
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 28 
SAYING GOODBYE  

  
“We knew we had all been the audience 

for a great work of God.” 
—Missy Maxwell Worton 

 
The next morning, lines of people were wrapped around the block, waiting to be seen by the 
immigration office. Some had camped out for days—possibly weeks. Others were now sitting under 
makeshift shelters to shield themselves from the intense heat of the sun. Hundreds of people were 
waiting as we pulled through the gate to the parking area. Two distinct lines of people pressed in 
toward the well-guarded gate: to the left was a line of women, and to our right were the men.  

“I don’t see where the end of the line is,” I said. 
“No wait,” our driver said. “You are Americans. You go to front.” 
“Are you sure?” I asked. The last thing I wanted was to make a mob like this mad. He nodded his 

head that it would be okay. 
I looked up at Mark, then around at all the people staring at us, waiting patiently for their turn. 

There had to be no less than 2,000 individuals trying to get in to see the immigration offices. I was 
nervous. I didn’t want to walk past all of them and cut into the line. My heart started beating faster as 
Mark grabbed my hand and started walking toward the steps. 

“We’ll meet you back here,” Mark told the driver.  
“I will wait as long as it takes you,” our driver replied. 
I didn’t want to let go of Mark’s hand as we got closer to the entrance. I could feel people’s eyes 

watching us. We had to separate when he walked through the men’s entrance. I slowly walked over to 
the women’s line and made a beeline to the entrance where a guard stood watch. I looked around—
nobody seemed to be upset that I had cut in line. 

The guard looked me over and directed me to go to a woman who was sitting in a chair. She was 
dressed in a burka from head to toe, and all I could see was her eyes. I gave her a nervous smile before 
she lifted my arms and started to give me a very intrusive pat down. I was then told to hand over my 
purse and all my belongings. I watched as the two women went through every pocket and studied 
everything I had brought. The main guard took my camera and phone. “We keep,” she said. I must’ve 
given her a look of confusion because she gave me a smirk, “You finish, you come back and get.” 

“Do you have a claim form?” I asked. The woman looked at me. “How will you know those are 
mine when I come back?” 

She turned to a young woman sitting behind her and mouthed off something in another language. 
The young woman quickly took out a tablet and wrote down a few words, ripped it from the sheet 
and handed it to me. I watched as they put my items in a drawer behind the guard. I had the 
uncomfortable feeling that I would never see my camera and phone again, as I was directed out of the 
security area and into a large courtyard.  

I looked around for Mark, but he was nowhere to be found. I wasn’t sure which building to go to 



or what to do next. So, I stood there, hoping Mark would find me soon. After a few minutes, Mark 
emerged from a different direction than I had last seen him. 

“What took you so long?” he asked me. 
“I was busy getting my annual physical examination,” I answered. “Where have you been?” 
“I was finding out where we needed to go,” Mark said, as he grabbed my hand and led me to a 

building on our left. We were directed to go to a small office at the far end of the building. We rushed 
to the room, only to find that the individuals who worked in it were not there and the door was locked. 
So, we waited. 

After 30 minutes, a man walked in and took a seat at one of the desks. Mark approached him and 
handed him our pink claim form that the immigration officer had handed us the night that we were 
stopped at the airport. He took it from Mark’s hand and looked it over before turning to glance over 
a long list on his desk. 

“I need to go to the other desk to look for the passport,” he said. We watched as he sat down and 
pulled out a large box full of manila envelopes filled with passports. One by one, he pulled the 
passports out, looking at the picture and name. Mark and I sat quietly as he methodically continued. 
After he had finished going through at least 60 to 100 passports, he walked back over to the list sitting 
upon his desk.  

“I do not see where we received this passport from the airport,” he said. “It must be at the airport 
or we did not receive it.” 

“No,” Mark said. “It is not at the airport. I have already been out there, and they told me it was 
sent here over three weeks ago.” 

He walked back to the other desk and dumped out one of the manila envelopes, “I will look 
again,” he said, and one by one, we watched as he went through the same stack he had just checked. 
After 15 minutes, he turned to us and said, “I am sorry, I cannot find the passport here. My colleague 
is not in today, but he will be back tomorrow. You can come back then.” 

“That is impossible,” Mark said, “we fly out tonight.” 
The man looked at us and raised his shoulders like he didn’t care.  
“We have a flight out tonight,” I said. “We need to find her passport.” 
“I am sorry,” he said. “You will have to fly out tomorrow, you will not fly out today because you 

cannot travel without passport. He will be here tomorrow. I do not know where this passport has 
been taken.” 

“Where would be the logical place it would be taken?” Mark asked.  
We both stared down the man for an answer. The man shifted uncomfortably in his seat. He knew 

that we weren’t going anywhere without our daughter’s passport, and most likely we would be camped 
out in his office, in his comfy chair, until we had it. 

“Please, can you check with someone?” Mark pleaded. “We need your help.” 
“Let me check one place,” he finally said. He picked up his phone and called another office in the 

building. When he hung up, he looked at us with relief. 
“I believe they have your passport on the third floor,” he said. 
Mark and I thanked him, and we immediately ran up the marble steps to the third floor office. 

The room was at the end of a long, marble hallway. Tall windows lined the hallway to our right, opened 



wide, allowing the breeze to cool down the upper floor. To our left was a lone doorway to the office 
that held Favor’s passport. Three women were working behind the desk in a large, one-room office, 
with curtains covering the back wall of windows. One of the women approached us.  

“We’re here to get our daughter’s passport,” Mark said, as he handed her the pink slip to claim it. 
She took the slip and looked at it, then walked over to an older woman sitting at the main desk and 
handed her the slip. 

“Her name is Favor Mark Worton,” Mark said. 
“Oh,” the woman said, “the Debre Birhan case.” She looked up at us and gave us a smile, then 

went directly to a pile on a credenza in the back of the office. Mark and I looked at each other—How 
did she know it was our case? Everyone in the office stopped what they were doing and looked toward us. 
Each one gave us a gentle smile before continuing with their work.  

On top of that credenza was Favor’s passport and Visa.  
“You have your court verdict for us?” she asked. 
Mark quickly pulled out the three-page verdict and handed it to the woman holding Favor’s 

passport. She looked it over, then handed it back to Mark. 
“This needs to be read and verified,” she said. “You must go to room #100. He will verify it for 

you and give you a stamp before I can give you this passport.” 
“Thank you,” Mark said.  
We left, and Mark had me sit outside of their office on an old bench while he ran down to have 

our paper verified. The breeze had a welcome calming effect on me as I sat alone in this cold but 
palatial hallway. I thanked God that there would be no more delays and that we would all be able to 
fly out as planned. God’s peace continued to fill me. I knew the battle wasn’t over, but I had faith that 
He would give us a complete victory in the end. I had learned to trust Him with my whole heart, and 
that alone created the greatest peace I’d known in my lifetime.  

Outside, I could hear a great crowd gathering. I went to the window and watched hundreds be 
directed to a section of the courtyard, single file. Most of the women were covered in burkas. I didn’t 
know where they were from or why each one was here, but I knew God loved each one of them. I 
stood amazed that He could be looking out for all of them as well as taking care of us. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Mark found room #100, a large room with many desks and people. Mark walked to the man at the 
first desk and asked him to verify our court document. The man grabbed the document from Mark’s 
hand and began the process of reading it. Halfway through reading, the man received a phone call. 
Mark watched as the man started to become very anxious, glancing up at Mark and back down at our 
court document.  

Mark didn’t know who was on the other end of that phone call, but in his mind, he could only 
assume it was Adeferese. Knowing that there were people out there who would and could stop us at 
any moment, Mark started praying that this wasn’t another blockade put up to delay us from taking 
our daughter home.  

The man peered at Mark through his glasses and took a deep breath as he hung up the phone and 
quickly continued reading to the end. He suddenly opened his desk drawer, pulling out his official 



stamp, stamped the document, and ran out the door, leaving Mark standing in his office holding the 
verified document. 

It had been an hour, but we walked back through the door and presented the head woman at the 
desk our stamped and approved verdict. She looked it over and handed us Favor’s passport and visa.     
I held it tightly. This small, red booklet had come at such a high price, and now it was finally back in 
our hands. 

“The officials from the airport told me that we need a letter from immigration saying that she is 
cleared to leave,” Mark said. 

“We sent it out yesterday,” she said, matter-of-factly. “We’ve already done that—it’s taken care 
of.” 

Mark and I stood silent for a second. We knew her words held no truth. How could they? We had 
just won our case and there was not enough time to have done such a thing. 

“How could it be taken care of?” Mark asked. “We just won last night?” 
“I promise—it is done,” she said. 
“Can we have a copy of that letter?” I asked, knowing there wasn’t a chance. 
“No,” she quickly answered back. “There is no copy. They have it there.” 
“I was out at the airport last night,” Mark said, “and they have no letter. Can you please type a 

letter up for us to take today? We fly out this evening.” 
We could tell she was getting weary of us. She took a deep breath and looked at the other women 

in the room, who avoided looking back. 
“Wait one moment,” she said, and walked past us and down the hall. Mark and I stood in the 

doorway, wondering what to do next. Within 10 minutes, she returned to take us to her boss’s office. 
We waited outside his entrance near his secretary’s desk. There were several people waiting in the 
designated seats for the opportunity to see this top official.  

Another 30 minutes passed. Mark walked back to the woman who brought us there. “Can you 
please tell me why we are waiting at the head of immigration’s office for a letter of release?” Mark 
asked as nicely as his stress filled-demeanor could manage.  

The woman stood up and walked Mark back to where I was waiting. Nobody had gone in or come 
out of the head of immigration’s office in 30 minutes. The woman walked into his office, then returned 
a few minutes later. “He will see you next,” she said.  

“Do we ask him for the letter?” Mark asked, slightly confused. 
“He will take care of you,” she said. “You will get what you need.” 
A young man came to the doorway of the head of immigration’s office. “He will see you now,” 

he said. 
The woman walked in behind us as we entered a huge room clearly made for someone of great 

importance. The room was carpeted and had massive, elegant, gold curtains hanging on two of the 
walls. In front of us was the head of immigration’s office. He looked up at us behind his oversized 
mahogany desk and pointed to the chairs in front of his desk.  

“How can I help you?” He asked, leaning forward with his hands clasped together in front of him. 
“We were told that we need a letter of release from immigration for our daughter to be able to 

leave Ethiopia,” Mark said. 



“Do you have her passport and visa with you?” he asked. 
“Yes,” Mark answered. 
“Let me have it,” he said as he put his hand forward. 
My stomach turned as I reached into my purse and pulled out Favor’s passport to hand to Mark. 

The head of immigration took it and opened it up to her information page. 
“Oh,” he said, “the Debre Birhan case!” 
“Yes,” Mark answered. 
“This was a big case,” he said. “Big victory for you, yes?” He stopped and took a moment to look 

up at us and smile. 
“Yes,” Mark said, “it was.”  
“Congratulations!” he said.  
“Thank you,” Mark and I said in unison. 
He looked at the woman who had brought us to his office. The two spoke back and forth in 

Amharic for a few minutes and she walked out. He picked up the phone. 
“I will take care of this for you,” he said, as he waited for his phone call to be patched through to 

the head officer of immigration at the airport. After a long dialogue between the two men, he said, 
“Favor Mark Worton,” several times. Then he started spelling it out, for the officer on the other end. 
Mark and I held our laughs back at the sight of this powerful man yelling louder and louder our 
daughter’s legal name. He looked up at us in the middle of the conversation. “He says he remembers 
you, and no problem, he will let you pass tonight.” 

“No letter is needed?” Mark quickly confirmed. 
“No letter is needed,” the head of immigration reconfirmed. “My phone call is good enough.” 
He finished his conversation and hung up, shaking his head. “Okay,” he said. “You are all good 

to take your daughter and go home. Any problems, you talk to the head immigration officer. He will 
tell them I called.” 

“Thank you so much,” I said in Amharic.  
He smiled and nodded his head at us in approval, “You’re welcome! Have safe travels.” 
 

* * * * * 
 

We left the immigration office with a promise and a call, but no letter. “Do you think the call will be 
enough?” I asked Mark. 

“It’ll have to be,” Mark answered. “What more can we do? We were with the head immigration 
officer of Ethiopia.” 

We walked outside to the mob that was still waiting to get through the guard gate into the inner 
courts of immigration. I walked over and showed the woman who had taken my phone and camera 
the slip of paper to reclaim my things. It took a few minutes, but I was relieved when she found my 
items and brought them to me. 

 
* * * * * 

Our driver stood waiting at the exact place we left him almost three hours earlier. As we were driving 
out of the immigration compound, Mark’s phone rang. The call was from the vice-consul from the 



U.S. Embassy. He was in a different frame of mind than the night before. 
“Hey, Mark,” he said, “I wanted to call and congratulate your family on the court win you had, 

and let you know I’ve checked everything out, and the paperwork you have is sufficient to give to 
customs when you get to America. There is nothing left for you to do but take that little girl home.” 

Mark was relieved to hear the vice-consul in such high spirits about our case. “That’s great!” Mark 
said. “I appreciate all you’ve done to try to help us.” 

“Sorry, we couldn’t do more, but I’m glad it all worked out for you,” he said. 
Mark hung up the phone with a relieved look. Our driver rushed us back to the compound, where 

we finished packing and started making our rounds saying goodbye to the new friends we had made 
at The Academy.  

Mark walked down to the main office and asked how much we owed them for the apartment we 
had used for more than three weeks. He was astonished to find out that it came out to less than 14 
U.S. dollars a day. The price fit in our budget, and it was a blessing we never saw coming. 

Within an hour, Pastor and Pochi came to pick us up. As the men were loading our bags in the 
car, I looked around at this place we had called home during one of the hardest times of our lives. It 
had been a refuge in the midst of a storm. Every corner would be etched in my memory, from the 
flags of all the countries flying from the side of the gym, to the large tortoises roaming the grounds, 
and the white-breasted crows.  

The last friends we said goodbye to at The Academy were Jody and Pat. God had so graciously 
blessed us through this couple. He brought us together through our first adoption more than three 
years earlier, and He made a way for us to hide out in their safe haven. God is never random. Things 
we do today affect us down the road. Nothing is wasted. We realized our obedience to adopt our son 
Shewit from Ethiopia was the very seed we were reaping from in this blessing. It was all in God’s 
divine plan. We knew there would never be a way we could repay Jody and Pat in this lifetime, but we 
also knew we had a wonderful God who had stored up great riches for them in Heaven. The good 
seeds they planted in us during our storm would someday spring forth with great blessings for them. 

 

 
 

Enjoying a night out with our dear friends Pat and Jody Hilt. 
 



* * * * * 
 

As we drove through Mercato one last time, I tried to grab every detail around me, from the smells of 
roasting coffee beans to raw sewage to the countless faces filled with hopelessness. In my heart, I 
knew that someday I would return to help this nation and these people, but my body longed to be 
home, and my soul longed for a time of healing and restoration. 

Pastor pulled up to one of my favorite ethnic restaurants. Standing in the parking lot, we were 
welcomed by all the pastors from Covenant Church. We walked in together, sat and had great 
fellowship, thanked them for all they had done, giving God the glory for the great victory we had won. 
We could all feel an undeniable bond between us. 

“I have never been as challenged in my faith as this has challenged me,” Pochi said. “I wept before 
God, asking Him to do the impossible, like David against Goliath, and He has done it. I believe all 
four children will be released and will be adopted because of this victory.”  

“Yes,” Pastor agreed. 
We knew we had all been the audience for a great work of God. None of us—even for a 

moment—tried to take credit for what had happened. We had seen the impossible become possible 
by the work of God’s hand. 

After the Ethiopian restaurant, we were driven to a coffeehouse near the airport, where Emebet 
wanted to come and say goodbye one last time. We sat and enjoyed the freshly roasted and brewed 
Ethiopian coffee—definitely something we would miss—there was nothing like it back home. As we 
sat there enjoying one another’s company, I found myself asking God to not let me miss anything. I 
wanted to leave strong.  

 

 
 

A final coffee-shop goodbye with the pastors from Covenant Church— 
Favor, Missy, Dave, Minilik, Mark, McKenzie, and Pastor. 

 

* * * * * 
 

Favor ran up to me. She needed to visit the restroom, so off we went, Favor running ahead of me into 
the bathroom and ducking into a stall. I walked into the ladies bathroom and noticed a young Muslim 



woman crying at the sink. She glanced up at me then back down. Jesus, please give me the words to say to 
this woman. Let me be the one to plant a seed in her life of your love and who you are, I prayed. 

“Are you okay?” I asked her. She turned around and glared at me. 
Okay, not much love there, I thought, but I was determined to leave a seed so I tried again. 
“Are you okay?” I asked again. “Can I pray for you?” At that, she turned back around and looked 

in my eyes. Her expression had changed slightly and now she looked a bit confused. 
“Are you from the United States?” she asked. 
“Yes, I am from the United States. Are you from Ethiopia?” 
“Yes,” she answered.  
“You are Muslim?” I asked, although it was obvious because of the burka she was clothed in from 

head to toe. 
She nodded, yes. 
“Well, I’m a Christian, and I have a love for Muslims.” I said it, and I meant it. I had no fear—no 

preconceived attitude. I really had love for this stranger standing across from me. I was applying the 
lesson I had learned from Todd White in the Father of Lights film. I had watched in admiration as he 
had loved on Muslims in Israel. 

The shock on her face was enough to make me want to jump with joy. My spirit leapt. I could see 
that it was a statement she had never heard before, or expected to hear in her lifetime. 

Favor ran out of the bathroom, with her head wrapped in a scarf as the Muslim women do, but 
Favor did it to cover her newly-shaved head. “Mom,” she said looking up at me. “Wash hands?” 

I smiled at her, “Yes, please.” 
The woman looked up at me and turned her head sideways, “Are you married to a Muslim man?” 

she asked. 
“No,” I responded. 
“Are you married to an Ethiopian man?” she asked. I could tell she was trying to make sense of 

the sight before her. It reminded me of a bumper sticker we had on our van back in Tennessee that 
says, “Live a life that demands explanation.” This was going to be fun. 

“No,” I said. “My husband and I adopted her. We are both Americans.” 
She shook her head as if she didn’t understand. “Why would Americans want to adopt an orphan 

from Ethiopia?” she asked. 
“Because we love her. The God we know loves her. He loves all of those He created, and we are 

supposed to do the same.” 
I looked at her eyes. She was listening and holding on to every word. 
I continued, “Christians are taught to love, regardless of skin color, religion, or whether they are 

a man or woman. None of those things matter because that is how our God loves. We are supposed 
to be a reflection of Him.” 

Her eyes had softened, no longer glaring at me with the cold stare. “I have never heard this 
before,” she said. “A Christian having love for a Muslim? This is new to me. I thought Christians 
hated Muslims.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I know some don’t show much love, some might be afraid, but we are taught 
to love. I know God loves you. He sent Jesus to show His love for you.” 



“I have heard of Jesus,” she said. 
Favor finished washing her hands and dashed out of the bathroom. 
“Favor,” I yelled, “Stop!” She was running down the long hallway back to the coffee shop. I knew 

my time was up with this woman, but there was one more thing I wanted to say before I left. 
“I better go after her,” I said, “but I want you to know the God I serve values you very much, and 

He loves you more than you can imagine! God bless you!” I gave her a quick hug and ran after Favor. 
“Thank you so much,” she said. “Your words touch me.” 
I will never know if the seed I planted will ever bloom, but I know I serve a God that had me 

come face-to-face with this woman, in love. He had changed my heart to reach out in love to her 
rather than in judgement or fear. I saw a human who God loved first. His love shocks others, especially 
when it comes in a package they aren’t expecting. 

I didn’t have to agree with her faith, or whether she was right or wrong. I loved her supernaturally 
because I saw her as God did. Loving her was a statement that I have a God greater than the hate that 
has come between us because of religion and fear. I loved her because my God is her Creator and He 
loved her first. I saw her with God’s eyes, with His value of her. She was a soul who God yearned to 
show His love to—through me. If God, the great and mighty awesome Father I know, can love her, 
and I say that I have His Spirit living in me, then I should love like Him. It has everything to do with 
how big I was seeing my God! His love was supernaturally flowing through my DNA, and I wasn’t 
about to stop it. 

 


