and we were thinking 
about numerous decisions. Do we go home? Do we need to send McKenzie home with Mark? What about 
McKenzie’s school? She was missing so much. What if we stayed and lost Favor? Even if we won, and 
everything went our way, we were still looking at potentially up to another 14 days before we would 
see our boys. What if we stayed and false charges put Mark and me in a third world prison...then what? We had 
three other children we needed to think about. Was it time to just give up? 

One day more in Ethiopia seemed like forever. The thought of 14 more days away from our boys 
was unbearable. I sat in the back seat, longing to be home and have this nightmare over, but I knew 
that the moment we left Favor, we would lose her.  

“You have to take McKenzie home and go be with the boys,” I said. “I’ll stay with Favor until it’s 
done. It’s the only logical thing to do.” 

“I’m not leaving you in Ethiopia! We’ll figure something out,” Mark said. 
“She needs to get back to school, Mark, and the boys need their dad,” I said, barely able to talk 

without emotions shutting down my vocal cords. 
“They need their mom, too!” he said. 
I couldn’t think anymore. The hurt I had felt the night we had been stopped at immigration 

returned in force. There were no words. I was angry. I was questioning every decision I had ever made 
that led to this moment. 

Dave dropped us off, and we made our way to the gym, where a volleyball game was going on—
most likely the place we would find our girls. We walked in to find Jody and Pat waiting anxiously for 
us just inside the door. They looked at us in anticipation of good news. We didn’t have to say a word—
our disappointment was written all over our faces. Jody’s arms immediately went to embrace me, and 



I put my head on her shoulder and began to weep. I couldn’t hold it back any longer—I was tired of 
being strong. Then I heard McKenzie’s and Favor’s voices through the crowd. I looked up and both 
of them were running toward me with expectant smiles. Somehow hearing my girl’s voices gave me 
an ounce of strength. I quickly wiped away the tears and straightened myself out.  

“Mom,” Favor yelled, “we go home now?” 
“Yay! Can we leave tomorrow?” McKenzie asked. Then looked in my eyes and knew something 

wasn’t right. 
“Mom? Is everything okay?” 
I fought to put a smile on my face. I knew this was the wrong place to break the news that we 

weren’t going home anytime soon. 
Mark told Pat everything that had happened. “Adeferese didn’t show up,” Mark said. “He knew 

that the judge would have to hear both sides. I’m sure they’d like us to just give up and go home. Pat, 
I don’t know how long this is going to take. Missy and I have to talk about what we need to do.” 

“Listen.” Pat said, “You’re welcome to stay as long as it takes. The apartment is yours, and we’re 
all behind you on this. You do what’s necessary.”  

What a blessing this family and community was to us. God had overwhelmed us with amazing 
people who were making our journey a little more bearable. 

As we walked up to our apartment, I could feel the sun beating down on this beautiful day. I knew 
that despite how I was feeling, God was with us. Mark and I were both contemplating how we would 
tell the girls, and when we walked into our sitting area, McKenzie wasted no time. 

“Mom,” McKenzie said matter-of-fact, “I know something’s wrong. You aren’t excited. What is 
going on?” 

I opened my mouth but nothing would come out. The pain in my heart had made its way to my 
throat. 

“We weren’t released to leave yet,” Mark said. 
“I don’t understand! Why?” she cried. Mark tried to explain it to her, but her mind couldn’t wrap 

around it in the emotion of the moment.  
Favor ran up and threw her arms around my waist, burying her head into my chest. I knew she 

couldn’t understand the conversation, but she recognized the pain. I held her as tight as I could. I 
loved her so much, and the thought of losing her again was more than I could handle. I wanted to 
scream, the pain pushing through was too much for my body to contain.  

Mark dealt with the pain by trying to explain what the next step would be, but I couldn’t hear a 
word. I had to get alone. I excused myself and closed the door between Mark and the girls. It felt as 
if I was going to explode if I didn’t release the river of pain flooding my body. I laid across our bed 
and buried my head into a pillow to stifle my cries. For the first time on this trip, I allowed myself to 
open up the dam and let it all out—releasing the pain and anguish I felt through my tears and silent 
groans. 

After a while, Mark came into the room to check on me. It hurt too much to look at him. I had 
nothing to say. He quietly came over and put his arms around me, and for a moment, I accepted his 
embrace. It settled and reassured me, but then I remembered that I had begged to leave and he had 
ignored my pleas. 



I stiffened and pushed him away. 
“I should’ve made you leave that Thursday,” I cried out. “I should’ve! It’s my fault that I didn’t 

push you harder.” 
“No.” Mark shook his head, “It’s mine. I take the blame.” 
“If I had just pushed you,” I said, “I should’ve made you do it. I should’ve just walked down there 

with you and made you book the flight no matter how much it was, but I didn’t want to be that pushy 
wife...but, I was right. How stupid can I be?”  

The poisonous what-ifs started to rise in me. “We could be home right now. Favor would be safe. 
I could be holding my boys. Why didn’t I push...now look at us! We could lose her, Mark.”  

I stopped. I looked at Mark’s face, and pain stared back. I had said too much. Mark reached out 
and pulled me to him. “I am sorry,” he cried. “I am sorry. I am sorry.”  

We both stood in that little room, weeping in each other’s arms. It didn’t matter who was at 
fault...we were going to go through this battle together. 

 


