
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 6 
TURMOIL 

 
 “Now to Him who is able to do  

far more abundantly than all that we ask or think,  
according to the power at work within us...” 

—Ephesians 3:20, ESV 
 
The next morning, my brother Steve called from New Mexico. He had some bad news about my 
mother. While I was in Ethiopia, she had fallen and broken her hip, and she needed surgery. The 
problem is that my mom is highly allergic to anesthesia and has a hard time waking up. I reminded my 
brother of this issue, and he said it had already been taken care of—she would have a spinal sedative. 
Her surgery was scheduled for that week. Because everything had been taken care of, the family didn’t 
think it would be necessary for me to go to New Mexico for the surgery since I had just returned from 
Ethiopia. I was relieved, but felt a little guilty for not being there for my mom. 
 

* * * * * 
 

For the next few days, Mark and I tried to plan out what the following months would look like. We 
tried to determine what we needed to do before Favor would come home and transition into our 
family. The first thing on the list was for Mark to continue his job search. Although he had been 
actively looking, the economy wasn’t improving and people were afraid to hire. We were down to one 
car—a five-seater. With Favor, we would be a six-seat family, so we had no choice but to buy another 
car.  

After the fog I saw come over Mark in Ethiopia, I tried to tread lightly when it came to spending 
money. After all, we did have another trip to Ethiopia, and Mark still had no job. I really wanted a 
certain type of van—one that was not only high on the consumer ratings scale but also high in price. 
Mark set a budget, which was half of the cost of what most of these vans went for—even used. 

The van was the least of my battles. After all, this was a “want” not a “need,” so I went to the 
Lord in prayer, and asked if He could find this van for less than $10,000. A video player, leather seats, 
and compact disc player would be great, but I knew that I was pushing it. 

Within a few days, Mark had found the van of my dreams on eBay. It had everything we could’ve 
asked or hoped for. I’ll admit, we were a little nervous about buying a car on eBay unseen, but we had 
to try. This was a miracle, and it was a thousand dollars less than our budget. This had to be God! We 
bid on it...and lost it by a few dollars. We didn’t see that coming. 

The next day, Mark had bidder’s remorse. If only he’d gone up $50 more! He felt the van was 
ours, so he contacted the business about the van he had bid on. The business informed us that just 
before he called, the highest bidder backed out. Miraculously, by the end of the day, we were driving 
our new van home—with everything we asked for and a few extras!  

I learned a valuable lesson that week. God is a loving Father, and like most fathers, He loves to 
give great gifts to His children. He knows the desires of our hearts, and He knows the needs of our 



day-to-day lives. It never hurts to ask Daddy for what you want. Sometimes His goodness just might 
surprise you! 

 
* * * * * 

 
When I got home that night, I had another phone call from New Mexico. My mom wasn’t waking up 
from surgery. We all knew the first 24 hours were crucial to her recovery and her ability to ever walk 
again. 

During the next few days, I asked my friends to pray for my mom’s healing. Two days passed, 
then three. Finally, on the fourth day, my mom’s eyes opened, but it was clear that she wasn’t there. 
She was unresponsive to her surroundings, looking straight ahead, with no expression and no 
interaction. Her body was starting to curl up, and her hands drew into her chest. The only things 
sustaining her were nutrients fed intravenously and her fighting spirit. After a week, the doctors 
decided an MRI was needed to check her brain activity.  

Back in Tennessee, I was being told that there was no reason for me to come because there was 
nothing I could do, and it looked like my mom was starting to wake up. She would be fine. But I didn’t 
have peace about not being in New Mexico with my mom. That night, I asked God to give me 
direction. He knows what tomorrow holds, and I’m completely clueless. I’m a dreamer, and I know 
God speaks to me through my dreams. When I’m dreaming is probably one of the only times that I’m 
quiet enough to actually listen. That night was no different—and a dream came with God speaking to 
me. 

I found myself walking down a dark tunnel toward a light ahead. As I slowly made my way to the 
light, I noticed an open door to my right. I peered into the room, only to find another hallway. This 
one was full of cobwebs and a white substance oozing down the walls. I could smell death, and I could 
feel the darkness creeping up on me. I shut that door and kept walking toward the light, when I 
realized that I was in a type of care unit. A man, walking in front of me, stopped at a doorway where 
the dim light was coming from. He turned and looked at me. It was Jesus. He held out His hand and 
drew me to His side.  

I didn’t say a word, but I followed Him into the room. I could barely recognize the person lying 
in the bed, but as I came closer, I realized it was my mother. Her arms were curled up to her chest, 
and I could see that her body had no life. Her mind was dark and lifeless, but below her chest, near 
her stomach, a light shined brightly. I wondered: Could this light be her spirit? It seemed that her spirit 
was alive and well, trapped in a body that was quickly shutting down. Jesus walked over to her bedside, 
and placed His left hand on her head. The light below her chest started to spread over her body. Then 
Jesus turned to me.  

“Go to New Mexico, and I will do the rest,” He said.  
I woke up. 
 

* * * * * 
Without a doubt, I needed to go to New Mexico, but I was battling this decision. I wasn’t ready to 
leave my kids again. I also knew I didn’t have to be there for my mom to get healed. So why did I feel 
so strongly that I had to go? After all, they had told me she would be okay. 



It came down to obedience. Jesus told me to go. Would I obey? Maybe, just maybe, He was going 
to do something amazing—if I just obeyed. 

I sat down with Mark, who was on his laptop. “Mark,” I calmly said, “I need to go to New Mexico, 
and be with my mom.” I couldn’t believe that I had just opened my mouth and let it come out. 

“Okay,” he said. “I figured you would.” Then I told him about the dream I had. 
“I believe her spirit is alive,” I explained, “but her brain and body are close to death. I have to 

speak or sing to her spirit. Only her spirit can hear me now. Jesus will do the rest. He told me He 
would.” 

Mark was already looking up flights. “How soon do you want to leave?” He didn’t seem worried 
about the money. At least it came across that way. Somehow, he knew this was a mission from above, 
and when God directs the path, He makes a way for all the details, including the finances. Exhausted, 
I pulled the bag that I had just unpacked out of the closet and packed it again. 

 
* * * * * 

 
My brother Steve picked me up at the airport. I found out that the MRI had nothing but bad news 
concerning my mom’s brain, and her body was close to a vegetative state. According to the doctors, 
we might as well say goodbye, because the mom we all knew and loved wasn’t there anymore. In her 
place lies a shell. As I listened to my brother talk, I knew I had already seen in my dream everything 
that he was telling me. However, Jesus gave me something the doctors didn’t give my mother or 
family—hope. 

The next morning, I couldn’t wait to get to my mom’s side. My stomach was turning with 
excitement and anticipation for what Jesus would do. My sweet dad warned me that Mom didn’t look 
like herself. As we walked down the hallway to her room, I recognized everything from my dream. I 
had already been there, although my physical body had never stepped foot in this building. My dad 
was surprised when I led the way straight to my mom’s room. 

I let my dad go in before me. I watched with tears as his feeble body struggled to get up close to 
his bride of 66 years. He bent down to kiss her still form. There was no movement or sign of life in 
her. 

I looked at her lying there, exactly like she was in my dream. She didn’t look like my mom—she 
only looked like a remnant of her. I didn’t see any light, and I felt very cold as I walked to the side of 
her bed. I placed my left hand on her head, just like I remembered Jesus had done in my dream. I 
didn’t say any fancy prayer or rebuke death from her body. I just said His name—“Jesus.” 

My hand immediately became hot and heat started rising from the top of my mother’s body. The 
sensation of heat traveled up my arm. I could feel the most horrible fear, depression, hopelessness, 
and death move through my body and into my lower chest area. When it came into the place of my 
spirit, it vanished. I took a breath and opened my eyes, relieved that the horrible feelings had left. 

I looked at my mom. Her eyes suddenly opened, and her head turned toward me. She looked 
directly at me and into my eyes, and smiled. 

“Missy, you came!” she said, as clear as a bell. Those were her first words in 10 days, other than a 
faint “yeah.” 



My dad, who is practically deaf, shot up out of the chair behind me. “Did she just say something?” 
he asked in amazement. 

“Yes!” I exclaimed through tears. My mom looked at my dad, who had tears coming down his 
face by then. He had not heard her speak since before her surgery two weeks earlier. He looked her 
in the eyes and she looked back. 

“Did you just speak, Anne?” he asked. 
She nodded her head and smiled. “Yes, love you,” she said. 
My father’s face beamed with joy. “I love you,” he said. “You scared me! I thought I lost you.” 
My mom nodded her head, yes. She knew that we had almost lost her. She looked back at me. 
“You came,” she said, “love you, so much.” 
“I did!” I smiled. “I love you, Mom.” In that moment, I was so thankful that I had obeyed and 

stepped on that plane. Jesus had visited and healed her, and He had chosen to use me—of all people. 
My mom and I had always butted heads, but we loved each other. I realized that Jesus had made our 
bond deeper than the words that had attempted to separate us. We had just experienced the love of 
God in a very real and magnificent way. 

That day, it seemed like the entire care unit had to stop by to see my mom. She would smile at 
them and nod her head as they would talk about the miracle in front of them. 

It was more than just a physical miracle—it was an emotional miracle as well. When several of her 
kids and grandkids gathered around her, she proclaimed, “I have a beautiful family! Beautiful!”   

We all smiled and laughed with thankfulness and joy. The nurses’ jaws dropped in amazement. 
Not only was she speaking—she was speaking in positive sentences—after she had been in a deep 
depression, saying only negative and hopeless words for nearly a year.  

For the next two weeks, I stayed by my mom’s side and continued to pray for her to be completely 
healed. I enjoyed helping my parents—a supernatural strength came into me while I was there. I 
watched them celebrate each other daily. After 66 years, they were still madly in love. My mom would 
ask me to sing, and instead of fighting her like I usually did, I brought a hymnal and sang whatever 
she requested. She became stronger and stronger until she finally took her first step. 

 
* * * * * 

 
At the same time, news was erupting about the deadly attack at the Libyan American Embassy in 
Benghazi. Four Americans had been killed, including the U.S. Ambassador, Christopher Stevens. 
Every day we would hear about another anti-American protest at U.S. embassies in the Middle East 
and Africa by the radical Islamic movement. People were dying and getting injured. The more the 
anti-American protests happened, the more my concern grew about our embassy date in Ethiopia. I 
knew Ethiopia was considered a Christian nation. They had a Christian president too, but they also 
had a large growing number of Muslims, some of whom were radical. 

When I returned to Tennessee, I emailed Pochi to find out if there had been any incidents at the 
Ethiopian U.S. Embassy and to ask if any travel warnings for Americans had been issued there. She 
quickly responded that Ethiopia was safe. She also informed me that the foster mother would be 
taking Favor back to the city of Debre Birhan, where the regional government adoption office was to 
let that office know Favor would be leaving for the U.S. soon. Favor had also said she wanted to see 



her friends at the Covenant Orphanage location where she had lived for a period of time. My heart 
stopped and I quickly sent an email back, begging her to not take our daughter back to Debre Birhan. 

We heard nothing for three days. 
 

* * * * * 
 

The next time we heard from Pochi, we learned that Favor had already been taken back to Debre 
Birhan against our wishes. In our hearts, we had known that was going to happen, and there was 
nothing we could do about it. I wrote Pochi back through tears of pure frustration and anger: 
 

Mark and I don’t understand why Favor was taken back to DB (Debre Birhan). We 
understood from her that she did not like it there. The men scared her that came to that 
orphanage. We are praying you remove her as soon as you can, as we don’t want anything 
to happen to her. We were under the understanding that she is considered our child at 
this point and the foster care is no longer an issue. This is very confusing... 

  
Again, we found ourselves having to trust that God would take care of Favor, halfway around the 

world. We were confused by what was happening, and it felt like we weren’t being told the whole 
story. In the turmoil, all we could do was look up. 
 

* * * * * 
 

My friend Lori contacted me to see if I wanted to go see Chris Overstreet, a well-known evangelist 
from Bethel Church in Redding, California, speak at a local church near our home in Franklin. She 
and I had gone to see the film Father of Lights (featuring Overstreet) that powerfully depicted the greatness 
of God. 

Mark decided to join me, and we experienced a wonderful gathering with individuals who loved 
God and people. Toward the end of the meeting, Chris was pulling various people up and 
prophetically releasing words of encouragement to them as God directed him. I was hoping that either 
Mark or I would receive a prophetic word or prayer to let us know that the situation we were going 
through would turn out okay. Just as I had those thoughts, Chris looked right at me and asked me to 
stand. Lori turned the recorder in her phone on to catch what he was saying: “...I see like a golden 
path being laid out in front of you, Missy, right now, and it’s just like favor, favor, favor. Favor on 
your life in the area of influence.”  

I had to giggle. There was that word: favor! Lori started giggling along with me. 
“I just want to give you some scriptures God is giving me for you,” Chris continued. “Ephesians 

3:20, ‘Now unto Him who is able to do exceeding abundantly above all that we ask or think, according 
to the power that works in us,’ and Philippians 1:6, ‘Being confident of this very thing, that He which 
hath begun a good work in you will perform it until the day of Jesus Christ.’” 

There it was. God was going to complete what He’d started in our lives concerning Favor and this 
adoption. I could feel myself calm down about Favor being taken to the city of Debre Birhan. 
Everything was going to be all right, and He had given me the promises to stand on. We had no idea 



how important these words would be in the days to come. It’s not exaggerating to say that they would 
be our lifeline. 

 
* * * * * 

 
I received one last email from Pochi before we got word to travel: 

 
Missy, don’t worry about anything. God is in control, and your child will be home with 
you soon.  
God bless you, Pochi.  

 
Within a few weeks we received the email securing our embassy date. At this point, Mark had 

decided that it was an easy pick-up-and-come-home trip, and he wasn’t excited about returning after 
he had spent the last trip sick and hovering over a toilet bowl. McKenzie, our 11-year-old daughter, 
loved Ethiopia, and we wanted her to have extra bonding time with Favor. So, Mark bought tickets 
for McKenzie and me, and made reservations at the Hilton in Addis Ababa again. The staff at that 
hotel had treated us well, so Mark felt we would be safe and well-cared-for on our return trip. On the 
other hand, I had an unrelenting, uneasy feeling about Mark not traveling with us.  

 
* * * * * 

 
Everything was ready to go. However, we hadn’t heard a word from Pochi. We contacted EAI 
America, and we were told that everything was fine and were advised to make the trip. 

Still no word came from Pochi. 
Five days before we were scheduled to board Ethiopian Airlines, Mark had a growing unrest in 

his spirit. We both felt something was really wrong. Pochi always returned our emails within a few 
days; to hear nothing from her for so long was alarming. Mark decided to check into a ticket so that 
he could come with us. To his surprise, the price had stayed the same, and he knew that there was a 
reason why God had made a way for him to join us. I was so relieved.  

Finally, two days before our flight, we received a message from Pochi. It wasn’t good news. 
Another adoptive couple from the United States had gone to Ethiopia for their child’s embassy 

date, and the Debre Birhan officials would not release their child to them. The couple had been sent 
back to the States empty-handed and broken-hearted. They had not even been allowed to see their 
adopted child. 

Mark immediately reached out to Adeferese at EAI Ethiopia and asked him if he was aware of 
what had happened with this couple and their adopted child. Mark wanted to know if we would face 
a similar problem, and if so, what was being done about it. He also reached out to several U.S. attorneys 
who had knowledge of Ethiopia and their laws. All the attorneys knew Adeferese and his reputation. 
They let us know we were in good hands because Adeferese had the power and influence to get things 
done. 

We then called EAI America again, and they encouraged us to travel because Favor, by Ethiopian 
law, was our daughter. 



Adeferese emailed an hour later, telling us they had a plan in place to get Favor and they wanted 
to try it before going to court. A plan? Court? With each email, we realized our concerns were warranted 
about not taking her back to Debre Birhan, but that was water under the bridge now. Where was our 
daughter? 

A few hours later, we received a call from EAI America. They had spoken to Adeferese, and he 
was now saying that we should not come to Ethiopia. We needed to let them figure things out first. 
They had no more details to share, but things weren’t looking good. 

I silently sat on our bed after hanging up the phone. Something wasn’t right. Words weren’t 
matching with actions being taken. What or who was everybody so afraid of? Who could we trust? I looked up 
at Mark, who stood at the end of the bed. Helpless, we said nothing. In our minds, we had completely 
lost control of this situation. We didn’t know who had our daughter or if she was scared or safe, and 
we’d been told not to come and pick her up just after we were advised to go and bring her home. 

Why was there such a battle for this little girl, and why did we both feel we had no other choice? We had to go 
get our daughter. 

 


