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For years I had struggled with the emotional side of feeling God's love for me. I knew in my mind that He did, but the 
experience in my heart was not there. A dear friend and my pastor sensed this and convinced me to enter into some 
counseling with him. As part of this healing process, I was to read certain material and then keep a journal of my 
thoughts and feelings. 

My job as a pilot required me to commute from my home in North Carolina to another state for work. One day on an 
airplane, flying as a passenger, God gave me a very vivid vision of His love for me. After reading a chapter in The Lion 
& The Lamb, I sensed God telling me to pick up my pen and write. 

These words came to me as if He was speaking directly to me. The example of the orphanage was new to me. I had 
never even been to an orphanage and although I have a very loving family, my heart and soul felt abandoned. 

As I sat in my room and looked around at the grey bleak walls of the orphanage, a sense of hopelessness and 
depression filled heart. Life had started out so bright, the world was there to be conquered and I was there to be the 
victor. Now the dismal cold winter day outside my window summed up what little if any desire I had left to fight back 
against a world too powerful and unfair to ever overcome. My once strong will had been broken. 

I was learning to live with my disappointments with life and God by not expecting much. I constantly numbed myself 
to my desires for more. But there was one ache that haunted me that I could not deny. It was the feeling of being 
alone. Nothing seemed to help for more than a brief few moments to fill this void in my life. The nights I had laid 
awake begging (no, demanding) God to come through for me only left me wondering if He even existed, much less 
cared enough to help me. It had been eighteen years since I gave my life to Christ. Eighteen years filled with 
volunteer Young Life work, discipling friends, Sunday School teacher and Bible Study leader. 

My confusion paralyzed me. Why didn't God answer me with more than wait or no? Where was the power of prayer? 
I was a stranger to experiencing God's compassion and Fatherly love. 

Although I had a loving family and many close friends, my soul chose to live here in the orphanage. 

Suddenly I sensed that Jesus had entered the building. My pulse quickened when I realized He was looking for me. I 
tried my best to fight back the joy that He might really come for me and be my rescuer from this awful place. I could 
hear Him calling my name as He walked down the hall to my room. My thoughts ran wild as I tried to imagine Him 
opening my door. The moment came when He was standing in the doorway. I stood up from bed for lack of knowing 
what to do. The next thing I know, He is kneeling in front of me and had wrapped His arms around me. He hugged 
me like I have never been hugged before. The strength in His arms made it hard for me to breathe at times, but I 
didn't care — it was wonderful. I had never experienced anything like this in my life. I could feel the texture of His 
clothes against me and smell the realness of His hair and beard. It was a wonderful feeling, but even at this beautiful 
moment I struggled with letting go. Letting go meant being vulnerable and that possibly meant getting hurt. 

He took His hands and placed them on my face. I could feel the strength and tenderness in them. As I looked in His 
face I saw a new love. I saw joy and compassion, but most of all I saw His tender face saying. "You are mine.” He 
spoke to me and said, “Oh, how I have missed you. I have missed you so much. You are my brother and I have come 
to take you away from here, home with Me. My Father loves you as a treasured son.” 

I wanted to throw my hands up and say, "Yes! I belong: I'm accepted,” but my soul had had foster parents before. 
They had taken me home only to bring me back again when they had gotten to know the real me. A part of me was 
still afraid to trust Him. I sensed He knew that about me, but He didn't say anything about it. All I felt was 
acceptance. He stood up and took my hand and said, “Let’s go.” I looked around at my room and thought, I must 
gather a few of my possessions to take with me like my pride, my ego, my accomplishments and my reputation, 
which I had worked so hard on all my life. They weren't much, but they were all I had. Jesus stopped, turned to me 
and said with such compassion in His voice, “You’ll not need those to live with Me, to be a brother of the King.” 



We left my room, His big hand holding mine so tightly. I looked up at Him once and noticed the smile on His face, the 
same smile a father has when he sees his newborn child for the first time. As crazy as it seemed, I felt He was proud 
to call me His brother.  As we walked down the hall, I could see into the room of the other orphans and noticed they 
were all empty. I wanted to tell them about what was happening to me, but the moment was so exciting, I didn't want 
to miss one second of it. I decided I would come back later. I even wondered if my stubborn cold heart had kept me 
there until I was the only one left. It didn't matter now. I was with my Lord and it was overwhelming to me. I had 
never felt so much childlike excitement. 

As we walked into the lobby and saw all the staff standing there. I could see they were laughing to themselves. They 
were laughing because they knew who I was and how many times I had messed up and had been brought back. I'm 
sure they were convinced I would never really be able to leave this place. I felt ashamed because of who I was and 
because they were right. I didn't deserve this. I felt uneasy for One so perfect and righteous to even hold my hand. It 
was then that Jesus turned to these people because He knew their thoughts and said, “This brother of mine will not 
be coming back.” The room became quiet and I felt Him squeeze my hand as we walked toward the door to leave. I 
felt His anger toward them. I felt His love towards me. Just before we left He turned around once more, pointed his 
finger at them and said in a voice that could have silenced a whole army: “NEVER!” It was then that I knew without a 
shadow of doubt that I was a son of my heavenly Father, never to be alone again. John 14:18, “I will not leave you as 
orphans, I will come for you,” was more than real to me. 

This new found love is the greatest jewel of my life. It has been the foundation for me to begin to understand GRACE 
and live a life of freedom. If you are still living in the orphanage, I pray that you will find this kind of love. It is not 
something you can do on your own, but rather comes when you say, “Father (DADDY)! I can't do this on my own, will 
You show me?” At that point I believe that your heavenly Father will take great delight in your heart and rescue you. 

Isaiah 30:18-21 — "Yet the LORD longs to be gracious to you: he rises to show you compassion. For the LORD is a 
God of justice. Blessed are all who wait for him! O people of Zion, who live in Jerusalem, you will weep no more. How 
gracious he will be when you cry for help! As soon as he hears, he will answer you. Although the Lord gives you the 
bread of adversity and the water of affliction, your teachers will be hidden no more: with your own eyes you will see 
them. Whether you turn to the right or to the left, your ears will hear a voice behind you, saying, “This is the way: 
walk in it.” 


