
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 



Chapter 3 
THE ENEMY COMES TO STEAL  

 
 “The thief cometh not, but for 

to steal, and to kill, and to destroy: 
I am come that they might have life, 

and that they might have it 
more abundantly.” 

—John 10:10, KJV 
 

When I opened the door to Cindy’s home, I could see that she had been crying and was very emotional. 
I asked God for the grace to face whatever news she had. 

“What’s going on?” I asked. “Is Favor okay?” Cindy pulled up the email and turned it for me to 
read. The email started with “URGENT PRAYER REQUEST!” I swallowed hard and began to read, 
trying not to miss anything, looking for Favor’s name—anything—to let me know she was okay. 

 
Please pray for our older children at the orphanage. There is a new policy that says older 
children should be placed in a foster care home. Since our home is the only one with 
older children, the policy affects us. There are people here in Ethiopia who are willing 
to take care of the children, but they only want them as servants. They don’t care about 
the babies...isn’t that weird? 

I have been crying since I heard from our coordinator. You know how much we 
love our children. We are fasting and praying the next three days. Pray that they will 
allow us to be the foster parents of the children and they will not take them. We 
desperately need your prayers! This is what Daniel (who is now adopted), told us that he 
had dreamt about. There are four children they are taking for foster care. It feels like 
they are stealing them. I’m sure you understand how we feel. Pray!  
God Bless You,  
Pochi 

 
I felt completely numb. 
“Do you know what four children they are taking out?” I asked. 
“I’m not sure,” Cindy answered, “but Favor could be one of them. They only had four older 

children there. The rest are babies.” The noise in my head was deafening, and I couldn’t get my mind 
wrapped around what was happening. 

“What does this mean?” I asked. “We can still adopt her, right? It’s just foster care.” I was doing 
my best to understand the seriousness of what I was hearing. 

“These children will be put in homes to be someone’s servant...or worse,” she said. “We’ll never 
see them again. So, no—you wouldn’t be able to adopt her.” 

The last statement felt like a tornado passing through my senses. Cindy’s eyes began filling with 



tears as she buried her face in her hands. I stood beside the table, unable to respond. 
From the moment I had heard Favor’s name, I had bound myself to her. I knew God had brought 

me a gift of a daughter from another country. All my plans for the days ahead included her. Now 
someone was trying to take her away from us and make her a servant? How could this be right? I felt completely 
helpless and vulnerable in that moment. What could I possibly do to stop this? She was halfway across the 
world, and all I wanted to do was hold her. Even if I could hop on a plane and be there, I was dealing 
with a world I didn’t know. Where would I begin? 

Cindy and I grabbed hands and began praying into the situation. I suddenly felt my spirit still and 
come to a place of peace. I took a deep breath, and before I realized it, I was speaking. “I trust Him,” 
I said. “I trust Him.” It came from the depths of my soul. I said it again. I had no other words. “I trust 
Him. He has never failed me. I trust Him.” I stood there knowing that all I could do was trust Him. 
He was the one holding her safe in His arms, He would make a way for her to be kept in the orphanage, 
and He would keep her from the bondage of slavery. 

 
* * * * * 

 
Later that day in Ethiopia, chaos erupted at Covenant Orphanage. Officials from the local government 
office had arrived to take the four children away. Favor was terrified because she didn’t understand 
what the men were saying or where the men wanted her to go. She ran and hid. She didn’t know these 
men, and she feared that they would give her away to a bad person or to someone who would do 
something horrible to her. She felt safe at the orphanage, and she liked the orphanage nurses who 
took care of her. 

The children were crying. The orphanage workers were crying as they were trying to comfort the 
children. Pochi begged the officials to leave the four children at the orphanage so they would not be 
frightened. She told them that she now had an Ethiopian worker who was willing to provide a 
temporary home for those children until their forever families arrived. Pochi then proceeded to ask if 
the orphanage could be allowed to be part of the foster care program because of this worker’s 
willingness. This action was a way to provide what the government was looking for. Thankfully, the 
officials agreed to the plan. 

 

* * * * * 
 

Back at home, Mark had just hung up the phone with his regional boss of more than 11 years. His 
company had started a massive downsizing, and more than 60 percent of the employees—from top 
to bottom—got the news that they had lost their jobs. Mark was one of them.  

I walked around the corner as Mark was coming out of the office. The look on his face said it all. 
I could already see the weight of not having a job resting on his shoulders. I grabbed his hand and led 
him back into the office where we would have privacy. I knew that he was deeply hurting and was 
feeling rejected in that moment. I took him in my arms and just held him. Mark losing his job was a 
slap in the face from a company that Mark had worked hard for and been loyal to beyond his pay. But 
downsizing was the reality of dealing with corporations and their bottom lines. As his wife, I knew 
they had just let go of one of the best employees they would ever have.  

Mark and I would have to make a decision at some point. We knew that during an adoption, if a 



parent’s job is disrupted, it often stops the adoption process. He was one of the top earners in the 
company, and his severance package would take care of us for the rest of the year—longer if we would 
tighten up on our budget. He had plenty of time to find another job before the money would run out. 
If we had to, we could cash in our stocks and other savings, or pick up side or part-time jobs until he 
found something else. We made a decision to stay silent about his job loss, believing that a job would 
come before our adoption was completed. 

That night, I realized my instincts concerning something going wrong with the adoption had been 
correct—the labor pains I was feeling had everything to do with what was taking place in the spiritual 
realm. The enemy was trying to steal our promises and abort a divine destiny. My prayers increased, 
and I also had my closest friends and prayer warriors join me in praying for a miracle.  

 

* * * * * 
 

On Sunday morning, the third and final day of the fast that had been taking place at Covenant 
Orphanage since the officials had threatened to take the children, Pochi stood in Ethiopia at Covenant 
Church worshiping God, when she felt an overwhelming peace that everything would turn out for the 
good of the children. God spoke to her. He had already started a work that could not be reversed. Pochi knew 
that the prayers and cries of the saints had prompted a miracle. 
 

* * * * * 
 

First thing Monday morning, Pochi received a call from the secretary to the government official in 
charge of removing the four children from the orphanage and placing them into foster care. She spoke 
with urgency. 

“Ms. Pochi,” the secretary started, “your presence has been requested at our offices in Debre 
Birhan. This morning, if possible.” 

“It will take me two hours to get there,” Pochi replied, “but I will leave now. May I ask, why the 
rush?” 

“We don’t know,” she said, “we’ve been asked to get you here as soon as possible. He (the 
government official) says it’s urgent. He seemed very upset when he came in, and asked that we get 
you here immediately. He will not say why.” 

Pochi hung up the phone and drove to Debre Birhan. When she arrived, the secretary rushed her 
back to the official’s office. 

The official looked up from his desk. His eyes were swollen and he looked disheveled. He 
obviously had not been sleeping well. 

“You asked to see me?” Pochi said. He grabbed a piece of paper from his desk and held it up in 
Pochi’s face, his fingers clenching the paper like it was his adversary. 

“This...this has brought me much turmoil. I have lost sleep and been disturbed over this matter. 
My whole family has been upset!” he yelled. “I don’t know the God you serve, but He has tormented 
me and my family all weekend. Take your paper and let this child be adopted.”  

At that, he threw the paper at Pochi and lowered his head. She picked the paper up off the floor 
and walked out of his office without looking back. 



The crumpled piece of paper was the last document needed to complete Favor’s adoption. Pochi 
knew a miracle had just happened, and she knew the almighty God she served had made a way for 
another child. 

Around the same time in Franklin, Tennessee, my labor pains suddenly stopped. 
 

* * * * * 
 

Within days, all the necessary papers were handed to the courts, and we thought that soon we would 
be traveling for our court date in Ethiopia. Again, however, months passed and no word came. We 
would later find out that EAI and Pochi had miscommunicated several times, resulting in missed and 
postponed court dates, setting us back. 

In Tennessee, Cindy and Hope, who had been back from Ethiopia for nearly a year, were getting 
ready to throw a shower for our future little Ethiopian princess. We had decided that we would use 
the shower to bless a new orphanage being built in Ethiopia with needed supplies. The show of love 
for Favor and the excitement to bring her home warmed my heart. One by one, my friends used Bible 
verses to declare blessings over her. There wasn’t a dry eye among us. It had been a year since I first 
heard her name and a seed to adopt her had been planted in my heart. I felt like I was ready to pop. 
We had battled some major roadblocks to get to this point, and I could almost see the finish line. 
Within two weeks of the prayers spoken at the shower, we were called with a court date! 

 

 
 

The Worton Family pose for a picture before heading to Ethiopia. 
That in itself is an adventure! 

 
 

 
The court date, August 15, 2012, was the last one available before the Ethiopian government 

agency responsible for adoption closed for the rainy season, and it was in five days! Two of those days 



would be used for travel. Because it was such late notice, I asked our adoption agent if we could have 
an hour to decide. I quickly made arrangements for our kids. Mark searched for a good deal on airline 
tickets. With Mark still job hunting, we were on a tight budget, and finding a good price on tickets was 
a necessity. Because we needed to fly within the next few days, we knew inexpensive tickets would be 
a miracle. Every ticket we found online was more than $3,500, and only one was available. We would 
either have to travel separately or on first class, which was almost double the $3,500. We debated if 
we should postpone the trip and take a later court date, but we couldn’t ignore the push to take action 
and go. So we said a prayer and pulled up the internet to check ticket prices one more time before 
giving our answer to the adoption agent. At first, we saw a ticket for the same price, but then suddenly 
the screen flickered, and updated the information. We couldn’t believe our eyes—two seats had 
opened up, and we secured them for $1,400 each! We were going to Ethiopia! 

Before we left, Mark’s good friend Clay called and told Mark that as he was praying for our trip, 
he felt two things would happen. First, I would receive additional insight for a book I’d been working 
on about how third-world countries have different views of both life before birth and abortion. 
Second, he felt that something wasn’t quite right. He said that we needed to be aware of a “sleight of 
hand” about a hidden agenda, corruption, or something done under the table in Ethiopia. He didn’t 
feel like this action would damage our adoption, but he did sense that God wanted us to be prepared 
and recognize this “sleight of hand” when it happened. 

His insight didn’t surprise me. This entire adoption has been one battle after another, I thought to myself. This 
child must have an amazing future! 
 

* * * * * 
 

After the initial scare that arose when our flight to Washington Dulles was cancelled, we found 
ourselves on the last two seats going to Washington Reagan Airport. The change in airports gave us 
an opportunity to see our long-time and dear friends, David and Kathleen Estes. They came to our 
rescue, shuttling us from Reagan International Airport to our hotel near Dulles Airport.  

We had walked through life with this couple in so many major events. After 9/11 happened in 
2001, they felt God calling them to help plant a church in New York City. After their house sold the 
day it went on the market, they moved in with us for six months until they had raised their support 
and moved to New York City. Then in 2009, unbeknownst to any of us, Kathleen and I were separately 
forwarded an email with pictures of “waiting children” from Ethiopia who needed families. We saw a 
picture of Shewit, our third child, for the first time, and we knew that we were supposed to adopt him. 
Kathleen and David saw pictures of their future children, Chernet and Misganaw from the same email. 
Not knowing Kathleen received the same email, I called to tell her the big news—only to find out that 
we had both started the adoption process on the same day! In January of 2010, we flew out of the 
country together to pick up our boys, who also happened to be best friends. Only God could have 
intertwined our lives so perfectly through the years, and tonight, though our time was brief, we 
experienced another amazing blessed time with our dear friends. They encouraged us and sent us on 
our way.  

After the long flight to Addis Ababa in Ethiopia, we arrived tired and ready to go to sleep. As we 
got off the plane, we were warmly greeted by Josiah from our adoption agency, EAI. He was so helpful 



and friendly. He took us to the Hilton, where we crashed for two hours before Pochi was going to 
pick us up and take us to meet Favor. I was so happy to see Pochi again—it had been more than two 
years since I was first introduced to her in Cindy’s kitchen. It felt like we had already been through so 
much together working towards this adoption for so long. 

“Favor is so excited to see you,” she said. “She is bursting at the seams to meet her forever mommy 
and daddy. She’s so happy to have a family.” 

We couldn’t believe we were finally going to meet this little girl. She had been in our prayers and 
on our mind for more than a year now. I looked at Mark. He was smiling, ready to meet his fourth 
child. His birthday had come and gone during our long flight, but there could not have been a better 
birthday gift for him waiting in Ethiopia. 

We loaded up into Pochi’s silver Toyota and traveled for an hour through the most beautiful land. 
Before we came to Ethiopia for our first adoption, I had always envisioned Ethiopia as a dry desert, 
but the land was lush with greenery. I videoed the scenery and some of our conversations as Pochi 
drove and told us all about the daughter we had traveled so far to meet. Favor seemed to bring a smile 
to Pochi’s face when she spoke about her. 

I looked over at Mark, expecting to see a man excited to meet his new daughter. Instead, I saw a 
man who was there in body, but in a fog. Later he told me that he was recalling a message he had 
heard about the two realms we are all a part of. The first one is the heavenly realm—made of perfect 
love, peace, and faith. The second one is the Earthly realm—filled with doubt, worry, and frustration. 
As believers, we reflect the realm that we are most aware of. We can reflect Heaven, or we can reflect 
the worries and concerns of this life. Mark knew that He was not reflecting Heaven as he started 
descending into an abyss of worry. Instead of celebrating what God was doing in this moment, his 
mind started to drift to all the challenges ahead. He needed a new job and a new van. He had another 
trip to Ethiopia to fund, and another child to provide for. 

After an hour of driving through lush terrain, we pulled off of the main road in an area known as 
Holeta that was very poor but surrounded by beauty. The road took us to a large, blue, double gate. 
Our hearts started to beat faster, because we knew that Favor was waiting on the other side of the 
gate. I wondered if she was as excited and as nervous as I was. The gate swung wide open as we got 
out of the car, and the children ran out to greet us. One by one, they hugged and kissed us on both 
cheeks. My eyes scanned all the little girls around us, but Favor was not among them. 

Then I saw her. I could see that she was barely containing her excitement as she made her way to 
us. She was dressed in a little black-and-pink-checkered skirt with a black vest and a white shirt peeking 
out. Her hair was braided back, and she was the most beautiful sight that I had ever seen. She reached 
up to give me a kiss on both cheeks, looked in my eyes, and said my favorite word, “Mommy.” 

She looked over at Mark, and as they caught eyes, she got the biggest smile on her face. She hugged 
him and gave him a kiss on each cheek. I could see Mark’s heart was officially melted in her embrace. 
Just like our older three children, we were immediately filled with love for her. Mark was beaming 
from ear to ear.  

 “Happy birthday!” I said as I looked at him.  
Favor grabbed my hand, and with her other hand, she grabbed Mark’s, and led us into the 

orphanage where they had prepared a coffee ceremony. I kept looking at her. It was surreal holding 



her in my arms after all the battles and prayer we had gone through to get here. I wanted—more than 
anything—to take her home and get her as far away from the foster situation that had almost enslaved 
her. I had so many questions and emotions rolling through me, but for now—I had her in my arms—
and I wasn’t planning to miss a moment. 

 


