
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 20 
STILL ON THE THRONE 

 
“God is orchestrating our story at every turn.  

He’s not missed a single step or 
need that we’ve had.” 
—Mark Worton 

 
Mark and I rushed to get back to The Academy to celebrate what was left of McKenzie’s 12th birthday. 
It was now almost five in the evening. My heart sank—we had been gone most of the day. The 
moment we stepped into our little apartment, we could see the disappointment in McKenzie’s eyes 
when she looked up from the movie she was watching on our computer. 

“What took you so long?” McKenzie asked. “You’ve been gone all day.” I knew she was hurting. 
In our battle for Favor, we had forgotten how hard this had been on McKenzie. This day was supposed 
to be a big celebration for her back home, surrounded by friends. We never anticipated that she 
wouldn’t be home for her birthday. 

“We brought you a cake and even found a few chocolate chip cookies!” I said, trying to show her 
that although we weren’t with her, she was on our mind all day. “Do you know how hard it is to find 
cookies in Ethiopia? And nobody carries Blue Bell ice cream.” McKenzie shot me a “really, Mom?” 
look. I knew it so well. “How was your day with Julie?” 

“She’s awesome!” McKenzie said, giving Julie a big hug. 
“Thank you so much,” I said to Julie. “I don’t know what we would’ve done without you being 

here today. The girls would’ve been bored to death with us.” 
“Oh,” Julie said, “I loved it! I was so excited to spend a day with them.” 
I walked over to hug Julie and then reached to give McKenzie a hug, but she pulled away. I tried 

not to take it personally. It had been a hard day for all of us. “Tell me what you three did today.” I 
said. Favor immediately ran up to me with a beautiful new red and orange scarf. She wrapped it around 
herself and posed from side to side, showing me how ravishing she looked. Then she ran to a bag Julie 
had brought and started pulling things out one at a time so I could admire all her new trinkets. We 
loved watching her joy, and I could tell she was a natural-born shopper. 

 



 
 

McKenzie celebrating her birthday with Favor and Julie at The Academy.  
My attention was quickly drawn away by how withdrawn McKenzie was in the show-and-tell. I 

knew what she was feeling. She was, after all, just 12 years old, and this was her birthday. 
“What’s in your bag?” I asked McKenzie.  
“Pretty much the same,” she said. “I love everything,” she was trying to mask the pain. 
“Well,” I said, “we want to see.” 
McKenzie gave us an annoyed look and begrudgingly went into our little room, then emerged with 

a beautiful blue scarf and bracelet. After showing us all the gifts Julie had brought, she suddenly started 
ranting about how embarrassed she was when the classroom sang happy birthday to her. 

“I’m standing in front of a classroom in my pajamas, with all these kids looking at me like, Who on 
Earth is this and why are we singing happy birthday to her? Awkward! I was so embarrassed! Never mind the 
fact that I had just woken up and probably looked like a zombie. I’m sure I made a great first 
impression.” 

“Kenzie,” Mark said, “they were just trying to make your day a little special.” 
“Did Mom put them up to it?” McKenzie looked at me and narrowed her eyes. 
“I didn’t do a thing,” I said, “Pochi’s nephew wanted to do something special for you.” 
“Well that’s pretty special!” McKenzie said, “All day kids were pointing at me saying, ‘Isn’t that 

the girl we sang happy birthday to? Hi, Happy Birthday Girl!’” 
“At least everyone knows you now,” Mark said. 



“Great.” McKenzie said, “Hi, my name is Happy Birthday Girl.” We all continued to laugh as 
McKenzie went on like it was the end of the world—or at least it was the end of her social life on this 
campus. A twinkle in her eye, though, told us she was going to be okay.  

The night went by fast. We sang happy birthday to Happy Birthday Girl and let her blow out a 
match that served as a makeshift candle. I could see the day had been a challenge for my 12-year-old, 
but I was proud of how she was handling it. Things don’t always turn out how you think. I’m sure 
that during those three years she was asking for a little sister, she didn’t expect this birthday to be part 
of the journey.  

 
* * * * * 

 
Back in America, it was Election Day, and Facebook was erupting with various stands and comments 
on both sides. It was getting ugly. Elections tend to stir the pot and bring out the worst in people. 

I sat in bed, looking at all the posts, as one by one, my phone would flash election results by state. 
Back home, I had been so invested in the election that I’m sure I would have been right in front of 
my television, watching every talking head give their opinion about who would win based on the exit 
polls. My emotions would have resembled an out-of-control roller coaster ride, but now I looked on 
with detachment. Something inside of me had changed. I served a bigger God now. He was a God 
who had all things in control, and nothing would happen without His knowing. The enemy wasn’t 
going to slip one over on Him. He was almighty, He was all-knowing, He was loving, and He was in 
charge. I trusted Him with every fiber of my being. No matter who was going to win on this night in 
America, I had chosen peace. I wrote my status and posted it.  

 
Regardless of who wins tonight...MY hope is built on a Mighty God, not one man! So 
continue to stand that in these days we will see Freedom, Justice, and Righteousness! If 
you have eyes to see, start looking beyond the natural realm. Look to God. Put your 
trust in God. Do not allow fear to come in and take the peace Jesus has come to give 
you. God is STILL on the throne! 

 
I wrote a private message to our prayer warriors, then shut down my computer and tried to fall 

asleep. 
 

* * * * * 
The next morning, Dave, our trusted chaperone and prayer warrior, called and wanted to pick all of 
us up for a little surprise that included a meal.  

After a long drive across town, we arrived at a beautiful high rise. We walked through the security 
and into a lobby that was stunning. The floors and walls were covered with marble all the way to the 
top floor. It felt like a little piece of America as we rode up the glass elevator overlooking the 
mammoth lobby. When we arrived at one of the top floors, we were greeted by the entire leadership 
of Covenant Church. We had just attended this church, which oversaw Pochi’s orphanage, the 
previous Sunday. We couldn’t believe their gracious love and support for us. These were men who 
had been standing in the gap for us, praying unceasingly for our situation since the battle had begun. 



They were there to encourage us with the knowledge that God was doing something greater than what 
we could see in this moment. 

As we sat around the large table, Mark opened up about how his heart had broken when we were 
stopped at immigration. He had been walking around in a daze, simply going through the motions as 
people directed him from one place to the next—not realizing how much God was orchestrating our 
story at every turn. God had not missed a single step or need that we had.  

“Here I am,” Mark said, “and all I can ask is, ‘Why, God, aren’t you getting us out of here?’ What 
I wasn’t seeing was how He sent Sue to walk right up when we were in our most desperate moment 
at immigration, when we didn’t have a clue about what to do next. Sue guided us to our next steps. 
She gave us her phone and contacted her daughter Julie to come get us. Then some Facebook friends 
provided a place for us to stay. They had just happened to move to Ethiopia a few weeks earlier. It’s 
all been miraculously taken care of. We couldn’t have planned it out as perfectly as it has happened. 
And some of these miracles and provisions we are seeing right now, were set in motion over three 
years ago.” 

I watched the men hang on every word as Mark continued to glorify God with our story. They all 
knew these miracles Mark spoke of weren’t coincidences or random chance, but rather God’s hand 
working out His plan for our lives. God had already chosen the cast of people who would be part of 
our journey—the ones who would step up and pray, the ones who would come against us, and the 
ones who would fight on the ground with us and for us. How could we be offended by a God who had not 
gotten us out of the country, but had ensured our safety and protection for the duration of the journey? 

“Our God is so big!” Pastor enthusiastically said. “We have no reason to ask, just trust.” 
Throughout the next hour, we talked about the move of God that was happening in Ethiopia and 

other parts of Africa. Reinhardt Bonnke, an international evangelist, was coming to Addis Ababa in a 
few days, and the excitement for what God was going to do was like an uncontainable wildfire. 
Although the Covenant Church leaders asked us to join them, we were positive that we would be on 
our way to America before the Bonnke event started. We politely declined the invitation, thanked the 
pastors for everything they had done for us, and said goodbye. We believed that the next time we 
would see them would be in Heaven. No matter how our journey turned out, we were thankful for 
the new family we had in Ethiopia. 

 
* * * * * 

 
That afternoon Mark and I took the girls for a walk around the compound. Many of the people who 
lived at the compound stopped and talked to us. They knew our story and wanted to encourage us. 

As we continued to explore, I suddenly remembered the small creek that ran behind the 
compound, past the large track and field area. 

“Let’s go look at the creek in the back!” I said excitedly. 
“Creek? How do you know there’s a creek back there?” Mark asked me. “We’ve never been back 

there.” 
We hadn’t been back there, and no one had told me about a creek. How did I know there was a small 

creek and why was I walking so confidently toward it? Then I remembered the vision that I had Saturday night 
when I couldn’t sleep, about the angels who camped around us, and the huge angel who rose from 



the center. During that vision was the only time I could’ve seen the creek. That vision was the only 
way I would’ve known what the entire compound looked like as if I had seen it before. It wasn’t like 
a dream, but it was more like a real-life experience. I started to walk faster. I had to see if the creek 
was there. I got to the other side of the field and looked over to where I remembered seeing it in my 
vision. 

 

 
 

Mark and Favor enjoying The Academy’s playground. 
There it was. 
I looked at Mark in amazement. “I know because I’ve seen it before,” I said. Mark looked at me 

with a huge question mark on his face. “The night God allowed me to see the angels that were camped 
around us, and the huge host angel I saw rise up in the middle of them.” 

“I remember...you saw all the way back here?” 
“Yes,” I answered, “I saw the entire compound and into the streets around us.” 
I could see Mark take a deep breath and relief come over his face. My vision was a sign of God’s 

great love for us, and He wanted us to know that what I saw that night was very real. He was a big 
God, and He was with us in this battle. 



We stood at the steps going down to a path that overlooked the creek. The girls ran in front of us 
to explore, but Mark and I just stood gazing at the sight before us, a sign of God’s faithfulness for the 
days ahead. We were being prepared for a big day tomorrow in court, and we knew that we would be 
coming face-to-face with the man who had falsely accused us—who had us stopped at immigration. 
We needed to know God was here in a very real way, but we had no idea how much. 

 


