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_______________________________________________________________________ 
“HOW DOES GOD SPEAK TO ORDINARY PEOPLE?” 
 
This book is a collection of small stories of my life. The main theme of the book is: How does 
God speak to ordinary people? When we think of God speaking to us, we often imagine 
something extraordinary, almost an audible voice. But God speaks in many different ways. I 
am not a person who hears God communicating with me in an audible voice, then how does 
God speak to me? And to you?  
 
I am also asking: What has formed and affected my relationship with him? This is the sub 
theme of this book, that life is a journey and God is a companion who walks with us. 
 
My stories are individual highlights, not a complete history of my life. They have been written 
throughout a number of years and are taken from diaries and other notes. The stories are 
accompanied by prayers, Bible verses or hymns, and photos. In some places I add thoughts 
and reflections on what the experiences meant for my relationship to God, my faith.  
 
Gunvor Rekstad 

About the author 
 
Gunvor Rekstad has been the director of Ellel Ministries Norway since 
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She has three children and six grandchildren. Born in 1944 in the city of 
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Introduction 

How does God speak to ordinary people?  
 
The book you are holding in your hands is a collection of small stories – stories from my life. 
The main theme of the book is: How does God speak to ordinary people? When we think of 
God speaking to us, we often imagine something extraordinary, almost an audible voice. But 
God speaks in many different ways. As I have reflected on experiences in my life, there are 
times when I can see that God was at work, he was meeting with me and speaking with me.  
 
In this book I have described some of those experiences. Some of them may seem quite 
ordinary while others could be more unusual. They have contributed to widen my 
understanding of how God speaks to his children. I am not a person who hears God 
communicating with me in an audible voice, so how does God speak to me? And to you? 
 
I think many people have similar stories to tell. But do we realize that God was really 
speaking to us at these times? If you think God rarely speaks to you, read on and see some 
examples which may inspire you to view the events of your own life in a different way. Can 
you identify similar experiences in your life? Can you see God’s hand at work? Can you hear 
his voice speaking? 
 

Stories and life pictures from a journey of faith 
 
My stories are individual highlights, not a complete history of my life. I am sharing the parts 
relating to God and my relationship with him, especially asking myself: how did God speak to 
me? It’s hard to have a relationship if you don’t hear from the other person!  
 
I am also asking what has formed and affected my relationship with him? That is the second 
theme of this book, that life is a journey and God is a companion who walks with us. 
 
Some of my stories are arranged thematically, others in a more chronological order. The first 
chapter gives some background & the stories about God speaking come after that.They have 
been written throughout a number of years and are taken from diaries and other notes. The 
stories are accompanied by prayers, Bible verses or hymns. In some places I add thoughts and 
reflections on what the experience meant for my relationship to God, my faith. Where other 
people are involved, the stories are told in the way I perceived them. 
 
The photos you’ll find throughout the book are pictures I’ve chosen to support the story, 
sometimes in a kind of humorous way. I took the photos in moments of my journey through 
life when creation reminded me of the Creator - he who is behind what is good, true and 
beautiful. Moments of beauty can provide something to lean on to and stop by for a while, and 
wonder. The pictures are meant to be that sort of invitation. 
 
I encourage you to take time to discover where you are in your walk of faith and to walk 
carefully through the landscape of your life.   
 
When you look back through your life, I guess you will discover ways in which God has 
already spoken to you.  
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CHAPTER 1  HOW I STARTED TO WALK WITH THE KING 
 

 
 HE LEADS ME BESIDE QUIET WATERS                                            Swedish park 
 
 
 

When we walk with the King 

Lord, I wonder... 
 
For so many years Lord, I have been wondering - 
how do you speak? 
When I hear and perceive something I think is from you, 
how do I know that it is you speaking to me? 
 
My relationships and the people I’ve met,  
the struggles of life, challenges and choices, 
how did it all form my trust in you and who you are? 
 
When I look back and think about people and places, situations and events  
that were significant to me, 
I would so much like to be able to discern you and your ways in my life! 
 
Will you open my eyes so I can see more of my walk with you 
and you walking with me  
along the road of life?  
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 I WONDER                      Norwegian mountain lake  
 
 
 

Why did I become a Christian? 

Blessed inheritance 
 
One of my earliest childhood memories is of the farm where my mother was brought up. I 
remember being lifted from bed to look out of the window at a red lorry in the courtyard. 
What I’ve since been told is that I was very ill at that time and almost died of pneumonia. 
When it became critical, my grandmother had called on people to pray for me. Their prayers 
were answered; they received what they prayed for. The situation changed and I began to 
recover. What a good start for a child to be born into care like that.  
   
They feast on the abundance of your house; you give them drink from your rivers of delights. 
For with you is the fountain of life; in your light we see light.  (Psalm 36:8-9)  
 
 
A PRAYER 
 
How precious is your mercy, O Lord. 
You are the wellspring to come to when we thirst for grace and mercy  
for those who are dear to us. 
Thank you, God for everyone who has prayed. 
Thank you for people who have compassion on those who suffer, 
and know they can come to you with their cries for help. 
Thank you that you are the fountain of life. 
You want life, Lord God. 
Glory be to you who are the giver of life. 
 

Childhood memories 
 
As children we have glimpses into other people’s faith life, how they live their relationship to 
God. My family never went to church because my mother thought formal church services 
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were only for rich people. But she sang to my brother and myself when we went to bed, 
songs about God’s goodness and protection.  She always listened to Sunday morning worship 
on the radio and sometimes went to prayer meetings in informal settings. For a while I went to 
Sunday school in a Pentecostal church. One day I remember it was very noisy with people 
screaming and shouting. I was so afraid I ran home and never went back.  
 
I sometimes remember my mother sitting at the kitchen table reading her Bible and a 
devotional book. Or she might be reading a letter from her mother. My grandmother would 
send Christian magazines and letters filled with Bible references; letters which my mother 
absolutely treasured. A child picks up something from that, a sense that these things are 
important.   
 

Grandmother 
 
My mother’s mother was the spiritual head of the family, having been widowed in her fifties. 
She was always knitting something wonderful to go in the fundraising raffle for one mission 
organisation or another. She lived to be 97 and was knitting right up to the last days of her 
life. Even when she was bedridden after she broke her hip, she would sit up in bed early in the 
morning, sing hymns and read the Bible or mission newsletters. She prayed for all the people 
she loved (her seven children, their spouses and her grandchildren) and then she would start 
knitting!  
 
She was a rather strict but kind and caring person. When she went on the grand tour of her 
family every couple of years, it seemed as if the house filled with something safe, solid and 
dependable. But most of my perception of who she was came through the stories my parents 
told about “mum”. When I was in 6th grade (13yr old), and we had to write a piece for school 
“The person I most want to be like”,  I wrote about her, this seamstress, this woman of faith 
and prayer, the one who gathered the family about her. My father used to say about her that 
she was the kindest person in the world.  
 
You have given me the heritage of those who fear your name.   (Ps 61:5b)        
 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Thank you O God that you can give us a good inheritance from our family 
A thread of blessing without any input on our part 
Thank you for those who have gone before us 
Who we can look up to as good examples of faith and trust in you  
Thank you for families who give blessings to those who follow 
May I too be one of those who leave a heritage of faith to my descendants 
And thank you God 
that you are a God who can give where there was no such inheritance  
A good measure, pressed down shaken together and running over  
as it says in your Word.  
Thank you that there are no queues when you give  
It’s not only those who come first who will receive,  
but everyone who wants.  
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                    BLESSINGS                                                      Danish apple blossom 
 
 

School camp   
 
In the community where I grew up, I didn’t know any Christians other than my mother. At 
school we had a female teacher who taught us for three years, then a male teacher for the next 
four years. These two teachers gave me the impression that they had a Christian way of 
approaching life and they made school a good place to be. I liked school, although sometimes 
boys would tease and frighten me on the way to school, which made me feel insecure, but 
school itself was a good place where my resources were valued.  
 
At 14, the only high school available was a Christian high school in Oslo. It was the first time 
I had been in a Christian environment. The teachers meant a lot to me, they filled my days 
with kindness, care and humour. They didn’t hide their faith. I made new Christian friends 
and so I started to focus more on things like faith and what it meant to be a Christian.   
       
When I was 15, the school held a summer camp. One evening there was a meeting where an 
invitation was given to receive Jesus as saviour and I responded and went forward for prayer. 
Faith had been down there somewhere but it had been dormant.  
 

A Christian teacher 
 
Teenage years were also a time of excitement and some rebellion. I made a new friend, a new 
girl in the class, and that friendship turned me away from my faith a bit. Her rebellion against 
strict Christian parents drew me into new and previously unknown groups of people where 
boys were the focus. School became number two. My Christian teacher, the tutor for my year 
group, picked me up when I didn’t find school interesting any more. His care made a great 
impact on my life.  
In this high school, in the last year, the older students were allowed to sign up to do the 
morning devotion. I had a real fight with myself whether to do it or not. But I finally chose to 
do so, and was the last one to sign up. This was the turning point for me, the point when I 
decided I was definitely going to be a Christian.  
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A PRAYER 
 
Thank you Jesus Christ for those who are good representatives of you 
For those who are helpful, loving and don’t hide their values and beliefs 
Who can see behind the facades of rebellion and searching 
I thank you for their patience and kindness 
For their ability to mirror your characteristics. 
Thank you that there are people like this among those who work with young people 
Thank you for their warmth 
Thank you that they mirror you Jesus 
Thank you 
 
 

People who prayed for me 

A spiritual midwife 
 
It was maybe 15 years later when a friend of mine invited me to join her and her husband for 
a Christian summer camp. That invitation was of great significance and she stands out like a 
spiritual midwife for me. She fed me with Christian literature, which I almost literally ate, I 
found it so helpful. She was the first person I’d met who placed her hand on me when she 
prayed for me, something I had never seen or heard of before.  
 
The nourishing teaching I found in this new setting was immensely important for my daily life 
as a Christian. I met people who talked about faith in a new way, and who practised care by 
praying for each other. These prayers were very specific and sincere. I started to learn from 
them what prayer ministry is, by receiving and being allowed to give as well. That was a 
turning point in the development of my relationship with God.  
 

A spiritual father 
  
Church life in the community where I lived was full of activities where I was giving out all 
the time - give, give, give but I felt I didn’t receive much for myself. I was like a bear, feeding 
on spiritual food at summer camps, then living off that for the rest of the year. However, I had 
joined the church choir, which gave me Christian fellowship I really appreciated. Also, for 
many years I taught Sunday school to children every third Sunday, and I brought my own 
children along. Looking back, I can see that having to prepare the Sunday school lesson gave 
me spiritual food, since I actually had to read the Bible to prepare the lesson! 
 
At this time, because of a heavy and crisis-filled period in my life, I met with one of the 
pillars of the Christian church in Norway, who became like a spiritual father to me; someone 
who understood, encouraged and guided me. He represented safety and support. I could turn 
to him for advice and guidance about how to handle difficult situations. He was someone who 
stayed when others went, something solid. He would suggest books for me to read on topics 
of interest. This support was important in my relationship with God because it was a spiritual 
and emotional input which my parents had never been able to give me. A sense of safety and 
security started to grow that God was involved in my life, in the ordinary things. And a seed 
of hope was sown that he cared about the life within my heart and also the life of my family 
and my church. God was communicating these things through this man’s support. 
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I started to open the doors to the different rooms of my heart. God didn’t feel so distant any 
more. He didn’t have to stand outside my everyday any longer – I let him in.   
 
I stand at the door and knock. If anyone hears my voice and opens the door, I will come in 
and eat with him, and he with me. (Rev 3:20) 
 
 

 
 ABUNDANCE                                                                              Scottish garden 
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CHAPTER 2   WATCHED OVER  
 

 
         UPWARD SLOPE                                                                  South England 

 
 
There are times in our lives when circumstances seem to communicate truth we could not 
grasp in other ways – that the Almighty is watching over us, telling us he cares for us. 
 

God reveals himself 

My Back 
 
At the age of thirty my health had become a problem when my back completely collapsed and 
I was bed-bound. The doctor told me: “You’ll have to put up with it until you’re fifty, and at 
that point we might operate on you. It’s a risky operation – you’ll either get well or you’ll be 
confined to a wheelchair. We don’t want to take that risk now when you’re thirty.” That night 
I really cried out to God for the first time in my life: “Oh God, if you don’t have any need of 
me, please take me home. I can’t bear being such a burden to my family. But if you can use 
my life for something, you’ll have to heal me.” 
 
All through that night I felt feverish and then I sensed something had changed. A process had 
started and later, after a year of physiotherapy, I felt well enough to take care of my home and 
household, so we no longer needed to pay for help. That night was my first personal 
conversation with God where he answered me, saying he had a future for me – in his service. 
God wasn’t speaking these things in an audible voice but through how the circumstances 
worked out after my prayer. That is how I understood it. My back remains a weak point but I 
have never had to go for an operation and I’m not in a wheelchair. It is an enormous blessing 
from the Lord to me. 
 
Praise the Lord, O my soul, and forget not all his benefits – who forgives all your sins and 
heals all your diseases, who redeems your life from the pit and crowns you with love and 
compassion. (Psalm 103:2-4) 
 
Enjoyment of my work has been an extra bonus through the years: being able to work – what 
a joy! It’s not to be taken for granted. You will know this if you have been unable to 
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accomplish the things you longed to do.  
 
 Oh that I could praise my Jesus 
 The way my heart so longs to do  
 Because he wanted to show me grace 
 And invite me into his Kingdom too. 

(Norwegian song) Ref. 1 
 

 

 
        FIND YOUR STRENGTH – FOR THE HILLS                       South Downs, England 

 
 

University  
 
After a year as a supply teacher at the nearest school, I went on to study education at 
university. I could combine two days a week studying in Oslo with caring for my home and 
my young children. There was a lot to read! I worked out that I needed to read 40 pages a day 
in order to get through it all. Every morning there were these books! And every morning an 
inner battle: should I start with the books, or with my devotions (my quiet time)? Couldn’t I 
have my devotions in the evening when the kids were in bed?  
 
The early mornings, when the children had left for school was the best time for studying. I 
had no peace and I was constantly having an inner dialogue about it, in which the words  
“seek first God’s kingdom” came back to me again and again. So in a way I had to have my 
devotions before I did my studies. And when the day of the exam came, I hadn’t got through 
the syllabus. I was terrified because I hadn’t read it all! What I wrote on the exam paper just 
came to me as I was writing. I can’t explain how that happened. Especially since there were 
two days of exams with eight hours of writing each day!  
 
I had absolutely no idea how I had done. When the day for the exam results came, I waited 
until everyone else had left before I dared to check. When I looked, out of all the students, 
there was just one who had a better result than mine! I was so shocked, I went out and cried. 
And I remembered the rest of that Bible verse I had wrestled with all those months: “.....and 
all these things will be given to you as well.” 
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In a way that was too much for me. God became so present, so alive, so enormous. He 
became my companion, my friend and my confidante in a new way. The challenge was clear:  
Do you trust me to keep my word? That is what I felt he was asking me. 
 
But seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as 
well. (Matthew 6:33) 
  
It is not because of your righteousness or your integrity that you are going in to take 
possession of this good land; but... the Lord God will... accomplish what he swore to your 
fathers, to Abraham, Isaac and Jacob. Understand, then, that it is not because of your 
righteousness that the Lord your God is giving you this land to possess...   (Deut 9:5-6)   
 
When God shows his goodness and grace in a person’s life, he does it because he is good and 
keeps his word, not because of the righteousness of the person. I had nothing to boast of. 
Rather I felt very small in front of God at that moment, but my image of God was enlarged, 
stretched to contain more than before.  
 

 
      OVERLOOKING THE LAND                                                         Eastbourne, England 

 
 
 

A life’s motto 
 
In my late twenties I was a board member of my local church for six years. Each meeting 
began with a short devotion and it would soon be my turn to give it. Speaking to adults!! That 
was so scary. The other board members were such clever people with so much experience, 
whereas I had only ever done this sort of thing for children. What should I say? My family 
and I went away to our mountain cabin for the Easter holiday, and while we were there I woke 
up one night and suddenly I just knew what to say for the devotion. The story from the book 
of Numbers about Joshua, Caleb and the ten others who had spied out the promised land, and 
their reactions to what they saw there.   
 
This story struck me very powerfully. From what I read I could see how the two different 
reactions had huge consequences. The ten wanted to give up, they felt the task of conquering 
new land was too difficult, it couldn’t be done and they should have stayed in Egypt. So all 
the people cried out that it was better to die in the desert. And God heard their prayers - they 
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did die! How shocking! Joshua and Caleb were different. They chose to hold on to God’s 
promises: he had promised them the land! If he had promised to give it to them, then they 
would get it - that was their argument. What an extremely challenging thought.   
 
Joshua’s words were: “With the Lord’s help we will make it.” I took those words as my own 
motto for life and Joshua became my favourite Bible character. So this was God speaking to 
me, offering his gift and his encouragement. I never doubted that this came from God since I 
had never experienced anything like it and I knew I could never have come up with it by 
myself. As I look back on that, thirty years later, I can see now how God in his grace gave me 
this motto to hold on to; words for strength and courage in hard times, in desert times with 
pain and suffering. God gave a gift for life, with a tag on: To you from Me.    
 
But as for me, it is good to be near God. I have made the Sovereign Lord my refuge.   
(Ps 73:28) 
 

 
        HOLD ON               South Downs, England 

 
 

God heals 

Die in my 30’s? 
 
It was a bit embarrassing to admit I was actually afraid to go to hospital for an operation. The 
truth was that for many years I’d had a fear that I would die in my 30’s. Perhaps I would die 
during the operation.  
 
A friend of mine took on the job of trying to convince me that I would survive, and gave me 
this verse as an encouragement the day I was admitted to hospital: 
 
Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are 
with me; your rod and your staff they comfort me.  (Ps 23: 4) 
 
I relaxed a bit, but in a way I knew that there could be a crisis. My trust in God was rather 
shaky.   
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I woke up after the operation and discovered to my horror that a drug I was allergic to had 
been used throughout the operation, even though I had informed three people about it - the 
nurse and two doctors. My emotions were in chaos: first shock: “Is this possible?” Then 
disbelief: “Don’t they believe what their patients tell them?” And of course fear: “What’s 
going on?” But this was followed by a growing thankfulness and gratitude: “Jesus Christ has 
protected me!”   
 
The next time I woke up was in the middle of the night. My arm was really painful so I called 
the nurse who checked the drip. She said everything was OK and left. After a while I felt 
strange in my head, my pulse was fast and my heart was pounding. My arm felt as if it wasn’t 
mine any more, so I called for the nurse again. The calling alarm system didn’t work! But it 
had been working a little while ago. Fortunately I was in a double room, so the other lady 
used her calling system, but that didn’t work either. My heart beat faster and faster; I felt 
dizzy. The other patient stumbled out of bed and shouted for a nurse. After quite a long time, 
the nurse came. She checked my pulse, then ran off. Another nurse came to be with me while 
they called for the doctor. I felt: this is “the crisis”, so I asked the nurse: would you read a 
Bible verse for me? I had to hear Isaiah 41:10.  
 
So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God. I will strengthen 
you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.  
 
She had to read it to me over and over again. Her tears started to flow and she commented: 
“Maybe it’s time for me to think about a few things.” An amazing moment. 
 
After the drip in my arm was removed, my pulse settled down and I felt much better. Then 
they had to find a site in the other arm to replace the drip. The doctor really struggled to get it 
in, but after he had succeeded we all watched in shock as it twisted by itself out of place 
again! Finally it was sorted out, but the drip wouldn’t drip. It refused to work. It took hours to 
get the stuff into my veins. I had never experienced anything like it, it felt scary, almost 
spooky. But Isaiah 41 hammered in my thoughts.  
 
The next morning I was exhausted after all the strain I’d been through, and I asked if they 
would call my friend. She came and it was precious to feel Christian fellowship there and 
then. As we were alone in the room at that time, she prayed for me. I felt as if something went 
through my body and as if I was about to fall asleep. My friend thought I did fall asleep. Later 
in the day I realised that something physical had happened as well, and after two days I was 
completely well. It was incredible, extraordinary! I was kept in hospital for another 7 days, so 
it became a time of restoration and rest. My body was functioning perfectly, so I was just able 
to relax and recover.  
 
However, once I was back home things started to happen. After one week I returned to the 
hospital for a check-up because I had a fever and I was in pain. Medicine and treatment. The 
next week, back in again. Then it was something else and I couldn’t eat. The third week I was 
rather drained. My deeper questions to God started to come to the surface: “Did God want 
this? Was it his will? Was this honouring God now, when the only thing I could do was to be 
in bed?” My thoughts were tripping me up with a jumble of questions. Fortunately I had good 
friends I could call to ask for help. They called for someone they knew who had the gift of 
praying for the sick. He asked me exactly the same questions I had struggled with myself, and 
from the Bible he showed me what God says about these things. After an hour’s conversation, 
I was convinced that God did not want me to honour him by being sick! There were a lot of 
strongholds of beliefs within me that had to come down before we could pray for God’s 
healing. After that they prayed for me. “Now you can give her some food”, he said to my 
friend and she put two lovely sandwiches in front of me and a glass of milk. It was delicious. 
From then on I was well, and day by day I recovered strength.  
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The day before I was due to start work again, I went back to the hospital for a check-up.  
The doctor’s final words to me were: “stay well, have good health and live long in the land.” 
It was as if the words came direct from heaven, and maybe they did. (Later I heard he was a 
Christian). 
 
These things became like a well which gave me new insights about God and changed my 
image of him. He is stronger than death, his plans for me are good, and I can turn to him with 
sickness and pain as well as everything else. In this fight he is on my side, he is for me and 
not against me. This opened up a new life with God which was very different from what I’d 
known before. Instead of death, it became life for me, a life where I can know, in the words of 
a Norwegian song: 
 
He walks by my side, he’s guiding my path and he never gets tired like I do. 
By grace he guards me all of my days. He never fails me, never fails.  

Ref. 2 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Thank you Lord God, that all my times are in your hand. 
Thank you Jesus Christ that you have given me the right to be a child of God, and I am. 
Thank you Holy Spirit, that you are my comforter in life and in death.  
 
For though we live in the world, we do not wage war as the world does. The weapons we fight 
with are not the weapons of the world. On the contrary, they have divine power to demolish 
strongholds. We demolish arguments and every pretension that sets itself up against the 
knowledge of God, and we take captive every thought to make it obedient to Christ.  
(2 Cor 10: 3-5) 
  
What emerged from these events was a growing courage to dare to pray for other people. And 
the first person I prayed for was my own daughter, who had eczema. Many years later she 
said: “Do you know mum, when I really started to believe in Jesus? It was that time when you 
prayed and Jesus healed me of the eczema.” At moments like this, a prayer of such thanks 
rises up in humility – what if I hadn’t dared to pray?  
 

  
          A POWERFUL HEALING    Minnesota, USA 
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The party 
  
The day before my husband’s fortieth birthday party, I was ill with a high fever. In fact I was 
totally wiped out! We had planned this to be such a special day - the guests had been invited 
ages ago. My husband said: “We’ll have to cancel the party.”  
“No way! I’m going to get up and go to the prayer meeting. They’ll pray for me and I will get 
better”, was my response. “You’re crazy!”, he said, but he drove me to the prayer meeting. It 
was a great prayer time and before the end I asked: “Could you pray for me so I’ll be well for 
this party tomorrow night?” They certainly could. They prayed and as they did, I felt the fever 
leave me. I walked home and I prepared for the party, feeling totally well.  
 
...they who seek the Lord will praise him. (Ps 22: 26b) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
God in heaven, 
Thank you that you look to those who are small and helpless. 
You are the one who delivers from what would steal, murder and destroy in our lives. 
You, the Almighty, who is like you? 
And what are we, that you think about us,  
Children like us, that you care for us? 
Praise and honour and thanks to you, O God! 
 

Allergy 
 
On the last day of the Bible week summer camp, we had a special service of prayer for the 
sick and anointing with oil, held in a local church. I wanted to go for prayer because for 
twelve years I had suffered from hay fever, an allergy that left my eyes and nose streaming for 
the best part of the summer. I was fed up with it, and at the worst times I felt exhausted. So 
many thoughts went round my head: Why do I have this plague? Am I a good witness for God 
when my eyes and nose are streaming? Is this God’s will? No, he wants the best for me. In the 
Lord’s prayer it says, “Your will be done on earth as it is in heaven.” So I ought to pray with 
someone about this, because I know the will of God. This is how I was thinking and I was 
really looking forward to that meeting in the church.  
 
There I was, anointed and prayed over, but I didn’t sense anything special. Everything was 
just peaceful and nice. However, I had done what I had decided to do. And what happened? 
Nothing happened. In fact nothing at all: there were no allergic reactions in the lovely summer 
weather! No plague. I could enjoy God’s creation and breathe in the smell of flowers and 
grass. As this dawned on me, it was almost unbelievable. For the rest of that summer, every 
night I would thank and thank and thank God for his great goodness.  
 
He sent forth his word and healed them...let them give thanks to the Lord for his unfailing 
love and his wonderful deeds for men. Let them sacrifice thank offerings and tell of his works 
with songs of joy.  (Ps 107: 20-22)  
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CHAPTER 3   CHOICES  
 

 
         COMING TO ELLEL GRANGE                     Ellel Grange, Lancaster, England 

 
 
Throughout each day and through life we make choices, whether smaller or bigger ones. 
Some of the small ones could actually have big, even dramatic effects. When God prompts us, 
we often need to make a choice. 
 

God’s reminders 

Go out and look 
 
Our firstborn used to lie in her pram for a nap in the garden each morning. The pram was 
placed so I could see it from the window. She would never cry because she usually fell asleep 
straight away. But one morning after she was put out in the pram, and I was working in the 
house, I suddenly felt very uneasy. I went to the window and looked out, but everything 
seemed normal. However, I continued to feel terribly uneasy and finally I went outside to take 
a look. When I removed the covers I could see what was wrong: She had the pompon from the 
end of her jacket string in her mouth. In fact it was down her throat! I was able to pull it up 
again and of course I immediately took the pompoms off the strings. I could hardly bear to 
think about what could have happened. Why had I felt so uneasy? How amazing that God had 
been speaking to me in that uneasy feeling!  
 
A PRAYER 
 
Glory and praise and honour to him   
who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine  (Eph 3:20) 
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        LIKE SOMEONE’S THERE                               Alfriston, South England 

 

Timing 
 
My plan had been to start teacher training college when my oldest child finished primary 
school. It didn’t quite work out like that!   
 
Early in January a most extraordinary feeling came over me, a strong feeling that I should 
visit the teacher training college to enquire about their study programme. For a long time I 
tried to ignore this thought, because I wasn’t planning to start until the following year. The 
deadline for applications wasn’t until the 1st of May, everyone knew that, it had been the same 
for twenty five years! But the uneasy feeling wouldn’t go away, so I thought: I’ll go and 
check, and then I will have done it. So off I went to get the information. 
 
As I was about to leave, the secretary handed me an application pack, saying: “You do know 
we have a new closing date for applications this year, don’t you? It’s the first of February.” 
No!!! I didn’t know – I was shocked. At that very moment I also knew: This is God and I 
think I am supposed to apply now, not next year. And somehow because of all this prompting, 
I also knew I would be accepted. The prompting to go and check it out, plus the fact that the 
date for applications had changed after twenty five years was for me a clear indication that 
God was speaking - he wanted to get my attention, he was telling me something. 
 
It proved so valuable for me as time went by, to know so clearly that it was God’s will for me 
to start at this college and that I had started at the right time. And that he who calls is faithful.  
 
Many, O Lord my God, are the wonders you have done. The things you planned for us, no-one 
can recount to you; were I to speak and tell of them, they would be too many to declare.  
(Ps 40:5) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
How good you are, God. All things you do are for our best.  
No-one is like you. No, no-one is like you.  
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        COME THIS WAY          South England  

 
 

God’s generous gifts 

I will meet you there 
 
Some friends of mine had a prayer group. One night when we were due to meet together, I 
had real doubts as to whether I should go or stay at home with the family. In despair because I 
didn’t know what was best, and couldn’t get any clarity in my mind about it, I went to the 
bookshelf and pulled out a book at random. There these words jumped out at me: “You shall 
go and I will meet you there.” You shall go...could that be an answer? So I went.  
 
In the middle of the meeting someone read from 2 Chron 16:9  For the eyes of the Lord range 
throughout the earth to strengthen those whose hearts are fully committed to him... As they 
read, I was looking out of the window at the clouds drifting slowly across the sky. Suddenly 
the clouds stopped for a moment, and the face of Jesus came out and filled the whole sky. It 
was as if my heart stopped and life stood still. Then the clouds moved on and the face was 
gone. It was days later when I remembered the last part of what I had read  “....and I will meet 
you there.” 
 
In days to come, when life was very painful and difficult, to the extent that I could almost 
have doubted God’s existence, I would hold on to this thought, “Jesus lives, I have seen him 
with my own eyes.” 
 
Now we see but a poor reflection as in a mirror; then we shall see face to face. Now I know in 
part; then I shall know fully, even as I am fully known.  (1 Cor 13:12) 

Because he lives I can face tomorrow 
Because he lives, all fear is gone 
Because I know he holds the future 
And life is worth the living just because he lives. 

Ref. 3 
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LIFT YOUR EYES TO HEAVEN    Canary island flowers 

 
 

They could not have children 
 
John the Baptist (Luke 1) was the son of a woman who was unable to conceive. We are 
reminded of this by the readings in church just before Christmas. All through her married life 
Elizabeth, John’s mother, had been waiting to become pregnant. The time came when 
humanly speaking it was impossible. Then God made it possible. “For nothing is impossible 
with God”, as the angel said. 
 
I know a little girl who is now thirteen years old, and she is also a child of parents who were 
unable to have children. Throughout the years her mother and father wished and hoped for a 
child, but each pregnancy ended with miscarriage and tears and sorrow. 
 
Needs and problems were prayed for in our prayer group. One spring a “moment of truth” 
dawned on everyone. We suddenly realized that the same prayers were being prayed over and 
over again: Dear God, I need your help at work. Dear God, my work situation is so insecure. 
Dear God, my health is so poor. Dear God, you see the cancer. Dear God, you know we want 
a child. Everybody wanted gifts from God: help at work, better health, healing, a child. 
 
It dawned on us that we had sought after the gifts more than or even instead of the giver. In 
the struggles of everyday life our point of focus had shifted. We confessed and repented, 
asked God for forgiveness and worshipped Him for who He is. 
 
Our prayers changed and we now started to listen more. What was on God’s heart? Did he 
have something to say to us? What did God want us to pray about and pray for? And when we 
listened, God spoke.  
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And God had heard too. As autumn came, the growing belly was a fact, and during spring she 
was born, the little girl. “For nothing is impossible with God”.  (Luke 1:37) 
 

 
    IMPOSSIBLE?       Old Scottish bridge 

 
 

Don’t let go 
 
Thank you, Jesus 
for the encouragement it was to hear 
the good news 
that Anne is over the hump 
with all the struggles at the job 
for clarification about the future 
 
How did it all turn around? 
that now she can see the solution 
and she will soon get new tasks  
How lovely that we can finally see 
things fall into place 
after a long struggle 
and years of prayer 
 
We have held onto that   
that you had to be behind the scenes somewhere 
or we wouldn’t have stayed the course 
But maybe we were wrong 
Maybe you were not on the fringes of the events 
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but you were in them 
What do we know for sure about that? 
Anyway we can see a little more of the picture now 
we think 
 
The truth about her in the situation 
was not the whole truth 
but just a part of it 
because you, the Truth itself, were bigger 
and you surrounded it all 
with your love and presence 
In your grace your eye was resting on her 
and gave her the peace that truly has surpassed 
both her own understanding and ours 
we who have stood with her 
 
Thank you that you give moments where 
we get a glimpse into your world 
of plan and meaning 
Thank you for the strength that gives 
to not faint from exhaustion 
but to hold on until the end 
of the race you have prepared for us 
Thank you, Jesus 
 
 

 
 MY PLEASURE                                  Danish table 
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Is God like that? 
 
I had known Liz for many years. We’d been on bicycle tours together. We had had dinner 
together. A lot of cups of coffee and many chats. One day, the chat became more personal, 
and she told me about something that had troubled her ever since she was a child. She was 
fearful of looking people in the eye. She felt as if they could read her, like an open book, 
which made her really anxious.  
 
So we talked about it - when did it start, did she remember any special situation?  She 
remembered an episode which had frightened her very much as a child, and still had a hold 
over her. The horror she felt from the words that were spoken over her then, was still very 
much a dread within her thirty years later. Seeing the connection gave her insight, and it was 
good to understand how things were linked. 
 
The thought of praying over what we had talked about awakened unpleasant memories in her 
of frightening loud prayers. The terms had to be made clear: yes, we can pray in a low and 
ordinary voice, with common, simple words and not too many words. That was OK, we could 
pray. And so we prayed God’s loving words of victory over those damaging words, and for 
healing of the painful memories.    
 
Some weeks later we met again. “You know, it’s so peculiar, I’ve totally got rid of that 
anxiety I talked about. I dare to look at people now. Is God really like that?” 
 
Taste and see that the Lord is good; blessed is the man who takes refuge in him. (Ps 34:8) 
 

 
    AFTER HIDING        Swedish rock face 
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God’s correction  

Pride comes before a fall 
 
As an adult, I had never gone anywhere except the local church I belonged to, and I had little 
knowledge about other denominations or Christian organisations. I don’t know if I’d heard 
anything unpleasant about the Pentecostals, but I had the idea that traditional church people 
were a little more “enlightened”. I was invited to attend other meetings occasionally, but I 
hardly ever went. There may have been a link to my childhood experience of being frightened 
by loud speaking (was it in tongues?) in a church. One way or another I must have been 
looking down on Pentecostals, I think. I guess that’s called pride.  
 
One year there was a seminar in a mission church in Oslo, and several people from my church 
were going. They had heard about something new and a bit strange, something about “the 
Holy Spirit”, which was a subject we didn’t know much about. It wasn’t mentioned often in 
our ordinary Sunday services. So I went along, and a few of us ladies sat near the back of the 
hall.    
 
After several teaching sessions, we came to the session where we would see what we had 
heard about put into practice. The speaker started by asking everyone to stand up and then he 
said: “Come Holy Spirit!” I can remember thinking: “I am not going to fall, only Pentecostals 
do things like that!”   
 
I don’t know what happened but I felt someone lift me up under my arms and put me on my 
seat. What in the world? I had no idea how it happened, but I had collapsed and fallen 
forward. The coloured stripes I had seen in front of my eyes as I fell were the stripes on the 
sweater of the man in the row in front of me. In shock I sat down. What was this? Could it be 
that I was getting into things I didn’t know much about? Perhaps I shouldn’t have accused 
Pentecostals of things, when those things might be evidence of God’s hand in people’s lives. I 
felt humbled. Pride comes before a fall. (Proverbs 16: 18)  
 
If we confess our sins, he is faithful and just and will forgive us our sins and purify us from all 
unrighteousness.  (1 John 1:9) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Thank you God that you desire to forgive 
both the sins we know of  
which we bring to you 
and those we don’t know 
that you show us 
Thank you for your grace and love 
that you don’t push us away 
but embrace us and encourage us 
to keep walking on 
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    ABOUT TO FALL   

Rocky Mountain tree, Colorado, USA 
 
 

Look what I found! 
 
At first it looked like a bag for dog litter. But it wasn’t, it was a little purse. It lay in the 
middle of the car park, without a name, containing 700 kroner (about £60). Wow! What could 
I buy for myself now?  
 
But the information desk at the shopping centre had already received a name and phone 
number. The purse had been reported missing when I went to ask. The next day, the owner 
and her little daughter came with a box of chocolates called Best Wishes saying: “It’s amazing 
that there are still honest people in the world!” 
 
It looked as if God wanted to remind me of something. Was I willing to follow his 
commandments in the “smaller” things? My relationship with him is lived out in everyday 
life. I should expect it to be unveiled at any time and in ways I can’t talk myself out of.  
 
Show me your ways, O Lord, teach me your paths; guide me in your truth and teach me, for 
you are God my saviour, and my hope is in you all day long. 
Good and upright is the Lord; therefore he instructs sinners in his ways. (Ps 25: 4-5 and 8) 
 

A box of chocolates 
 
Nipping into the shop, I stood in the queue to pay. The receipt showed 41.50 (about £4) had 
been credited –for empty bottles I hadn’t returned. Maybe it was from the customer before 
me? Anyway, I told the cashier. The shop assistant came to enquire, then asked me to wait a 
moment. It took a while, so I started to wonder what was going on.  
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Then she returned with a box of chocolates: “Thank you for being so honest; yes, please pay 
the 41.50 and you’re welcome back.” What a surprise. I wasn’t expecting a box of chocolates! 
She didn’t need to give me a gift just because I was honest. I owed the money anyway. She 
gave me the gift because she was a lovely person. Light-hearted, I headed for home out of the 
shop.  
 
Then a sudden thought struck deep into my heart: “It’s like this with God’s gifts too. You 
don’t get gifts from God because you are “nice” but because he is!” That thought came with 
such impact that I felt as if I was being firmly stamped, like an envelope at the post office. A 
real punch.   
 
Jesus replied: “There is only One who is good. If you want to enter life, obey the 
commandments.”  (Matt 19:17b) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
These encounters with you, God 
they surprise 
confront 
any time 
Then you must be there, right? 
all the time 
 
 

 
                                              LIFE IS BEAUTIFUL   
                                                                                   Woodland lake, Oslo area, Norway 
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CHAPTER 4   MILESTONES 
 

 
                          INTO THE UNKNOWN       Bridge over River Nairn, Scotland 
 
Sometimes we are so impacted by what is happening to us that these events or moments 
become like milestones in our life. We never forget what they spoke to us, in fact what God 
spoke to us, about ourselves, about life, about him. 
 

God’s protection 

Travelling to England 
 
The thought of travelling to England on my own was very scary. Flying was OK, but arriving 
at the airport into this city of millions, then continuing by train with crowds of people 
everywhere: well, what couldn’t happen to me? I could be robbed, lose my luggage and be 
mugged. No, I couldn’t go there on my own. I couldn’t believe it was God’s plan for me to 
travel alone. Surely he could bring someone else along as well to do this course.  
 
But it didn’t work out that way, so I asked my friends to pray, which we always did if 
something was troubling one of us. When you pray, you often get more than you asked for, 
that’s my experience. Suddenly I just started to laugh, as I saw how narrow my thinking was. 
Could a companion protect me from thieves and robbers? No. After all, the only one who 
could make my travels safe was God. My attitude was ridiculous, no wonder it made me 
laugh!  
 
So the prayer group asked for God’s protection and God’s cover, and that potential thieves 
would overlook me! And the travel to Ellel Grange in Lancaster went incredibly well, with 
some lovely surprises.  
 
Afterwards, on the train back down through England, the skies were steely grey after a 
powerful rainstorm. An enormous rainbow arched over the train. For more than ten minutes, 
the train went “under” the most stunning rainbow I have ever seen. It was like a sign to me 
that God’s promises are secure and that we live beneath the grace that is over us. To me that 
was God speaking.  
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My grace is sufficient for you...(2 Cor 12:9a) 
 

 
        COVERED                                                          Scottish footpath near Croy 

 

In the “hand” of Jesus 
 
It was October, late autumn, and I was part of a group picking up some foreign guests at Oslo 
airport to drive them to a hotel in the Norwegian mountains, where we would hold our 
weekend seminar. The weather forecast said there would be snow in the mountains, so it 
would be sensible to put the winter tyres on the car before taking off to the mountains with a 
car-full of guests.  
 
For many years, I had a good friend who always changed my car tyres for me. So we arranged 
that he would do it the evening before I was due to travel. But the winter wheels wouldn’t fit 
on properly! My friend is a civil engineer, he’s no fool about practical and technical things, 
but he said “I don’t understand how this Honda system works. It was like this last year, really 
difficult. Then I just about managed, but now I can’t. My arms must have weakened. You 
need to drop into the garage and get them to look at it. The wheels have to go on the axle, and 
usually it’s not difficult to fasten the nuts. But the rims won’t fit onto the axle. I don’t 
understand why they make this so complicated. Ask them to look at the wheels and see if this 
is right. Get them to put the wheels on properly.”      
 
So next morning I took the car to the Honda dealer and explained about this problem with the  
rims that wouldn’t fit on the axle. The mechanics listened to my story with disbelief: “I don’t 
know what you mean. How long have you had the car? Two and a half years?? And you think 
there’s something wrong with these wheels? You would have had an accident after two and a 
half weeks if that was the case, but OK, we’ll check it for you.” A few moments later they 
came out: “You’re right, these rims are too small. We’ll give you new winter wheels.”   
 
!!??!!  I should have had an accident after two and a half weeks? Rather shocked I drove away 
with four new wheels on my car. Wheels that fit. Suddenly I remembered a question I asked 
the dealer when I first bought the car: “What does the word Honda mean?” He said he would 
check, then came back with: “It doesn’t mean anything, it’s just the name of the Japanese man 
who started the company.” However, while he was checking, I had a thought - I think I know 
what it will mean to me. And the dealer wanted to hear my idea: “I thought it could mean, 
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while I am driving in this car, it will be as if I am in the hand of Jesus.” (In Norwegian, 
Honda has the same sound and meaning as our word for “the hand”).  The dealer was 
intrigued, and we ended up talking about spiritual things for one and a half hours.   
 
So for two and a half years, I had actually been driving in the hand (honda) of Jesus! I must 
have been, since I hadn’t had an accident after two and a half weeks. With a new respect for 
life and health, off I went to the airport, and thence to the mountains. God had spoken clearly 
that he is the protector of my life and I need not fear when my life is in his hands. 
 
He will cover you with his feathers, and under his wings you will find refuge; his faithfulness 
will be your shield and rampart.  (Ps 91:4) 
 
 

 
         LIKE IN A HAND                                              Swedish rocks by the coast 

 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Take care of me, dear Father. I will not try to do it for you. 
I won’t worry about today or be anxious about tomorrow. 
Take care of me all my days; me and my loved ones, 
God, the Almighty, gracious and kind, take care of all your children.  

Ref. 4 
 

Guidance from God 

The jewel 
 
The letter from the airline company came in November, with a reminder that my bonus points 
had to be used before May or they would expire. Could there be a journey waiting for me? 
Where to, I wondered. Where would I like to go?  It had to be England I thought, because I 
enjoy the language so much, and because there are lots of people I know there.  
 
The very next day a friend of mine phoned and asked: “Will you be going to the Brighton 
conference in February?” At that moment it dawned on me that something was going on. Did  
God have something in store for me? 
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There were several Norwegians with me at Brighton; throughout the conference our faith was 
nourished and we were blessed with Christian fellowship. At the end of the conference some 
information leaflets were handed out and when I saw the yellow one about a prayer and 
intercession course, my heart leapt with joy. If only I could go! But it coincided with a trip I 
had already signed up for with my congregation. So it was simply out of the question. It 
would only be possible if the other trip was cancelled. 
 
On the day of departure there was enough time to have a look around Brighton before going 
home. Six of us ladies pottered through the old part of town, browsing the windows of the 
jewelry shops. I had always wanted a diamond, and wow: look at that ring! The others pushed 
me through the doors of the tiny little shop and made me sit down on the plush red chair, 
egging me on: “You simply have to try the ring! If you like it that much, of course you should 
buy it! Can you afford it? Well, I know what I would do!” The price was £230. I barely got 
out in time. I could buy it, but actually I had other plans for my money. 
 
Back home, the next day was Sunday. In church an announcement was made: “The 
congregation’s trip will be postponed until next year, for valid reasons.” Wow, this meant that 
I could attend the prayer and intercession course in July! It would be expensive though - 
together with another course and various travel plans I had already made, it would cost £230. 
Could I really allow myself to spend that much money? That visit to the jeweller’s proved to 
be crucial. If I could think of spending that amount of money on a diamond, surely I could 
spend it on courses?   
 
So I did go. And it was well worth the money. While I was there, once again the goodness of 
God caught me by surprise. I received both health and healing. Later, in a newsletter I read a 
comment that: “Intercession is a jewel.”  So I did get a jewel after all! 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Lord God, Heavenly Father,  
thanks and praise and glory to you, 
for you are good and your mercies endure for ever. 
 
 

 
          SPARKLING LIKE A JEWEL                                             Oslo fjord   
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The Holy Spirit will remind you 
 
In everyday life, we usually have to act on God’s existing promises in his Word, rather than 
hoping to hear a new word from God for everything we do. Jesus’ last promise was that he 
will always be with us - that means every day. 
 
Once I was due to speak at a weekend conference for 100 ladies. I couldn’t decide how to 
finish my talk, and I planned to finalise it on the plane. But it was impossible, I just couldn’t 
come up with anything. So the talk felt unfinished. When I gave my talk, I was just honest and 
told the ladies I felt as if the end was missing. Then the other conference speaker stood up and 
she simply said: “I have the end”. That was a profound moment. The Holy Spirit leads us as 
he wants to, and in that we can rest. Although invisible, the Holy Spirit is there, in our life 
every day.  
 
But the Counsellor, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father will send in my name, will teach you all 
things and will remind you of everything I have said to you.  (John 14:26) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Lord Jesus 
thank you for your peace which you have left with us 
thank you for the Holy Spirit who has been sent to us in your name 
and that he will teach us and remind us of your words 
thank you, it is a great gift, and riches 
thank you 
 

The one 
  
I have a hobby; my camera goes with me on all my trips. Nature is so beautiful and this is 
what I collect through my photos. I enjoy enlarging and framing those photos I’m extra 
pleased with. One summer I’d spent quite some time getting ready for an exhibition where my 
photos would be for sale. The pictures were enlarged, mounted and ready to be framed. It was 
time for me to “find” the wording I would write under each picture before they were framed.  
 
Here I had this photo of a sheep grazing. I couldn’t remember the sheep having been there 
when I took the photo, but it was. Why had I enlarged that one? A sheep? I regretted the 
choice already, for what kind of wording would apply to that? I sat down on the sofa and 
prayed: Holy Spirit, will you give me the words? Immediately it was clear to me: The one. 
That touched me deeply.  
 
At the exhibition, that was the first picture to be sold - during the first five minutes! Later 
someone else stopped before the picture and stood there. They wanted to buy it too.  
“Sorry, it’s already sold.”  
“But I have to have it. You see, that’s me.”   
So I was persuaded to make another copy.  
 
What do you think? If a man owns a hundred sheep, and one of them wanders away, will he 
not leave the ninety-nine on the hills and go to look for the one that wandered off? And if he 
finds it, I tell you the truth, he is happier about that one sheep than about the ninety-nine that 
did not wander off. In the same way, your Father in heaven is not willing that any of these 
little ones should be lost.  (Matt 18:12-14) 
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                       THE ONE                                                                 Sandsfjord, Western Norway 
 
 

God’s blessing 

Faith’s cheque book 
 
In an old kitchen cupboard, between old bits and pieces, magazines and papers, I found it: 
Faith’s Cheque Book by Charles Spurgeon. Lunde publishing company, Bergen 1946. Inside 
was the price, written in pencil: 11.90 (£1). In this ramshackle old building where my 
grandparents had lived and my father had grown up, there was this book.  
 
I was visiting family members in that part of Norway, family whom I hadn’t seen for fifteen 
years. I’d just wanted to pop up to the old house, which was still there up the hill. Everything 
of value had long ago been removed, but all the same, there could be something for me to see 
and just remember.   
 
It was September 1997. And inside the book was written: “Golden Wedding 19th December 
1947” in my mother’s handwriting! The book was a gift from my parents to my grandparents 
for their anniversary 50 years ago.  
 
It was an awesome moment for me. How could this be possible? How could a book survive 
all the changes that must have happened in that old house? How could it have escaped 
becoming someone else’s property? And here I come, back to this old house, where I haven’t 
been for almost forty years, and find this fifty-year old gift. Amazing! 
 
This old devotional book, written by a servant of the Lord, living in 1800, is a treasure for me 
both to own and to read. It has given me much to ponder over. To me it is a reminder that 
there is no inheritance, no riches, that is greater than the Word of God and faith in him.   

Praise to the Lord, who over all things so wondrously reigneth, 
Shelters thee under His wings, yea, so gently sustaineth! 
Hast thou not seen, thy longings have far more than been 
Granted in what He ordaineth?        

Ref. 5 
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         OLD YET LOVELY                                                                   Scottish highlands 

 

Thanks! 
 
Our prayer group were gathered in the home of a couple who had moved since we last met. 
“Oh wow, this is the house we were praying for!” We looked around in amazement, it felt so 
good to be in this big lounge. “There’s such a peaceful atmosphere here. You’ve decorated 
and furnished it so beautifully.” The compliments were many and enthusiastic. We rejoiced 
together over this wonderful house our good friends now had. Psalm 106 verse 4 came to us: 
“Remember me O Lord, when you show favour to your people.”  Surely the Lord had 
remembered them and showed them favour.  
 
We praised and thanked the Lord for the goodness he was letting us see, rejoice over and be 
in. We prayed for strength and energy for tired bodies who had packed, sorted out, decorated 
and moved. We asked for rest after their very practical summer.  
 
For a long time we had persevered together with them in prayer for a new home. Our thanks 
came from our hearts. The time we spent in thanks was nevertheless quite tiny in comparison 
with the time we had spent in asking. Rather typical, but anyway, this is how we are. But the 
thanks will continue to rise up in our hearts. For where you have waited long for something 
you dearly want, the thanks will not cease when the answer is seen. There the heart has 
softened, so it is easy to move into the gardens of gratitude. To God’s honour, and for my 
benefit, the gratitude will grow there side by side with new prayers for God’s grace and 
mercy. It will hold together all I have seen, so I learn to trust the Creator for all I have not yet 
seen.    
 
Magnificent God, we praise and honour your power and glory 
We raise our voices to sing from the earth an everlasting song with the angels! 
May your favour shine on us  
And receive our heartfelt thanks! 

Ref. 6 
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        THANKS                                                                        Swedish quay decoration  

 

God’s grace  

The prayer 
 
During the course about prayer, of course I became sick! “As usual!” I might say.  Before I 
left Norway I had just completed a course of medication from the doctor, and now the 
symptoms were all back again. What should I do? After two nights of painkillers, I couldn’t 
ignore the pains any more. They were there. Either I had to see a doctor or someone had to 
pray for me. But this wasn’t the sort of course where people were prayed for.  
 
Anna came to see me and I told her my problem. We sat down in the library and Anna just 
said: “Lord, will you show us the root of the problem?” And he did. Through my head there 
came a clear sentence: “My parents wanted me dead”. What a shock! I started to cry there and 
then. It was true. My attitude to life had been governed by the belief that I was an unwanted 
child. My parents got married when I was “on the way”. I knew that fact, but from the earliest 
moments when they discovered I was there, the truth was that I wasn’t welcomed. They didn’t 
want the pregnancy. I had never before taken in the enormity of it, that they had wished I did 
not exist.  
 
That foundation of mistrust about whether I could be wanted and loved has taken years to deal 
with. This is despite the fact that I was wanted and loved by my parents and everyone else 
from the time I was actually born. “I bind the spirit of death,” said Anna. I was shaken by my 
own reaction - there were so many tears. Anna suggested that we should continue praying 
when she had found someone else who could join us for prayer, and in a proper place where 
we would not be disturbed. There was obviously more land to conquer.  
 
Later the same day, she and another woman prayed for me. “Lord, will you show us how to 
pray” was how they started. And he did. He showed me memories of my walk through life, 
memories of traumas, places I’d been, people I’d met. And I told them the pictures I saw in 
my mind. And the things I described, they prayed for. At the end, after two hours, when 
nothing more came to mind, and we thought this is what the Lord Jesus Christ had wanted us 
to pray for, Anna said: “And I tell the spirit of death to leave you.” My ears heard the shriek 
that came out of my mouth. I think my eyes just about popped out of my head, but neither of 
the two seemed to think anything of it. They just said: “Would you like a cup of tea?” 
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For me, this is the sort of unusual experience that can’t be explained easily, but I just tell the 
story. If it hadn’t been for the fact that I got well, and as the weeks and months passed by, I 
was totally different in my back and muscles, I might not have taken too much notice of this 
incident. But the consequences were so large and unexpected. We had started out with a 
specific physical problem, but the healing came with so much more. As I look back now, I 
want to gather all my thanks into a bouquet for my heavenly Father because he had such a gift 
waiting for me there.    
 
I will ransom them from the power of the grave; I will redeem them from death.   
(Hosea 13: 14a) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Thank you for these good people, dear God 
thank you for their bold and courageous hearts 
for wisdom and goodwill 
unselfish efforts 
that they laid aside their own 
to help 
a person you brought into their path 
Thank you for their obedience and their listening 
for respect and love 
for You 
and for me 
Bless them 
dear God 
 
Thus, by their fruit you will recognise them (Matt 7:20) 
 
To me these two helpers represented a milestone along my way of faith. It stretched the 
boundaries of my perceptions of what is possible for God to deal with. It proved to be an 
encounter that brought changes into my relationship with God, with much to wonder about. It 
opened up new possibilities for healing and freedom. An encouragement to continue to pray 
and pray and not give up, with new insight and understanding. In this way God spoke about 
his tender love to me in a way words could never do. Reality was convincing.   
 

 
             A BOUQUET OF THANKS   

Glyndley Manor garden, Pevensey, South England 
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CHAPTER 5  DETOURS 
 
 

 
          WINTER DESERT                                                           Geilo mountains, Norway 

 
 
Detours can happen on almost every journey. I’ve had my fair share, too. What do we 
discover - about ourselves - and our relationship to God? 
 

The soil of our hearts 

The top of my prayer list 
 
For many years I longed and prayed that we would have our own house. I wanted it so badly 
and I didn’t understand why God couldn’t fulfil this desire. Surely he could see that we lived 
in such a cramped space! Was this such an unreasonable request that he had to say no to it? It 
felt like that, since we never managed to move.  
 
Then it happened that the church sold a house they had inherited. At that time, I was running a 
children’s group in that very house and I thought: “Ah, this is the house we will have. That’s 
why we didn’t get a house before now.” So we applied, and in my imagination we had already 
moved in! Then one day I was sitting on the side of the bath, rinsing the soap from some 
clothes I had washed, when a children’s song suddenly came into my head: “Jesus’ love is 
very wonderful, Jesus’ love is very wonderful...” and the meaning really hit me powerfully. It 
was such a powerful experience of the truth, that Jesus’ love is so big or wonderful, but so 
unsearchable that we can’t understand it or grasp it. In that same moment I knew that we 
wouldn’t get that house either. I went into the kitchen and cried.  
 
“What do you have on the top of your prayer list, Gunvor?” came as a piercing question into 
my heart. On top of my prayer list was: Number one – Get my own house. Number two: That 
my husband would be saved. Oh dear! How humbling to see the truth about myself. I hadn’t 
come very far, had I? The next step was to ask God’s forgiveness, repent and get the order of 
priorities right on my prayer list.  
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Six months later, we had two pieces of land to choose from to build a house. My prayer 
was:“God, let us choose the one where the environment is best for my husband to be won for 
heaven.” In consultation with our children, we chose the piece of land we wanted. During our 
years in that house, I always rejoiced over the house as a gift from the Lord. All the same, in a 
way I also felt released, that the house had no control over me. I guess the release came that 
day on the side of the bath, when my priorities came into sharp focus. In his grace, God was 
so patient with me, and he granted even the thing which became number one on my prayer 
list.  I know he did the day God took my husband home, on May 8th the Norwegian day of 
liberty (the end of WWII in Norway, when flags fly all over the country). When the news of 
his death came, I just knew: He is home with God. Since that moment, I have never doubted 
that he is there. To me it was like I was given a gift of faith to know he has reached the goal.  
 
...toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me heavenward in Christ Jesus.  
(Phil 3: 14)   
 
A PRAYER 
 
Lord Jesus, you heal those who have a broken heart, 
you bind up their wounds 
and you sustain the widows and the fatherless. 
Great are you Lord, and rich in power, 
your understanding is without limit. 
You are faithful for ever, 
you open your hand and feed us  
with what is good. 
you give hope and strength to the soul. 
Those who sow in tears  
will reap with joy. 
This is your own word, Lord Jesus.  
 
 

Walking in the desert 
 
What “walking in the desert” means can be different for all of us, but we have all been there; 
in the challenges, in the grief, when something ends and dies, when something becomes too 
difficult for us. Then we think God is silent, distant, we are discontented with how things are. 
Even our path of faith goes through the desert. It could be there that God will show us what is 
in our heart. It’s not that he doesn’t know, but we don’t.   
 
The stories about the children of Israel travelling through the desert (Exodus 15) make me  
recognise things in my own life. They were on their way to a good land, overflowing with 
milk and honey. Moses had heard from the Lord, this was what God wanted for his people. 
But soon after they left their life as slaves in Egypt, they started to complain. They didn’t like 
the way God led them, they hadn’t expected such testing and hardship. And they made some 
serious errors in their choices. They abandoned their trust in God - that he had spoken the 
truth when he said he would guide them through the desert to the land he had promised them. 
God wanted the people to be his people, not only to receive his help in trouble, but to live 
with him, be his. His heart was for them.  
 
It wasn’t all that long ago that it dawned on me: “Father God, I’m so pleased with how you’ve 
handled my life and looked after me. I’m really so pleased with you.”  And then I worried:  
“Oh, can I say that? That I am pleased with God?”  Yet, that can’t be worse than being 
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displeased, can it? I felt a bit sorry that I was realising this rather late in my life, but it was 
an important insight because it changed my relationship with him.  
 
I saw how I had been one of these people who had so searched for his help and his blessings, 
for a resource in desert times rather than seeking him out of love. The fact is I could not really 
love him until my heart grasped how much he had done for me, out of love. He loved me first, 
and now I could see how he had cared for me all the way and I was so pleased.  
 
I became more at ease in trusting God that he has seen, heard and made something good out 
of difficult times and situations. This peace gave me rest, a confidence that the tripartite God 
is a real God, not an imagined God. He is a God that speaks to ordinary people to guide them, 
protect and bless them. Because he is a loving God.  
 
“All I have seen teaches me to trust the Creator for all I have not seen” (Emerson).  
I have those words on a poster in my office, and every so often my eyes rest on them. The 
spiritual memory needs to be kept awake.  
 
A voice of one calling: “in the desert prepare the way for the Lord; make straight in the 
wilderness a highway for our God.”  (Is 40:3) 
 
Praise the Lord, O my soul; all my inmost being, praise his holy name. Praise the Lord, O my 
soul, and forget not all his benefits.  (Ps 103: 1-2) 
 
 

 
            IN THE DESERT, PREPARE THE WAY                        Outside Oslo, Norway  
 

Wrong focus 
 
Sometimes we meet people we bond with and who come to mean a great deal in our 
relationship with God. In dry times, we are especially interested in being watered and 
gardened, and then perhaps we are looking for such people without being aware of it. If we 
find God is silent, we might turn to those we think hear from him all the time. That can be a 
wrong focus.  
 
I met one such person. I saw her gifting and was fascinated by her spirituality and how she 
studied the Word every day. That was more than I was able to do. She invited me to 
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friendship and fellowship and I guess I became one of her “disciples” for a time. 
Sometimes I had questions about things I wanted to discuss and understand but there seemed 
to be no room for questions. So the interpretation of what she thought God was saying 
couldn’t be discussed. If things didn’t work out as expected, she couldn’t be blamed, God had 
to take the responsibility. It was as if there was no differentiation for her between “God as he 
really is” and “God as I understand him”. And she seemed to take no responsibility for the 
results when her own interpretations of what God was saying were later proved wrong. I 
found this attitude increasingly difficult to cope with. The real problem was that when there is 
no spiritual authority to be accountable to, someone who can correct and guide us, even the 
good can veer off the line.  
 
How did I get into this situation? The painful realisation was that I had left it to others to hear 
from God for me. That became a wrong focus. Terribly wrong. And it created faith tangles 
which it took time for me to get out of and become free from.   
 
This is what the Lord says – your Redeemer, the Holy One of Israel: “I am the Lord your 
God, who teaches you what is best for you, who directs you in the way you should go.”   
(Isaiah 48:17) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Thank you for this wonderful promise, Lord God.  
 

Someone got in the way 
 
Elsa had never got further than being “neutral positive” about God, if I can say it like that. 
No-one in the family had been especially “Christian” but “we always went to church at 
Christmas, and I am baptised and confirmed.” In school she had a Christian teacher, but 
unfortunately she was not an example to be followed. So becoming a Christian wasn’t an 
option to be considered. Someone got in the way. What a shame. But for a child Christianity 
and a “Christian” person are the same thing. And that gets in the way of what Christianity is 
all about: an encounter with the living and risen Jesus Christ. He has opened the way to our 
Heavenly Father for all of us. As an adult we can choose to discover this anew and elbow out 
those who have got in the way. Then we can push our way in front of them and get to know 
him personally.  
  
If you find him, you find everything 
that your heart could ever desire. 
Then every hope that fell will rise,  
never to fade again. 

Ref. 7 
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          A BARRIER IN THE WAY                                     Winter day, Norway 

 

Cold hearts 

Searching for today’s Good Samaritans 
 
To get it wrong about which road to take is a pity. To have the wrong idea about a person is 
even more of a problem. Especially when they are known as Christians. It has very painful 
consequences. My heart goes out to those who have been molested and sexually abused by 
someone. If that happens in a church, the attention seems to be all on the abuser and we lose 
sight of the victim. 
 
Too often, the abusers are considered to be the weaker ones who should not be pushed away 
from the church, and are given new chances again and again within the organisation. And I 
wonder: are abusers being confronted and challenged to renounce their way of life and the 
pleasure they get from it, which is so damaging to others? Jesus’ word to the woman caught in 
adultery, whom the elders wanted to stone, was in two parts – first: “Neither do I condemn 
you”, and then: “Go now and leave your life of sin” (John 8:11). It would be helpful if more 
people in the church knew, and that someone was “their brother’s keeper”.  
 
The blindness of the priests and Levites keeps being repeated. Today’s victims would be very 
fortunate if there were still some Samaritans coming by on their road through life. And extra 
lucky if they are invited to a safe place to be cared for and recover.   
 
It takes many extra miles of walking to rebuild devastated confidence in churches and 
Christian leaders. When your image of God has been damaged, it’s not easy to restore it. 
When those who should be helping you seem to side with the robbers, hiding in 
generalisations like “we are all sinners”, it doesn’t do much to help restore your relationship 
with God. Then you have few places to go for strength and courage at such times of crisis.  
 
A PRAYER 
 
O God, may you have mercy on those who are exploited and abused by people who call 
themselves by your name and bring your name into dishonour. Help them! 
 

O God our help in ages past, our hope for years to come 
Our shelter from the stormy blast, and our eternal home.         Ref. 8 
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The sixth commandment says: You shall not murder.  
This commandment means: We should fear and love God, so we do not injure our 
neighbour’s body or do anything that is harmful to him, but help him and support him in all 
his needs.  - Martin Luther.  
 
 

 
        LIFE CAN BE COLD                                              Hallingdal valley, Norway 

 

Disappointment 
 
I used to hear it said that if you had an experience of healing, you shouldn’t talk too loudly 
about it. What about those who hadn’t been healed? It would be difficult for them when God 
hadn’t healed them.  
 
Can I give an explanation on God’s behalf? I don’t want to be like Job’s friends, who tried to 
explain why Job was suffering and ill. I don’t want to pretend to explain something I can’t 
explain: why one person is healed and another is not. But I do want to tell about God’s grace 
and mercy. And I’m not special – something God does do, he can do for anyone. If we never 
hear of, or see people being healed, how will we become aware that life with God can actually 
be like that? I would really like to bring people hope that things can change for the better.  
 
At a seminar I attended, people were invited to come forward and share a story of something 
God had done in their life recently. I took courage and did. Maybe I shared something a little 
too dramatic, because there was total silence. They clapped for all the others who shared, but 
not for me. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything, or maybe it was too big. I felt I had 
disclosed something of myself and now I felt a fool. It felt as if this was outside their interests, 
wrong in a way, not even worth commenting on. What happened had a silencing effect on me 
and became a great disappointment. How cruel and insensitive to ask people to share from 
their life with God, and then not receive it. It helped a little bit that afterwards people came 
and said thank you, but those comments would have been lovely to hear in public, “in the 
church”.   
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Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according to 
his power that is at work within us, to him be glory in the church and in Christ Jesus 
throughout all generations, for ever and ever! Amen.  (Eph 3: 20-21)     
 
A PRAYER 
 
Dear Lord Jesus 
it’s so difficult sometimes 
to know what to say 
or not to say, 
how to behave 
or how not to behave 
towards so many different people. 
Oh, how I wish I could hear more clearly from you 
what you would have done 
I do understand that I have to take time to ask 
and to listen 
Holy Spirit, will you help me with this? 
 
 

When you forget 

Facing the impossible 
 
At the old castle, owned by Christians for generations, I was at another prayer course. While I 
was there I sensed God speaking very clearly a few times. Several nights I would wake up just 
hearing words in my heart or in my thoughts - I don’t know, really - but I just knew they came 
from the Spirit of God. Actually this was a new and strange experience with God. 
 
One grey and rainy day I decided to go for a bicycle ride with another lady among the 
delegates, to enjoy the exercise even though it might be a wet one as well. So off we went, 
although people were smiling about this wet outing that we thought was fun! It was fun, but 
almost back home again with the castle in sight, we found a possible shortcut we wanted to 
try, wet as we were. Tragedy! The shortcut proved to have an unexpected hindrance, a barbed 
wire fence with a stile, which seemed quite impossible to climb with a bike. It wasn’t an 
option, and the way back took much longer than we’d imagined, so we returned later than 
planned and soaked. We felt robbed of the fun of the exercise, having been left only with the 
struggle. 
 
During the following night I woke up hearing clearly in my thoughts: “You have experienced 
this before - when you’ve faced the impossible, you have not asked Me for help.” I was kind 
of shocked. I realized that by the barbed wire fence it had not even occurred to me to ask God 
for help. How awful to be confronted with such thoughtlessness! Humbled by this truth I 
asked his forgiveness, for forgetting him and leaving him out of the challenge of the day. I 
had to admit that forgetting God’s presence and interest in the incidents of my everyday life 
had left me with unpleasant and even destructive consequences. I was very much aware of 
what such forgetfulness had led to a few years earlier.  
 
Lord, you are righteous, but this day we are covered with shame -…because of our 
unfaithfulness to you. (Daniel 9:7) 
 
But there is a God in heaven who reveals mysteries. (Daniel 2:28a) 
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A PRAYER 
 
God in heaven, you are right, I have not turned to you in time of need,  
you are right, I did not even think of you at that moment.  
I did not give myself time to link up with you and involve you 
as if you are not involved in my whole life. 
From the moment I said yes to you, you were to be Lord of my life. 
I did not consciously leave out any part of my life when I said yes to you,  
but in reality I have been living like that. 
This you are showing me today 
and I admit and confess this is wrong in your eyes. 
Forgive me Lord, for the sake of Jesus Christ, 
have mercy on me so that I may get out of struggling  
with the consequences 
that this way of living has had on my life. 
Thank you for your never-ending grace. 
Help me, Holy Spirit, not to forget you, Lord God,  
when I again face the impossible. 
 

 
           THERE IS A GOD IN HEAVEN                           Atlantic ocean, Ålesund, Norway 
 

The rucksack 
 
Soon after God had spoken to me about “the impossible” I found myself in the midst of it 
again. The beautiful sunny days and free time for outings attracted us to the nearby town of 
Eastbourne with its large inviting beaches. How wonderful to have these days to rest, go 
swimming and enjoy all the goodness around us. A friendly helper offered to take us to the 
station, where we could catch the train to Eastbourne. We thanked her, waved goodbye and 
queued up to buy a ticket.   
 
When I reached the front of the ticket queue, I realised that my rucksack with my packed 
lunch, swimsuit, camera and all the things I needed wasn’t there. I’d left it in the car! Oh no! 
This is terrible – the trip is ruined! Like a bolt of lightning from a clear sky, these words hit 
me: “Talk to her, God! Talk to her, God!”  This one sentence went through my head like a 
prayer over and over again. I ran out to the street to look for the car. Of course it was 
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completely impossible for the car to still be there. Our friend had driven away several 
minutes ago, but my legs took me there anyway. 
 
Far away up the street, I could see a red car. I started to wave my arms as if that was the same 
car! And then I saw the car turn and drive slowly in my direction. I kept waving and waving. 
Then I saw there was only one person in the car – could it be...? It looked like our helper. I 
waved and waved, the car came closer - it is her! The car stopped in front of me, she wound 
down the window and there was the rucksack – in the car! Out it came, I ran for the train – 
and made it. The impossible had happened: I had the rucksack with me and we were on our 
way to enjoy a day in God’s lovely creation.   
 
The helper’s side of the story: 
On her way back, she was suddenly reminded of something: “I need buy some flowers!” She 
was having guests for lunch and she always bought flowers when she had visitors. So she 
turned the car and drove back, but took a wrong turn and had to make a detour to return to the 
right road. Then she saw, way off down the street, a woman waving her arms. “Isn’t that 
Gunvor?...Oh, yes it is her...” so she went to check what was going on. The rucksack on the 
back seat found its way to where it belonged and the flowers found their way home too. 
 
Jesus looked at them and said: “With man this is impossible, but not with God; all things are 
possible with God.”   (Mark 10:27)     
 
A PRAYER 
 
So there is nothing that’s impossible for you, God 
nothing of what you have planned 
of what you want us to learn about you 
how you are 
that you want us to ask you for help 
when we face the impossible 
big or small 
mountain or mustard seed 
You want us to turn to you 
because you have the answer and the answers 
to our cries  
And it all.   

 
                         HOW GREAT ARE THE THINGS THAT YOU HAVE DONE FOR ME...      

       Canary island beach  
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CHAPTER 6  ON THE WAY 
 

 
           TOUCHING HEAVEN                                                   Swedish coast 

 
 
When we walk with the King along life’s way, we discover again and again how he can speak 
to us by touching our hearts through other people’s lives. We do well by observing what he 
wants to share with us. 
 

The longing of the heart 

We never met 
 
Let me call him the “unknown man”. I never met him, but I was introduced to his story by a 
friend. We talked about it over the phone and she asked: “Will you join me in praying for 
him?” He had become so unwell that he had been taken into hospital that day. Yes, I would. A 
strange burden for this unknown man gripped my heart, and throughout that Thursday 
evening and the next day I kept coming back to prayer for him, often praying in tongues. On 
Saturday my friend phoned again asking me to keep remembering him in prayer because the 
situation had become more serious. I agreed. “In fact,” I said, “I haven’t been able to get him 
out of my mind since we spoke.” Over and over again I found myself walking through the 
house in tears, lifting him up to the Lord, both with words and without words. Then, on 
Saturday night I felt at peace, as if there was no further need to pray. He didn’t come to my 
mind any more and I rested from my “task”.  
 
On Monday morning my friend called and said, “We didn’t realise it was so serious. He died 
yesterday. I can’t believe it, he died!” It was hard to describe how it felt, but I can only say it 
felt like having been part of a heavenly mission, knocking on heaven’s door for this unknown 
man. And now I was being told he had arrived. It will be so exciting to meet him in heaven 
and to hear his story.  
 
This is the confidence we have in approaching God: that if we ask anything according to his 
will, he hears us. And if we know that he hears us – whatever we ask – we know that we have 
what we asked of him. (1 John 5:14-15) 
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Jesus, God’s Son, died on a cross 
For all, for us, living today. 
Yes, he is here, yes, he is here. 
Lord our God - we thank you. 
 Lord, we thank you, Lord, we praise you, 
 Lord, we sing your holy name. 

(Norwegian hymn) Ref. 9 
 

 
                      ON EARTH AS IT IS IN HEAVEN                   Island beach (Gran Canary)  
 

The neighbour 
 
I met my neighbour outside the shopping centre and we chatted for a while. Today he had 
washed the windows and tidied the house like the best housewife. His wife could hardly get 
out any more and he didn’t know how to encourage her. In fact he needed encouragement 
himself. Life as a pensioner was very different from his life as a working man, which had 
been full of tasks, travel and people. Life had not turned out as he expected. “Is this all there 
is?” So I asked if he felt sad. Yes, he agreed, maybe he did. 
 
A little book, Life is more, came to mind, which contained different people’s stories about 
how they found Jesus. Maybe that was something for him? But I wanted to be caring, not 
pushy. Maybe I should put the book in my handbag for the next time we met. So that’s what I 
did; but I didn’t see him again and when I left it at home, then I met him! That’s when I felt 
sorry and asked God: How should I do this? 
 
I decided to phone him and said I had been thinking about him feeling sad, and wondered if I 
could give him a little book that might be an encouragement. “Oh yes, thank you, that is really 
nice of you!” When I popped by with the book, my neighbour received it with tears in his 
eyes. Later he thanked me and told me he came from a Christian home. 
 
God is looking for those who are about to “miss the goal” – the purpose of life. The Holy 
Spirit can use the smallest things, which we shouldn’t reject or dismiss. Small things in God’s 
hand can have great significance.  
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So neither he who plants nor he who waters is anything, but only God, who makes things 
grow. (1 Cor 3:7) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Jesus Christ, you who want  
everyone to be saved 
and come to a knowledge of the truth 
let your Spirit be at work in 
those who have not yet opened up 
the door of their heart for you 
 

The man in the wheelchair 
 
He was struggling forward to the prayer line, rolling his own wheelchair with effort, but he 
managed and waited for his turn. We greeted each other: “What would you like prayer for?” 
“I want to be healed.” His request felt like a punch in my stomach and a wave of compassion 
welled up. How could we pray? The man had cerebral palsy and was badly affected by it. He 
had lived a long life, and none of his friends was willing any longer to come forward with him 
for prayer. That’s why he came alone.  
 
Prayers with tears were our heart’s cry. So little health, friends who no longer supported him, 
but his hope towards God was alive. What else could we do but cry with him? 
 
I saw the tears of the oppressed – and they have no comforter.  (Eccl 4:1) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Jesus Christ, God in heaven, 
what can we say? What can we do? 
What would you have done? 
Who can we be for this your child  
in this incomprehensible suffering and pain? 
 
For the Lamb at the centre of the throne will be their shepherd; he will lead them to springs 
of living water. And God will wipe away every tear from their eyes.  (Rev 7:17) 
 

 
              MOVED                       Sailing boats by the dock – reflections 
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Rooms in the heart 

Can I bring God into the union? 
 
Maria had found peace with God a few months ago and had just begun her walk of faith.  
Now she was chosen as a union representative and she wondered about a few things. 
One day we met over coffee she told me: “When I was praying to God the other day, I 
thought: Can I really invite God into anything? Can I bring God into the union? How should I 
pray about it? Let there be justice! - that’s what I can pray. And guide me so I do the right 
things myself on this walk of faith. May justice conquer injustice, and may God bless the day 
and make it his.” 
 
She shared these thoughts, wondering how God could be part of her everyday life at work: 
I’ve been wondering how I can do a good job. I’ve been thinking that when Jesus was in the 
world, he was a carpenter. He would have done a brilliant job as a union official. Often we are 
fighting against superior forces, and they won’t listen to little me. So I go to God. I go to God 
and ask him to touch their hearts so they will do at least the minimum of what they should, 
and there will be justice. And justice has come about, often not in the ways I imagined but in 
totally different ways. For instance, those who didn’t understand anything about illness and 
pain became much humbler and less proud. When God asks me to do something, I really want 
to do it, so he doesn’t have to ask someone else. Then it won’t take that long for God to get it 
all done.   
 
It seemed to me that God had been speaking to her – into an ordinary day in the life of an 
“ordinary person”. 
 
Ask, and it will be given to you; seek and you will find; knock and the door will be opened to 
you.   (Matt 7:7) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
God in heaven 
you have your ways in every person’s life 
unsearchable 
you meet each one of us 
where we are 
on our walk 
as life turned out to be 
 

 
                                     WHERE HEAVEN COMES DOWN...       Denver, Colorado, USA 
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Ruth and mother-in-law 
 
He was earnest in his presentation, this seasoned servant of the Lord as he was sharing his 
heart for Israel, God’s people. I had never heard a real teaching on the topic of Israel. I’d 
never been to any meeting on the subject. What I heard was totally new to me - 
overwhelming. The speaker’s text was from the book of Ruth about the three women, Naomi, 
Ruth and Orpah. He saw Naomi as a picture of Israel and the daughter-in-laws Ruth and 
Orpah as pictures of the Christian church around the world today. Just as these two had to 
choose whether to follow their mother-in-law back to her homeland, so the Christian church 
now has to decide about its approach to Israel. Will the church be like Orpah who left Naomi 
and returned to her people and her gods? Or be like Ruth - who stayed with her mother-in-law 
and became a great help to her? Will today’s churches support Israel? At a time like this, 
when the Jews are returning to Israel, we as Christians face a choice. Will we pray for and 
bless this stubborn people who remain God’s chosen people and the apple of his eye? It 
makes a difference in our lives if we share his heart for his people.  
 
As he was speaking, my tears started to flow. Down my cheeks. I had never thought of it in 
that way, that something was required of me regarding Israel, and that I had to take a stand on 
such a difficult topic. All we hear are gloomy reports about how badly Israel is behaving in 
the Middle East. Could God really expect something from me? Ignorant and “innocent” as I 
was, so uninformed, that was the truth about me. I hadn’t come any further. But my tears 
helped me. God was touching my spirit and speaking to me that way. The story of the Jews’ 
suffering over the centuries, their rejection as a people from almost every nation struck my 
heart anew. They got a room in my heart and “moved in”. I asked God’s forgiveness that I 
had never chosen to bless these people and pray for the peace of Jerusalem as we are called to 
do.  
 
They will fall by the sword and will be taken as prisoners to all the nations. Jerusalem will be 
trampled on by the Gentiles until the times of the Gentiles are fulfilled.    (Luke 21: 24) 
 
He redeemed us in order that the blessing given to Abraham might come to the Gentiles 
through Christ Jesus, so that by faith we might receive the promise of the Spirit. (Gal 3:14) 
 
“May those who bless you be blessed and those who curse you be cursed!” (Num 24:9b) 
 
The King will reply: “I tell you the truth, whatever you did for one of the least of these 
brothers of mine, you did for me.”  (Matt 25:40) 
 

 
                             OVERWHELMING                                             Atlantic waters 
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Enlighten the eyes of our heart 
 
A PRAYER 
 
We thank you and praise you Almighty God our Father, that you called us out of darkness 
into your marvellous light.   
Everything comes from you and in you there is life. 
We honour and praise you Jesus Christ that you came into our world: you, the true light that 
shines for every person and brings grace and truth.   
Thank you for your invitation to follow you and live life together with you. 
We pray for those who struggle with heavy burdens, who carry darkness and heaviness - who 
need hope and comfort, your touch, intervention and help. 
Enlighten the eyes of our heart, so we understand the hope to which you have called us, 
you: our Wonderful Counsellor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father and Prince of Peace.  
 
Jesus Christ, thank you that in our own country we have heard the good news of you as the 
Saviour of the world.  
Thank you that this good news reached us. 
Thank you that this good news still ripples out.  
We pray for the place where it all started, we pray for your own people, Israel.  
We pray for grace and mercy from heaven over the land and people where you, God, chose to 
come to earth in a stable in the body of a human.   
We pray for those who have not yet got to know you, the true light, in our own nation and 
around the world – that they will see your light shining on their lives – and receive you, Jesus 
Christ, as their Saviour and friend.  
We pray that those who have not yet seen the truth about you, Jesus Christ, will see the light 
shining from the gospel, and that the good news about who you are, may be received with joy.  
Amen. 
 
 

 
         SHINE YOUR LIGHT                                                                    Brighton, England 
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CHAPTER 7  TAKE A BREAK AS YOU GO 
 

 
           HAVE A REST                                                 Near Ålesund, Western Norway 

 
 
For our everyday life we have been given the commandment about Sabbath, we need to rest, 
to take a holy break every week. And for our wellbeing it is also smart to take a break now 
and then to reflect on how God has led us and encouraged us and to discover the ways he has 
walked with us and talked with us. Often we will remember moments that have refreshed our 
lives in powerful ways. A thankful heart will store it up for the journey ahead. 
 

Refreshments 

Little friend 
 
He wasn’t born like it, but he had an illness as a little one which left him without language 
and isolated in his own world. Every day his mother used to take him in his buggy to the local 
church when the organist was practising. There this “little friend” could put sounds to his 
voice and in this way he joined with the music. He seemed to really thrive in church.  
 
Later he became a big brother. When he was five, his tiny sister was baptised. There he sat in 
his buggy where, as always, he ought to have been watched while the baptism was going on at 
the front of the church. But he slipped out of the buggy and walked up the aisle to the rail – 
and knelt. As the tiny sister was being baptised, this “little friend” was kneeling at the rail 
with his hands folded. Not one eye was without a tear. No language, no communication skills, 
but he had found his way to the well.  
 

Believe it, when something breaks  
Without growing up 
Believe it, when someone loses 
What was all to them 
Believe it, when hope drowns  
Instead of rising: 
Not a sparrow falls to the ground! 
This is a word to you.       (Norwegian hymn) Ref. 10 
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“Let the little children come to me, and do not hinder them, for the kingdom of God 
belongs to such as these. I tell you the truth, anyone who will not receive the kingdom of God 
like a little child will never enter it.” And he took the children in his arms, put his hands on 
them and blessed them.   (Mark 10: 14-16) 
 
“Don’t be afraid; you are worth more than many sparrows.” (Luke 12:7) 
 
 

 
          THESE LITTLE ONES                                       Norwegian woodland 

 

The tide 
 
It was an exuberant day: glorious sunshine from a cloudless blue sky over abundant rich green 
fields. We were rambling through England’s rolling landscape of hills and little woods. What 
a day! The route was easy to follow along the river; map-reading was very simple. We 
dropped into a church on the way and passed small villages, enjoying the day.  
 
Somewhere we must have taken a wrong turn because we ended up in a dark wood; it took 
some time to get our bearings, but once we were out we found our way back to the river – or 
so we thought at first, but it must have been wrong, because this river ran the other way- the 
opposite way! Where were we? A passer-by explained: “It is the same river, but the water is 
running the other way because the tide is coming in.” The water was running from the sea, 
into the country. I had no idea it was possible; no understanding or experience of anything 
like it. But the unthinkable was a reality! 
 
How refreshing for the soul to discover – that something which looks totally impossible, 
which can’t be imagined in any other way – God can turn around. In the same way, he is able 
to revolutionise our thoughts about what can and cannot be done. He can just turn the tide! 
Life’s tides as well! 
 
A PRAYER 
 
So that’s how it is for you, God 
What we can’t fathom 
You can 
All is naked and known to your eyes 
Because you made it 
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And have a full overview 
Of course 
But for me, for us 
It’s so unbelievable  
That it’s possible 
All we haven’t seen before 
Or heard of 
Or experienced  
We just can’t believe it 
But for you 
It’s so simple 
To turn the tides 
In all kinds of ways 
 

More delightful than anything on earth 
Is Jesus Christ’s kingdom 
Its loveliness is so great 
It can’t be compared with anything 

(Norwegian hymn) Ref. 11 
 
 

 
                        MOST LOVELY                                  Lancaster canal near Ellel Grange 
 
 

Packed lunch – on the journey of life  

Food for soul and spirit 
 
“Where do you go to nourish your soul and spirit?” That was the question my house group 
was pondering. Different religious traditions gave different answers to it. Baptism was 
suggested by someone – that was something objective. Communion was as well – a place 
where you can both lay things down and receive. Daily encounters with the Bible’s message 
and the characters of the Bible is a place for strength, nourishment and encouragement; a 
place to meet examples where you can recognise your own life, giving you strength for life 
and faith. To be out in God’s creation is a place to take in peace, quietness and rest – and to 
wonder. There it is easy to pray. The beauty within a church building, its decoration, 
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altarpieces, music, psalms and ambience – a good place. There are many “rooms” where 
you can find sustenance for your soul. Teaching in seminars and services, and daily personal 
devotions were highly valued. A variety of soul-and-spirit food was suggested.    
 
A variation of this question could be: “What gives me strength in life?” It’s all about life, 
anyway. None of us can travel along life’s tracks and paths all alone, not even on the peaks, 
nor in the valleys. All of life, good and bad, sour and sweet has been part of forming who we 
are today - and you too, who you are as God’s child. Your good or bad times, the places, your 
relationships, have all left their footprints in your life. But God was there too, and is – 
accessible.  

Man shall not live by bread alone 
But by every word 
That proceeds from the mouth of God 

  Hallelu, hallelujah    Ref. 12 
 

Then Jesus declared: “I am the bread of life. He who comes to me will never go hungry, and 
he who believes in me will never be thirsty.”   (John 6:35) 
 
A PRAYER 
 
Lord Jesus Christ, 
It’s true that no-one comes to the Father except through you. You are the way. 
I pray with Moses: If you are pleased with me, then show me your ways, so I can know you 
and find favour with you. Remember your own people!  
And I say with David: But I am always with you, you hold me by my right hand. As for me it 
is good to be near God. I take refuge in you Lord.  
Thank you that we do not need to fear, but can live expectantly with you in our lives. 
Help me, Holy Spirit, not to gather too many riches on earth, with so much to look after and 
pull along, that it becomes too heavy for me on my journey, and I don’t have time for the 
most important thing.  
Help me, Holy Spirit, to listen to your voice. 
Help me, Jesus, to receive the food and drink that you offer.  
Thank you for the invitation into your world.  
 

You alone have this name: Lord, 
the highest over the earth.  
Hallelujah, Hallelujah, Hallelujah                Ref. 13 
 

 
                              TAKE A BREAK AS YOU GO                  Lancaster canal at Ellel Grange 
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The Silver Wedding couple 
     
These two good friends had stayed together for twenty-five years. What should I give them? 
What could be my surprise for them? How about the best thing I knew? To bring them before 
God, to his heart. The day’s good wishes became a prayer of blessing. I wrote it out and on 
the big day it was my privilege to speak these words over them:  
 
A PRAYER 
 
Lord, your mercy reaches to the heavens, your faithfulness to the skies. 
Your righteousness is like the mighty mountains, your justice like the great deep. 
You preserve both man and beast.  
How priceless is your unfailing love! 
O Lord, your children find refuge in the shadow of your wings. 
For with you is the fountain of life; in your light we see light.  

(Ps 36:5-9) 
Lord Jesus Christ, I pray for these two and their children 
- for shelter under your wings for each one of them as they need it and will need it.  
Let them feast on the abundance of your house, and give them drink from your river of 
delights.  
Let your light be the light of their hearts. 
Dear God, I pray for these two 
that they may know in their body, soul and spirit how delightful your courts are. 
That they may dwell in your house, ever praising you and have their strength in you. 
And when they go through the desert valley, they will make it a place of springs.  
That they may go from strength to strength until they one day appear before you, O God.  

(Ps 84: 1, 4-7) 
Lord,  
Let them take refuge in you, let them never be put to shame. Be to them a rock and their 
fortress. For the sake of your name, lead them and guide them. 
Their times are in your hand. Let them know that this is good.  
Let your face shine on them in your faithfulness, and let them be a blessing to many and an 
honour to your name.  

(Ps 31: 1-3, 15-16) 
Lord, we know that you can do all things, no plan of yours can be thwarted.  
Not by might, nor by power, but by your Spirit.  
Dear ones, I pray that in your life you will trust in God and never be dismayed, 
that you can set your hearts at rest in his presence 
For the Lord is good, his mercy endures for ever. His faithfulness continues through all 
generations.  (Ps 100:5) 
To you, O God, we turn, since you invite us to come before you with thanksgiving and prayer 
– and today it is for these good friends.  
Amen. 
 
May God himself...show you the most excellent way: the way of love. (1 Cor 12:31b) 
 



 59 

 
                    THE TWO OF THEM                                                            English oak trees 
 
 

Guard your hearts and your minds 
 
Before Christmas one year our main Norwegian TV channel wanted to film a series of church 
services for advent. The pastor of my church was speaking at one of them and asked me to do 
the prayers in the service. The text for the service was Phil 4:6-7. From these Bible verses this 
is the prayer I felt God gave me to say. 
 
 
A PRAYER FOR THOSE WHO ARE ANXIOUS AND WORRIED 
 
Lord God, Heavenly Father, we want to praise your holy name. 
For you are good, and your mercy endures forever.  
 
We thank you that we can come before you with what’s on our heart and can bring our 
worries to you.  
We thank you that in your Word, you say that instead of being anxious and worried, we can 
present our requests to you in prayer.  
 
Now we want to pray for those who need a rest from being anxious and worried   
about how things will be with their health, 
how it will be with the children and the family 
and how it will be with love, education, job, finances. 
 
So we pray for those who are anxious and worried 
about how things will go in this country in years to come, 
and how it will be with peace and justice in the world. 
And we pray for those who struggle and carry heavy loads of inner and outer stress. 
 
We ask you, Heavenly Father, that you will lift off what’s weighing us down, and that you 
will give hope and courage for life.  
We pray that your peace, which surpasses all understanding, will guard our hearts and minds 
in the midst of all. 
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We pray for our nation in Jesus’ name, that we can be a people who turn to you, our Father 
in heaven, and come to you with everything in our lives. 
Amen. 

Praise, my soul, the King of Heaven; 
To His feet thy tribute bring. 
Ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven, 
Evermore His praises sing: 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
Praise the everlasting King. 

Father-like He tends and spares us; 
Well our feeble frame He knows. 
In His hands He gently bears us, 
Rescues us from all our foes. 
Alleluia! Alleluia! 
Widely as His mercy flows.   Ref.14 

      

 
                        WIDELY FLOWS...                         Lancaster canal towards Forton 
 

And so on... 
 
After this break, I would like to say thank you for your companionship and shake hands with 
you. Here our paths diverge. When you go on, I hope you will have some good companions 
on your travels. And I hope you will have many a good conversation. Maybe you will talk 
about what has been, and maybe you will also share what you’re thinking about and 
wondering about. Things God has said & done. Things that have been on your heart for many 
years, plans to travel, do something else or give it a go. While you’re walking, perhaps you 
will talk about children and grandchildren, jobs you’ve had, something you would like to try 
out. I hope you will have moments where you discover common interests and enthusiasms.  
 
Most of all, my wish for you is that you will be able to take along with you those you would 
most like to bring with you on your walk of faith. A good companion is half the joy, some 
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would say. Enjoy your trip, and thank you for coming along this part of the King’s highway 
in my life.  
 
Great and marvellous are your deeds, Lord God Almighty. Just and true are your ways, King 
of the ages. Who will not fear you, O Lord, and bring glory to your name? For you alone are 
holy. All nations will come and worship before you, for your righteous acts have been 
revealed.    (Rev 15: 3b-4) 
...King of Kings and Lord of Lords.   (Rev 19:16) 
...and he will reign for ever and ever    (Rev 11:15b) 
 

All hail the power of Jesus' name! 
Let angels prostrate fall; 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
And crown Him, crown Him, crown Him,  
Crown Him Lord of all.  
 
O that with yonder sacred throng 
We at His feet may fall! 
We'll join the everlasting song, 
To Jesus, Jesus, Jesus,  
Jesus Lord of all.         

Ref. 15 
 
 

 
           TIME TO LEAVE                                                 Glyndley Manor garden 
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EPILOGUE 

How does God speak to ordinary people? 
 
As I see it, God speaks in many different ways. Throughout this book I have given examples 
of how I perceived God speaking to me - communicating with me. I think I am an ordinary 
person and that most of us are, although each of us is unique - and I think God speaks to 
ordinary people. Most of the time he will speak in “ordinary ways” and sometimes in quite 
unusual ways. God could speak to you the reader, to you - in the same ways as he has spoken 
to me, in similar ways, or in different ways. 
 
When you look back through your life, I guess you will discover ways in which God has 
already spoken to you. And there will be stories you could tell of how God has spoken to you. 
 

Telling your stories 
 
From life’s road all of us can tell stories to contribute to the puzzle of our own personal 
history. Within your life’s history there are many stories: the story of childhood and teenage, 
of adulthood, of love, of education, profession and jobs, of your gifts and talents, of 
relationships, of values, of faith and trust in God – a “faith thread”.  
 
We read in the Bible (Romans 10:7) that faith comes from the message we hear, and our faith 
in God will be marked by what we have heard, seen and experienced – also from those who 
represent the Christian faith. The messages we receive will be filtered by what the sender 
might have of shortcomings, faults and flaws in his life or faith – and it will be sifted through 
our own life’s experiences as well. 
 
None of us have an identity without having a history. Your identity is not just an individual 
matter, it is also a result of the traditions and culture of your family, church, local community 
and nation. For each of us, our history holds lots of smaller stories, and to discover these is a 
significant process. Look for what you find important to you, and the stories you pick out will 
bring connection to something bigger than yourself.  
 
When you tell a story, there are always parts you include and parts you leave out. It depends 
on your focus at the time – what aspect you are interested in. For example, if you were telling 
a story about your parents – you might focus on different aspects: How did they relate to each 
other? Or how did they express their faith (or lack of it)? How did they treat you? What was 
their health or social life like? How did they celebrate special events etc. 
 
There are a variety of ways to tell a story. You might write your stories down, or draw a “road 
map” to illustrate it in a visual way, where you choose symbols and drawings to mark special 
incidents and events of significance. You can include people who were significant to you and 
places with certain memories, pleasant or painful. As people are different so will our 
roadmaps be, but nevertheless they will contain most of the same ingredients that characterize  
human life: joy and happiness, loss and grief, pain and suffering, struggle and challenges, nice 
surprises, ups and downs, winning and losing, weakness and talents, defeat and strength. 
 
Going a step further and actually sharing your stories by telling them to others will bring 
insight and more understanding. Because sharing reveals something which an explanation 
alone does not. When we put our experiences into words and tell them to each other, we 
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recognize the reality of these experiences. Something comes alive – a part you might have 
overlooked. The feelings connected to the stories are true messages to us. We should cherish 
them, both the tears and the joy. 
 

What stories do you have? 
 
I will feel very privileged if this book inspires you to reflect and talk about life and faith. How 
has God spoken to you? Maybe you are one of those people who have been looking for 
opportunities to focus more on faith in your conversation with people, be it in a private 
setting, in your church fellowship, in a house group or in an organization of some kind. 
 
If that is so, you might be able to find stories from this book and use them as an introduction 
to dialogue and conversation in your group, focusing on a particular theme.  
 
You are more than welcome to use my stories to get others “on track” with theirs. One way of 
doing this would be to choose a story from this book – or tell one of your own. Then ask the 
group what stories they have to tell on the same theme. And take time to listen! 
 
It’s significant to be listened to. So many of us have not been really listened to while we 
shared what was important to us. And we should put our questions to rest and just listen when 
someone is sharing from their life. To take time to notice and affirm the good qualities we see 
in the person who is sharing is a gift of great value. To listen to each other is to show each 
other love. 
 
Everyone has a life from which to draw stories. If someone is willing to listen to you and just 
receive, accept and affirm you, it is a gift and a privilege to share. 
 
Accept one another, then, just as Christ accepted you, in order to bring praise to God. 
(Romans 15:7) 
 
 

 
        WALKING ON                                                        South Downs near Eastbourne 

 
 



 64 
Suggestions 
 
Some ideas of how to use your stories in a housegroup etc. 
When you get excited about looking back to find the stories you have from your faith journey 
and how you perceived God speaking to you, you might be interested in bringing this into 
your housegroup or Bible group. If you would like some ideas on how to do this, you may 
find it useful to think along the lines below.  The six steps listed below are for six different 
group meetings.  
 
The steps below are examples. Your group might want to do the preparation at home before 
they come, or you may decide to allow time for personal reflection at the start of the meeting.   
 
Also I have suggested some general themes for discussion, either after individual sharing, or 
instead of it if your group is not confident in sharing their personal reflections. 
 
Step 1 (meeting 1) 
Individual preparation – to reflect on (maybe write down) before you meet in the group 
or at the start: 
What made you become a Christian? 
Who taught you to pray? 
Do you know of someone who was praying for you as you grew up, or prays for you now as 
an adult? 
Today – what do you find important in your relationship with God?  
What gives strength to your everyday life with Christ? 
Share with your group whatever you decide is OK for the others to know about you. 
 
Step 2 (meeting2) 
Reflecting on before you meet in the group:  
What are the first religious experiences you can remember? 
Situations and events in your life (think through childhood, teenage time, young adult, adult) 
that made a great impact on your relationship to God. 
How did they affect or change this relationship? For good or bad? 
To discuss in the group: 
What it is that builds up our faith – our relationship with God? 
What can damage this relationship? 
 
Step 3 (meeting 3) 
Reflecting on before you meet in the group:  
What kind of environment did your faith “grow up in”? What standards and norms were 
there? What persons and relationships where significant for you there? 
What led you to the church you are fellowshipping with today?  
What do you especially appreciate there?  
To discuss in the group: 
Which aspects in our churches and fellowships do you think contribute to a growing trust in 
God or could contribute to stop us developing that? 
  
Step 4 (meeting 4) 
Reflecting on before you meet in the group:  
What do you think are the roots of your image of God?  
In what way has this image changed over the years? What was it that led to a change? 
What has this meant for your daily life, your self image and Christian service? 
To discuss in the group: 
What makes us change our image of God? 
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What can big changes in our image of God lead to, regarding how we look upon ourselves, 
life and God? 
 
Step 5 (meeting 5) 
Reflecting on before you meet in the group:  
Choose one character from OT or NT in the Bible: What is it about that person which makes 
him or her special to you? What is it about their story that reminds you of things in your own 
life? 
How would you say you have perceived God speak to you? How and where did that happen? 
What has this meant for your relationship with God? 
To discuss in the group: 
How does God speak to ordinary people? 
How can he speak to us through persons in the Bible? 
What do you think it could mean for our image of God and our image of ourselves if we feel 
or realise that God speaks to us? 
 
Step 6 (meeting 6) 
Reflecting on before you meet in the group:  
When you look back on your road of life and faith journey, what influence has that road had 
on your ideas of what lies ahead?  
Are you expectant? Fearful? Worried? Confident? ...? 
To discuss in the group: 
What links do you see between your experiences in your life and a living relationship with 
God, communicating with him? 
What are your dreams and longings for the future? 
 
 
In the group meetings 
If you want to let everyone share a bit every time the group meets, you would need to divide 
the time available so that everyone will get the opportunity to share. If the group agrees on 
this, it will help to have someone in charge of letting the person sharing know when their time 
is up. Tell them when they have two minutes left, for example, so they can prepare to finish. 
No-one should go over time, just say “thank you for sharing” when the time is up. It may be 
good to have every person take turns at the role of time-watcher.   
 
This might seem a bit “too organised” but it will ensure that everyone gets a time for sharing, 
if that is what you plan in your group. It means people feel at peace and secure that it is not 
unfortunate to be the last one, as all get the allotted time. If someone wants to use part of their 
time for prayer, they should let the group know, so this can be included in the time they have 
been given. 
 
On the other hand, maybe you’d prefer to give much more time for each person in your group 
and let a few share on one occasion and the others will share the next time or the next time – 
depending on how many you are in your group. Then you could offer more time for each one 
to have some prayer for what they have been sharing from their heart, if they want to. Make 
sure that in the end everyone has had time to be listened to. Another option would be to divide 
your group into smaller groups, so several people are sharing at the same time. 
 
It’s so true: If someone is willing to listen to you and just receive, accept and affirm you, it is 
a gift and a privilege to share. 
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