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Part One

FEAR NOT. ONLY BELIEVE.

By Gina
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Part One

FEAR NOT. ONLY BELIEVE.

The thing I greatly feared has come upon me, and what I 
dreaded has happened to me.  

—Job 3:25

As soon as Jesus heard the word that was spoken, He said to 
the ruler of the synagogue, “Do not be afraid; only believe.”  

—Mark 5:36

We live in a dangerous world—a world that, try as it may, 
cannot promise us protection. I first found that out when, as a 
sleeping twelve-year-old girl, I heard the devil’s wart-encrusted 
hand of fear rake its jagged fingernails across my window screen. 

The scritching sound of a sharp edge brushing across wire mesh 
is what woke me. Not that my slumber had been deep anyway. I’d 
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perched for hours on the edge of unconsciousness, gathering the 
guts to jump. Squeezing my eyelids tight against the darkness of 
my bedroom, I had dared myself to go to sleep…even though my 
parents were gone…and the house was empty…and I was alone 
late at night for the first time.

As an almost-teenager, I was plenty old enough to take care of 
myself. Or so I had assured my mother and father. I believed it, too, 
early in the evening when the sun glowed through the drapes in my 
room, making warm rectangles of light on the carpet. I believed it 
as I pushed those drapes aside and gazed over the boxwood hedge 
that bordered my window as my parents’ massive green Ford lum-
bered down the street and disappeared, not to return until the wee 
hours of the morning. 

“What could possibly happen to a young girl nestled safe in her 
bed behind locked doors in an ordinary suburban neighborhood?” 
I had asked them (and myself) as they fussed over me before they 
left. “What harm could possibly come?”

Granted, in years past, I harbored silly kindergarten fears that 
sent me diving under beds or quivering beneath piles of laundry 
when I found myself at home alone for even a few measly minutes. 
But I’d outgrown those terrors and tossed them out with my Laddie 
pencils and Big Chief tablets. I looked back with disdain on the 
days when every creak in an empty house morphed into the foot-
step of some black-eyed, craggy-faced killer coming after me to…

Well, I didn’t really know what he was coming after me for…
but whatever it was had once made my seven-year-old heart thrash 
in my chest and thunder in my ears. It had made my mouth go dry 
as a west Texas dust storm and my throat tighten up like a hang-
man’s noose. 

If I had forgotten what that kind of fear felt like as I turned 
off the bedside lamp that night and prepared to sleep alone in an 
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empty house for the first time, the memory came rushing back a 
few hours later when my eyes bugged open at the sound of finger-
nails on my window screen. My ears tingled as the noise echoed 
against my eardrums. What was that? I pressed my head into the 
softness of my pillow, resisting the iron grip of fear that threatened 
to clamp around my mind. 

One little scrape. Come on, get a grip. It was one little sound. It 
was nothing, I chanted to myself in silence. The noise stopped. See? 
Nothing at all.

Drawing a deep breath, I commanded myself to relax and 
close my eyes.

The snap of a boxwood branch forced them open again. On 
the other side of the floor-to-ceiling window across the room, 
shadows danced to the shooshing of leaves awakened from their 
slumber on a windless night. 

Scritch. There it was again, followed by a click and the sound of 
the window screen shifting in its place.

Was it that? Or my imagination? 

The boxwood hedge shook again, this time not just wakened 
but alarmed; it flailed its leafy arms and grazed the window in 
excitement. Unable to hold the tension any longer, my coiled mus-
cles sprang loose, catapulting me from my bed. I didn’t care how 
grown up I was. I didn’t care if I was laughed out of the neighbor-
hood. I raced barefooted and breathless to the phone. Across the 
street, porch lights blinked on as our neighbor, a former profes-
sional football player and family friend, came striding across his 
lawn, flashlight in hand, to my rescue. 

I cringed, gnawing on my knuckles at the doorway of my bed-
room as the beam of his flashlight flickered and darted through 
the filter of my bedroom curtains. Pinpricks of alarm stabbed at 
the back of my neck as I listened to the sound of his bulky frame 
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breaking through the shrubs—the same sound I’d heard earlier. 
Even so, when I opened the front door to thank him for his help, 
I expected him to tousle my hair and tell me it was nothing. To go 
back to sleep. That my parents would be home soon and there was 
nothing to worry about. 

Instead, he stood at our front door frowning and shaking his 
head, his massive barrel shape backlit by the moonlight. “I don’t 
know,” he said. “Maybe it was just an animal. But I think it would 
be best if you came over to our house until your folks get home. 
Just to be on the safe side.”

The safe side?

My kind neighbor didn’t realize at that moment—even I didn’t 
realize—that it was too late for me to be on the safe side. The dev-
il’s finger had already furrowed my heart with an open wound of 
fear and filled it with seeds of terror. He had reached out when no 
one was looking and planted them there to hide in darkness until 
he, as the prince of darkness, decided the time was right for them 
to yield their harvest of destruction. 

That night as I padded across the street, a frowsy-headed 
twelve-year-old girl in house shoes and a bathrobe, to take refuge 
in my neighbor’s house, I was taking my first few steps toward what 
Job once called, “that which I greatly fear.” Unless God Himself 
intervened and arrested the process I would never be on the safe 
side again.

Riding in on Vulture’s Wings
“Fear not!” It’s easy to find those words in the Bible. They 

appear so often that God might well have added, “If I’ve said it 
once, I’ve said it a hundred times. Fear not!” Yet most of us—even 
those of us who know the Word of God well—don’t take that 
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command seriously. To be honest, we don’t consider it a command 
at all. We view it more like a good, but impractical, suggestion. We 
often disregard it without a thought because we don’t recognize 
the deadly potential of the devil’s seeds of fear that crop up like 
weeds in our lives. 

I must admit, I didn’t consider it a command. If I had, I would 
have responded in a different way to the little sprouts of terror 
that began to bud in my heart after that scary night. I would have 
slapped on my spiritual gardening gloves, grabbed the spade of 
God’s Word, and dug up the filthy things. But I didn’t. Instead, 
I did what most people do. I ignored them and hoped that as the 
chilling memory of the incident faded, the fear would vanish along 
with it. 

When thoughts of it slithered up from the depths of my sub-
conscious on occasion and hissed at me, I whacked at them with 
the hoe of reason. What are the odds? I’d ask myself with the logic 
I inherited from my accountant mother and my engineer father. 
What is the likelihood that such a thing would happen to the same 
person twice? No, I’d had my brush with danger and escaped 
unharmed. It was ridiculous to imagine it could happen again.

Sure enough, the years ticked by with no recurrence. One…
two…three…four… Granted, I rarely stayed alone at night. Five…
six…seven…eight. And when I did, I left lights burning from dusk 
till dawn just in case. Nine…ten. But those were just precautions 
any reasonable person would take—precautions that were wholly 
unnecessary. At least, that’s what I told myself. I believed it, too, 
until ten years after the thorny weeds of fear were planted, they 
ripened and proved me wrong.

Looking back now, what happened that night makes perfect 
sense. It was as predictable as gravity. What goes up must come 
down. The forces of nature demand it. Whatever we greatly fear 
will, in some form, come upon us. The devil himself will see to 
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that. He rides into our lives on vulture’s wings of fear, just as God 
moves in our lives on eagle’s wings of faith. 

That fact shouldn’t surprise us. After all, the devil learned 
everything he knows from watching God.

Back in the days when he was the anointed cherub on heaven’s 
mountain, back in the time when he “walked up and down in the 
midst of the stones of fire” (Ezekiel 28:14 kjv) before iniquity was 
found in him, the devil studied God’s ways. (See verses 13–16.) He 
figured out that the divine law of faith is incontrovertible. When 
God’s creatures believe His Word, that Word comes to pass for 
them. The proclamation Jesus made to the centurion holds true 
for all: “as you have believed, so let it be done for you” (Matthew 8:13). 
Nobody knows that better than the devil himself.

It’s no wonder, then, that in his battle against God’s children, 
Satan employs the same strategy—with a malicious twist. He poi-
sons our minds with his own wicked words. He whispers to us 
threats of death and destruction. He arranges circumstances to 
confirm the validity of those threats. Then he backs them up with 
evil reports and blood-curdling emotions until we believe what he 
has told us.

Once we believe him, we’re easy prey.

I didn’t understand that strategy the night the devil decided 
after ten dormant years that it was time to fulfill my fears. By that 
time, I’d accepted them as part of my life. As much as possible, 
I kept them shoved in a corner and forced myself to be brave. I 
had no choice. A failed marriage had left me to manage alone in a 
ramshackle duplex with my infant son. So, night after night, as I 
struggled to drift off to sleep, squeezing my eyelids shut like I did 
as a little girl, I told myself there was really nothing to fear. 

I didn’t believe it, though. I knew there was a great deal to 
fear in this sin-racked, demon-infested world. My only comfort 
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came from the memory that sometimes neighbors can come to 
your rescue—and on the other side of the center wall of my duplex 
lived a very good neighbor. He was a clean-cut young man who had 
assured me the day I moved into the place that if I ever needed help 
I could just rap on the wall and he’d come running.

My neighbor was out of town the night the rattling at my front 
door jarred me awake.

The hollow clicking of metal against metal is what first roused 
my sleepy mind. My eyes jerked open as I recognized the sound, 
and I caught my breath as if I’d been doused with a bucket of icy 
water. As a frigid surge shot through me, I pleaded for my pound-
ing heart to be silent so I could hear the noises of the house.

For a few blessed moments, it seemed the clicking had stopped. 
I lay still as a dead man under the shroud of my bed sheets and lis-
tened to be sure.

Seconds passed and I inhaled, forcing my ribcage to expand 
despite the fear that constricted it. I told myself I’d been dream-
ing…or perhaps I was just hearing the normal creaks and pops 
characteristic of old houses. Yes, that’s what it was. I let out my 
breath in a slow, silent stream, relieved to hear only the soft sighs 
and murmurs of my son sleeping in his crib a few feet from my bed. 
The familiar ticking of the alarm clock on my nightstand reassured 
me. Its hands pointed at a jaunty 45-degree angle. Three o’clock and 
all’s well, it seemed to say. 

Silly me. Pulling the blanket snug around my chin, I rolled 
over in defiance and turned my back to the bedroom door where 
the light streamed in from the living room lamp I left burning 
every night. 

Then I heard the rattle again.

I knew this time it was real. The sound was unmistakable. 
Someone was picking the lock on my front door.
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In a single moment, the paper-thin barriers of false confidence 
I’d erected over the years to keep my terror at bay collapsed. A 
flood of horror swept every coherent thought from my mind. Every 
thought except one: my neighbor said he would help!

Stealing from my bed, I moved toward our adjoining wall. I 
knotted my fist and raised it in the shadows to sound the alarm 
that would rouse him to my rescue. 

Then it hit me. He was gone. No one would come. 

The relentless racket at the front door continued. I fastened 
my eyes on my sleeping baby and the tide of panic rose higher. I 
had to do something. For my baby’s sake, if nothing else. 

The police! I need to call the police! But what if the intruder gets in 
before they arrive? What if they’re too late?

I went rigid at the thought. Then logic kicked in again. Maybe 
I was just imagining things after all. How foolish I’d feel if the 
police came and found a stray cat on my porch, or a dog scratching 
against the door. Be a big girl. Check it out.

I crept toward the front door, my whole body vibrating to the 
rhythm of my racing heart, my breath sucked from me by the vam-
pire of fear. Stepping into the pathway of lamplight that spilled 
from the living room, my eyes fixed in horror on the doorknob. It 
rotated back and forth, rattling as it moved. 

The lock hadn’t yet given way, but it couldn’t last much longer.

I stood transfixed and watched unblinking as the knob turned 
again. The black-eyed, craggy-faced villain of my childhood had 
finally caught up with me. I could no longer hide. 

CALL THE POLICE!

The command erupted from somewhere inside me with a shout 
that freed me from my trance and sent me stumbling toward the 
phone. The intruder must have known by then I was awake. He 
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must have heard me bumping around. He also must have known I 
was alone because he didn’t flee. Instead he jimmied the lock with 
greater vigor, determined to break in before anyone could stop him.

I have no memory of making the call. I just know I did it. 
What I remember is the torturous minutes that passed as I waited 
for the police to arrive. 

I could have spent those minutes praying for God to help me, 
but I didn’t. It never occurred to me. I had developed such a strong-
hold of fear that it seemed even God couldn’t deliver me from the 
hand of this evil.

I could have grabbed a skillet or a fireplace poker and prepared 
to fight, but I didn’t do that, either. Instead, I did what the devil 
had been preparing me to do for ten years. I stood like a helpless 
victim waiting to experience my greatest fear.

Edging to the door, I peered through the peephole to see my 
attacker. Sure enough, he was there, crouching bare-chested on my 
front porch and fiddling with the lock. The half-light that filtered 
from the street lamp through the swaying branches of the elm in 
my front yard snaked shadows across his back. He was racing the 
arrival of the police—whether he knew it or not—and it seemed 
likely he would win.

Someone else was praying for me that night. I don’t know who, 
and I don’t know where. But I’m confident someone was, because 
several minutes before the police car pulled to the curb at the end 
of my sidewalk, its headlights beaming through my flimsy window 
shades, the intruder jumped as though he’d seen a ghost and high-
tailed it around the corner of the house. Astounded, I listened to 
his footsteps echo across the porch boards, thump into the garden 
soil below, and fade away.

The policeman who arrived at my door a few minutes later 
scribbled the details of my story on a notepad and examined the 
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scrapes around the lock. “Anything else I can do for you, ma’am?” 
he asked, looking down at me from beneath the brim of his cap. 
“You gonna to be all right now?”

“Sure, I’ll be fine,” I lied.

As he turned to go, I blurted out the question I’d been living 
with for years.

“Do you think he’ll come back?”

“No, ma’am. I don’t expect he’d do that. He probably knows 
we’re onto him now.”

“Of course he does,” I said, forcing a smile. “Good night, 
officer.”

“Good night, ma’am.”

That same night, a few blocks west of my house, another 
woman didn’t wake up in time to call the police. Or maybe her 
door lock was more cooperative than mine. Or maybe nobody 
was praying for her. For whatever reason, she suffered what I was 
spared.

Although his crime was not averted, the criminal was appre-
hended that night. The drugs he’d taken overtook him, and he 
passed out at the scene of the crime. Judging from what I heard 
on the news, the case against him was cut-and-dried. I assume 
he ended up behind bars. But in my mind, he—or someone like 
him—would be forever prowling the streets. 

Someday he would find me again. I was sure of it.

Rescued by the Prince of Peace
Over the next few years, I searched for some sense of security 

that could free me from the fear that stalked me every night I was 
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alone. I’d never heard about God’s promises of protection even 
though I’d gone to church all my life. Sure, I’d heard the Bible 
stories in Sunday school. I’d spent years sitting alongside my tiny 
denominational peers, fidgeting in diminutive wooden chairs as 
the teachers told us how God saved David from Goliath, how He 
kept the lions from turning Daniel into a bedtime snack, or how 
He kept Shadrach, Meshach, and To-Bed-You-Go from roasting in 
the hottest furnace of all time. 

They were interesting stories, but I didn’t find much comfort 
in them because the moral (God is powerful enough to deliver His 
children from any danger and keep them safe) had a monster catch 
attached to them. The catch was this: Although God always has 
power to protect His children, sometimes He just doesn’t do it. “God 
works in mysterious ways,” our devoted teachers warned as they 
peered with somber eyes over the edges of their massive Bibles. 
“You never know what God is going to do.”

Great. That’s reassuring.

When I grew old enough and bold enough to inquire why God 
might want to leave His obedient children squirming in the jaws of 
calamity, why He might choose to let some sweet saint be slashed 
to pieces in a car wreck, or slung from the sky in a malfunctioning 
plane, or preyed upon by violence of some other kind, my queries 
were discouraged. “We don’t question God,” I was told. “He loves 
us. He is our best Friend and always does for us what is best, no 
matter how terrible that thing might seem to be at the time.”

I never said it, but I thought it: With friends like that, who needs 
enemies?

It’s no surprise, then, that when my fears exploded into pho-
bias, the last place I thought to look for help was the Bible. I turned 
instead to a therapist, someone in whom I could confide the full 
extent of my raging terror. Someone who, even if he thought I was 
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as nutty as a pecan tree, couldn’t spread the news to my friends and 
family. Someone who had the professional training necessary to 
make me feel safe again.

Week after week, I sat in his office and dumped my para-
noia into his capable hands so that he could sort through it and 
straighten things out. I told him about the incidents that sparked 
my fears. I confessed that even though years had passed since I 
discovered the intruder at my door, and even though I now had 
three children to make me feel less alone, my terrors consumed me 
on nights when my husband was out of town. They shook me until 
my teeth chattered. They squeezed me with a python grip until 
I couldn’t breathe. They shot chemicals through my bloodstream 
until a clammy film of perspiration made the bedclothes cling to 
me like a mummy’s wrap. 

I confessed with shame that, under the influence of my fears, 
a cloud creeping across a full moon and casting a shadow on the 
window convinced me a leering intruder stood outside. The click 
of the refrigerator compressor in the darkened kitchen became the 
sound of a killer opening the back door. The sense that someone 
evil had slipped into the house under cover of night became so pal-
pable that at times I stared unblinking into the blackness until my 
eyes watered from straining to see who was there.

Of course, I didn’t even tell my therapist everything. I didn’t 
tell him, for instance, that I fortified myself against any possible 
attack by keeping a sawed-off shotgun under the edge of the bed 
within arm’s reach. Later, a 357 Magnum was hidden in the night-
stand. Nobody but my husband knew they were there.

It was crazy. What’s worse, in the light of day, I knew it was 
crazy. But at night when no one was there to protect me, it was my 
reality.

In the seventies, doctors and therapists weren’t as quick to 
medicate emotions as they are today. If they had been, I’m sure 
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I would have ended up with a medicine cabinet full of pills to 
comfort me. I would have used chemicals to bind and gag my ter-
rified mind so that it couldn’t scream at me anymore. The fears 
still would have been there, of course, but the drugs would have 
muffled their cries.

As it was, I was on my own. Therapy didn’t help. I did find 
blessed relief, though, when my husband’s job stopped taking him 
out of town for a while and I no longer spent nights alone. With 
him there to protect me as I drifted off to sleep, the shadows and 
sounds in the darkness stopped frightening me. Months went by 
without terror. I put the guns in storage. I was finally all right.

Then we moved to another state. My husband started to travel, 
and the nightmare began again.

This time, however, something was different. 

I was different. 

During the previous two years, I’d dedicated my life to Jesus 
Christ and made Him my Lord. I’d received the baptism of the 
Holy Spirit. I’d gone to work for a Christian ministry. And, most 
important of all, I’d discovered the power of God’s written Word.

By the time I faced my old fears again, I’d already learned to 
use that Word to drive sickness out of my body. I’d discovered 
how to swing it like a sword to separate myself from sinful habits 
that had dogged me for years. So I almost popped my cork the 
day I settled into my seat at a believers’ meeting, pen and paper in 
hand, ready to take notes, and heard the speaker say, “Open your 
Bibles, please, to Psalm 91. Today we’re going to talk about God’s 
promises of protection.” 

God’s promises of protection. Those were some of the sweetest 
words I’d ever heard. I’d been taught for years about God’s power 
for protection. I knew about the possibility of God’s protection. But 
God’s promise of protection was something else altogether. 
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The promises in God’s Word are His guarantee. They are His 
unbreakable bond. Once He makes them, He keeps them without 
fail because it is impossible for Him to lie. If God had promised 
in His Word to protect me and I dared to believe those promises, 
I could live in safety no matter how many criminals prowled the 
streets. 

My mind reeled as people around me rustled through the pages 
of their Bibles. The chill of the air-conditioned breeze that wafted 
across the convention center raised goose bumps on my arms and 
sent a shiver of anticipation down my spine. If God has promised to 
protect me, I can spit in the eye of every terror that has tormented me. I 
never have to live in fear again. The amplified echo of the preacher’s 
voice beginning to read set me fumbling with desperate fingers to 
find Psalm 91 in time to follow along. I didn’t want to miss a word. 

He who dwells in the secret place of the Most High shall abide 
under the shadow of the Almighty. I will say of the Lord, “He 
is my refuge and my fortress; My God, in Him I will trust.” 
Surely He shall deliver you from the snare of the fowler and 
from the perilous pestilence. He shall cover you with His feath-
ers, and under His wings you shall take refuge; His truth shall 
be your shield and buckler. You shall not be afraid of the terror 
by night, nor of the arrow that flies by day, nor of the pestilence 
that walks in darkness, nor of the destruction that lays waste 
at noonday. (Psalm 91:1–6)

I flashed back on a hundred sleepless nights spent shaking in 
the grip of fear. “You shall not be afraid of the terror by night.”

I remembered how alone I felt, how vulnerable and unpro-
tected. “He shall cover you with His feathers, and under His wings 
you shall take refuge.”

I thought of the shotgun beneath my bed and the handgun in 
my nightstand. “His truth shall be your shield and buckler.”
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Tearful waves of relief surged up from my heart and threat-
ened to spill over the levee of my eyelids as I read on. In the back-
ground, the speaker’s voice echoed across the auditorium, but I’d 
lost track of her message. I was suddenly lost in what seemed like a 
spiritual fairy tale all my own. Like the fabled princess Rapunzel, 
I’d been trapped alone in a tower of nighttime terror since I was 
twelve years old. I’d hoped for decades to be rescued. Now, at last, 
my Prince of Peace had come to set me free. 

As my eyes searched the next words of the psalm, the Holy 
Spirit prefaced each one with my name. He whispered the phrases 
to my heart as if each one had been written just for me.

Because you have made the Lord, who is my refuge, even 
the Most High, your dwelling place, no evil shall befall you, 
nor shall any plague come near your dwelling; for He shall 
give His angels charge over you, to keep you in all your ways. 
In their hands they shall bear you up, lest you dash your foot 
against a stone. You shall tread upon the lion and the cobra, 
the young lion and the serpent you shall trample underfoot.  
 (Psalm 91:9–13)

The levee burst, and salty waves cascaded down my cheeks 
and onto the crinkling pages of my Bible. Not only had my Prince 
come, but He’d brought the armies of heaven with Him! He’d 
commanded the angelic hosts to surround me and keep me safe. 
He’d charged them to make sure nothing hurt me.

I recalled the serpentine fears that had wound themselves 
around me in the darkness until I gasped for air and realized for 
the first time that their power had been stripped from them. My 
shoulders straightened and my head snapped up in triumph at the 
thought. I will tread upon those serpents and trample them underfoot.

Fishing a tissue from my purse, I blotted at the tiny pools of 
tears that magnified various letters and words of Psalm 91 as they 
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shimmered on the pages of my open Bible. Around me, I heard 
people turning pages again. The speaker had started teaching from 
other passages of Scripture. I wasn’t yet ready to move on. Still 
awed by Psalm 91, I let the last three verses wash over me with the 
tenderness of a love song.

Because he has set his love upon Me, therefore I will deliver 
him; I will set him on high, because he has known My name. 
He shall call upon Me, and I will answer him; I will be with 
him in trouble; I will deliver him and honor him. With long 
life I will satisfy him, and show him My salvation.  
 (Psalm 91:14–16)

My love had been set on Jesus long before I walked into the 
meeting that day. There was no question in my mind about it. But 
surrounded by the protective embrace of these precious promises, 
I was swept off my feet by a torrent of fresh affection for Him. 
Overwhelmed with gratitude, I wanted to hug my Bible and kiss 
its grainy, cowhide cover. 

My Lord Jesus had just crushed my greatest fear under the 
mighty heel of His Word. Using my open Bible, He had over-
turned the religious theories that left open the possibility that 
God might want my life to be wrecked by calamity or snuffed out 
early by some disaster. He had cleansed my mind of the nagging 
questions about His willingness to protect me. He had assured 
me once and for all that He had committed Himself to defend 
me against the Goliaths in my life, to shut the mouth of every 
hungry lion that leered at me with drooling chops, to walk with 
me through every fiery circumstance and bring me out unharmed 
and smelling like a rose.

If I would do my part by dwelling in His secret place and 
speaking words of faith, He would surely do His part by keeping 
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me and my family safe even in the most dangerous times. I knew 
that now and I determined never to doubt it again. 

A gentle tap on my shoulder roused me from my revelatory 
reverie.

“Excuse me.”

I looked up to see another believer standing beside me, dan-
gling his car keys in one hand and gripping his Bible in the other, 
waiting for me to vacate my chair so he could get to the aisle and go 
home. The murmur of chattering saints gathering their belongings 
and milling toward the door registered on my ears. The meeting 
was over. I had missed most of speaker’s message. But I’d heard 
every word the Lord had spoken to my heart.

I closed my Bible and slung my purse over my shoulder.

I’d never be the same again.

Passing the Test
I walked out of that meeting knowing full well that the devil 

had been brainwashing me for years. That was the plain truth. I’d 
spent thousands of hours being harassed by the terrifying images 
he projected into my thoughts. And I was smart enough to know 
that it would take more than one reading of Psalm 91 to free me 
of them. 

Although God had promised to protect me, I knew I had to 
develop faith to stand on that promise. I had to wash my mind 
with the water of His Word until the muck left behind by years 
of fearful thinking was rinsed away. “If you abide in My word, you 
are My disciples indeed,” Jesus said. “And you shall know the truth, 
and the truth shall make you free” (John 8:31–32). To be free, I had 
to keep the truth about God’s promise of protection in my mind 
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and in my mouth until I lived in that truth and it lived in me. So I 
buckled down and went after it.

I read Psalm 91 and other Scriptures like it first thing in the 
morning and before bed at night. I talked to God about them every 
day, thanking Him and rejoicing with Him over His protection. 
I made up little songs about it and sang them while I loaded the 
dishwasher and dusted the furniture.

As the days passed, I sensed a lightness in my heart I hadn’t 
experienced since childhood. I felt like I’d climbed into the basket 
of a hot air balloon, cast aside the sandbags of fear, and been borne 
aloft by the wind of the Holy Spirit. At last, instead of slogging 
through the darkness and dangers of the world, I was floating 
above them in the endless sky of God’s love.

Pleasant as that was, however, I knew that every revelation 
from God’s Word will be tested by adverse circumstances. Until 
we have passed such a test, we cannot be sure we truly believe that 
Word.

The night I faced my test, the circumstances were all too 
familiar.

My husband was out of town, and I was alone in the house 
with the children. I had outgrown the need to leave a light on all 
night, so the house was swathed in darkness. The metal cookie 
sheets I’d once propped against the doors so they would topple 
and clatter to warn me of incoming intruders were gone, returned 
to the kitchen cabinets where they belonged.

Who needs cookie sheets crashing around in the middle of the 
night when there are angels guarding every door?

Others might scoff, but I had no doubt the angels were there—
camping out on my front porch, standing guard in the backyard 
at the sliding glass door by the patio, and keeping watch at the 
laundry room door that adjoined the garage. After I understood 
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the promise in Psalm 91, I’d asked God to send those angels. I 
thanked God for their presence most nights before I went to sleep.

 As a result, my slumber was no longer fitful but deep and 
sound. I didn’t just doze anymore. I hibernated, no more expecting 
to be attacked, or even awakened, than a bear snoozing the winter 
away in his cave.

So when my eyes flew open to the familiar metallic rattle of 
doorknob jiggling against the lock, it took me a moment to process 
the sound.

In an instant, all the old sensations of terror came flooding 
back. My muscles went rigid. A trap door slammed shut in the 
back of my throat and cut my breath short. Goose bumps climbed 
one atop the other like pyramiding cheerleaders at a football game. 

I laid in the dark and listened with all my might.

Nothing.

Had I really heard anything after all? Was it just a dream…or 
the old imaginations coming back?

I wasn’t sure.

My heart thumping, I considered tiptoeing down the hallway 
toward the door to investigate. I trembled at the memory of the 
last time I’d made that trip. I saw again the shadowy shape that 
had crouched on the other side of the door. Would I ever escape 
that memory?

As if in answer, the words of the psalm arose from my spirit 
and pierced through the clamor of my mind.

I will say of the Lord, “He is my refuge and my fortress; my 
God, in Him I will trust.”…He shall cover you with His feath-
ers, and under His wings you shall take refuge; His truth shall 
be your shield and buckler. You shall not be afraid of the terror 
by night. (Psalm 91:2, 4–5)
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If I ever had any doubt that the Word of God is alive, it was 
settled that night when Psalm 91 came marching up out of my 
heart where I’d hidden it. Verse after verse stormed onto the 
shores of my consciousness. Their presence was more real than any 
flesh-and-blood defender could ever be.

Reinforced by the promises of God’s protection, I exchanged 
terror for righteous anger. Throwing back the blanket I’d pulled 
up to my eyes, I opened my mouth, swung the Sword of the Spirit, 
and put my true attacker on the run.

“You listen to me, Satan, and you listen good. Because I have 
made the Lord my refuge, and the Most High my dwelling place, 
no evil shall befall me, nor shall any plague come near my dwell-
ing. God has given His angels charge over me to keep me in all my 
ways. They’re protecting me tonight, and I know it. So you take 
your stupid fears and get out of here. I’m going back to sleep.”

And that’s what I did. I fluffed my pillow, settled my head in 
its puffy embrace, and relaxed in the secret place of the Most High, 
feeling sorry for any poor fool who tried to tangle with the angels 
looming outside my doors. I was aware, even as I dozed off, that 
the house was quiet. No more strange noises. Oh well, it probably 
wasn’t anything after all, I thought as I sank into a peaceful sleep.

When the phone rang me awake, the house was still dark.

Who would be calling at this hour?

Backhanding the sleep from my eyes, I struggled to shake the 
cobwebs from my brain, then flung my arm across the bed and 
groped at the nightstand until I found the telephone.

“Hello?” I croaked.

“Hello. This is the Edmond Police Department.” 

I shot up from the bed, wide awake in a split second. “The 
police?”



Part One: Fear Not. Only Believe.  29

“Yes, ma’am. An officer cruising your area asked us to notify 
you that your garage door is open and to make sure that everything 
is all right there.”

Whether I left the garage door open that night or someone 
else opened it, I still don’t know. But I do know this: nobody was 
able to get in because I have some mighty big angels stationed 
around my house. And it seems that, when necessary, they know 
how to contact the police.

I padded across the house to close the door, a frowsy-headed 
child of God wrapped in a housecoat and swaddled in a peace that 
passed understanding. Smiling, I recalled the frightening night so 
many years before when I was twelve years old and my kind neigh-
bor tried to lead me to the safe side. 

Thank God, I had finally arrived.

Fewer Dropped Calls
Over the next few months, I learned more about God’s prom-

ises of protection. I discovered, for instance, that it works best 
when we stay in communication with Him. I also found that hear-
ing from the God of heaven while we’re stuck here on the earth is 
much like talking to someone on a cell phone. The conversation 
goes well if we stay within range of His signal. As long as we can 
hear His voice, we have nothing to worry about. He can warn us 
of impending danger and lead around it. He can instruct us in the 
way that we should go. So we can say with the boldness of David:

The Lord is my light and my salvation; whom shall I fear? 
The Lord is the strength of my life; of whom shall I be afraid? 
When the wicked came against me to eat up my flesh, my 
enemies and foes, they stumbled and fell. Though an army 
may encamp against me, my heart shall not fear; though war 
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should rise against me, in this I will be confident. One thing 
I have desired of the Lord, that will I seek: that I may dwell 
in the house of the Lord all the days of my life, to behold the 
beauty of the Lord, and to inquire in His temple. For in the 
time of trouble He shall hide me in His pavilion; in the secret 
place of His tabernacle He shall hide me; He shall set me high 
upon a rock. And now my head shall be lifted up above my 
enemies all around me. (Psalm 27:1–6)

Hiding in “the pavilion” of the Lord, as that passage calls it, or 
“dwelling in the secret place of the Most High,” as Psalm 91 calls 
it, is like being in a geographical location where your cell phone 
signal is strong. When you get a call, it’s easy to hear and under-
stand the caller. Outside the secret place, you run into trouble. The 
signal starts breaking up. Sometimes the call gets dropped. 

When it comes to living in God’s protection in dangerous days 
like these, what we want is fewer dropped calls.

When I first discovered that secret place of protection, I didn’t 
know much about cell phones. Back then, all my telephones were 
still tethered to the wall. But I figured that to maintain my wireless 
communication with God, I need three basic elements. 

The first is faith. To hear the voice of the Lord and be hooked 
up with Him in any area of life, I must believe what He has said in 
His written Word about that area. If I have faith for protection, 
He can get through to me and communicate with me about it. If I 
don’t, I’m likely to miss what He has to say.

The second element is prayer. Not just the telling-God-what-
I-need kind of prayer but the two-way kind of prayer that gives 
Him time to talk to me in return. I learned that even though God’s 
Spirit can lead me and speak to me anytime, anywhere, I am better 
equipped to perceive those leadings if I’ve spent quiet times alone 
with Him getting to know His voice. 
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The third element is obedience. If I want to benefit from God’s 
instructions, I have to act on them—whether those instructions 
come through His written Word or by the personal, inward lead-
ing of His Spirit.

Once I got those three elements in place, I felt like Watson 
must have felt the first time he heard Alexander Graham Bell’s 
voice crackling through their first experimental phone line. I expe-
rienced the thrill of hearing God’s protective instructions coming 
back at me from the other end of my prayers. 

The first time I recall receiving them loud and clear, I was 
folded up on my knees in my walk-in closet enjoying my morn-
ing devotional time just a few months after the garage door 
incident. I’d been thanking God for His Psalm 91 protection 
over me and my family when an impression arose in my heart. I 
got the distinct sense I should remind my sixteen-year-old son, 
Aaron (who had just gotten his driver’s license), to buckle his 
seatbelt even if he was planning to drive only a short distance 
from home.

The alert carried with it no feeling of fear. On the contrary, 
the leading seemed so peaceful and natural that I wondered if I 
was just making it up. Oh well, either way, I shrugged, as I headed 
toward Aaron’s room, it certainly won’t hurt to remind a teenage 
driver about the necessity of seatbelts.

When I told Aaron what I felt the Lord had said to me, his 
face flushed just red enough to let me know he’d been caught. He 
hadn’t been bothering to use his seatbelt on short trips. He assured 
me, however, he would start doing so right away.

Within the week, another car slammed into Aaron’s just a few 
blocks from our house. The impact was so horrific that his car was 
demolished. Or so they tell me. I never saw it again because the 
wrecker hauled it straight to the junkyard. 
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Of course, to Aaron, seeing his spiffy red-and-white indepen-
dence-mobile smashed beyond recognition was a tragedy. To me, it 
was a triumph because he came through the wreck—with the help 
of his buckled seatbelt—with little more than a scratch.

Some people might say that was a coincidence. I didn’t think 
so. I decided if I ever sensed a prompting like that in prayer again, 
I’d take it seriously.

That decision served me well a few years later when, once again 
during my morning prayer time, I noticed something was bother-
ing me. Unlike before, however, I couldn’t put my finger on what it 
was. I just sensed an irritation, a scratchy feeling, in my heart that 
I couldn’t explain. Since I was in a hurry to run the errands I had 
planned, I tried to shrug off the feeling and get on with the busi-
ness of the day.

After all, externally, everything seemed to be fine. It was a gor-
geous day. My seventeen-year-old daughter, Jennifer, had headed 
out the door for school right on time. We hadn’t even gotten into a 
tussle over anything before she left. Yes, it was a good day!

Yet as I scooped my car keys off the dresser and headed for the 
door, I couldn’t escape the nagging sense that danger was lurking. 

What could be wrong on a day like this? I thought. I figured 
I was just hormonal and jumped in the car to head across town. 
Still, I couldn’t shake the jumpy sense that something was about 
to go wrong.

Praying as I drove, I asked the Lord to help me understand 
what He was saying to my heart. Is there something I need to know, 
Father? Is trouble coming? I pressed the accelerator as the traffic 
light turned green.

The air reverberated with the screech of tires and horns honk-
ing. I stomped the brakes and stopped just short of the speedster 
who ignored the red light and roared through the intersection, 
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clearing my car with inches to spare. The shock set my hands to 
trembling on the wheel. “Thank You, Lord!” I breathed.

The near miss behind me, I realized that’s what I’d been sens-
ing. A possible wreck. Now that it was over and all was well, I 
could relax and enjoy my day.

Instead of relaxing, as I drove, the tension increased. Misery 
set in. I jumped at the rumble of an engine revving behind me. I 
flinched at the slightest squeak of tires on pavement. Glaring at 
passing motorists as if they were all out to get me, I couldn’t escape 
the feeling that another wreck was about to happen.

That’s stupid, I thought. I’m just shaken up from the close call I 
had earlier. What are the odds of the devil planning two wrecks for one 
day? I just need to calm down.

But, try as I might, I couldn’t squelch the alarm sounding in 
my spirit. Instead of finishing my errands, I drove to the church 
and spent some time praying in the prayer room. 

When I left, I felt better, but some concern still shadowed me. 
Back at home, I prayed a while more as the Holy Spirit led. Then 
I called a praying friend and told her about the situation. “Am I 
losing my mind?” I asked her. “I’ve been agitated about a wreck all 
day long. I’ve prayed about it, but I’m not quite at peace yet.”

Almost before the words were out of my mouth, a sense of 
joy bubbled up from my heart. “Never mind!” I said. “Whatever 
was bothering me just vanished. It lifted like a bird taking flight. I 
guess everything is okay now.” 

I hung up the phone feeling embarrassed and, for some reason, 
looked at my watch. It was six o’clock. I wondered why Jennifer 
wasn’t home yet.

A half hour later as I dragged leftovers from the refrigerator 
and wrapped them in foil packages to reheat them in the oven, the 
phone rang. 
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“Mom? It’s Jen. I’ve just had a car wreck. I’m so sorry, Mom. I 
was driving my friend’s car, and somehow I lost control….”

Her voice trembling, Jennifer described how the car had 
skidded across all four lanes of one of the busiest roads in town 
during rush-hour traffic. How it failed to collide with another 
car, the policeman at the scene couldn’t explain. Somehow, the 
runaway auto had threaded its way through a maze of other vehi-
cles without hitting any of them. It did, however, make major 
contact with a pole of some sort before it rolled into the roadside 
ditch.

The wreck took place just a couple of minutes before 6:00 p.m.

The car was full of teenagers. Not one was injured.

The insurance company paid for the damage to the car.

Man, I’m glad my spiritual cell phone didn’t drop that call.

The Most Peculiar Summer  
of My Life

I’ll be honest. For the first few years, I assumed God offered 
His protection to His children just for our own personal benefit. 
As I matured in my relationship with the Lord, however, I began 
to understand that, as believers, we are blessed to be a blessing. 
God never intended us to gather His promises around us like a 
fort and hide inside them, happy and safe, while the world outside 
goes to hell in a hand basket. 

God wants us to use our connection with Him to reach out 
and help others who don’t know how to obtain that divine help 
for themselves. He intends us to be conduits of His protective 
power—not only for fellow Christians who don’t yet know how to 
live in His protection, but also for unbelievers.
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God loves both saints and sinners. He desires to “have mercy 
on all” (Romans 11:32).

It was His intense desire to show mercy and extend His pro-
tection to all that threw me—and, no doubt, countless other pray-
ing believers—into the most peculiar season of my spiritual life. 
All through the summer of 2001, I was seized at intervals by an 
unexplainable pain—not in my body, but in my spirit. The inward 
agony struck at odd times and for no apparent reason. The ferocity 
of it often left me doubled over, weeping and praying in the spirit.

Thank God, my husband, Kelly, is a praying man and a min-
ister well versed in the operations of the Holy Spirit; otherwise, 
he might have wondered if my sanity had flown the coop. He too 
had experienced what we sometimes call “prayer burdens,” and he 
recognized I was carrying one. Even so, the length and fervor of 
this particular season of prayer seemed extreme.

One Sunday in late August as we drove home from church, he 
looked over at me and noticed the familiar, troubled look gather-
ing once again on my face. “Are you okay?” he asked, his eyebrows 
pinched together in concern. 

I felt bad for him. This odd and excruciating need to pray had 
interrupted our lives so many times that summer. No doubt, he 
was wondering if his wife would ever be normal and consistently 
happy again. I wanted to tell him I was fine, but I couldn’t. It would 
have been a lie.

I leaned my head against the car window and closed my eyes 
to block out the dancing green foliage of upstate New York that 
framed the winding road to our home. I couldn’t bear to look at the 
majestic, peaceful evergreen forest that slipped past as we drove. I 
didn’t have the heart or the energy to peer into the sun-dappled 
hiding places and watch for the deer I sometimes spotted sleep-
ing there. It annoyed rather than delighted me that hummingbirds 
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were out there flitting and sipping from fragrant honeysuckle blos-
soms while ladybugs ambled up tree trunks and, when they felt like 
it, lifted their red and black wings for a short flight in the sunshine.

A rough spot on the asphalt jarred the car and rattled my head 
against the window. How was it possible for the world to seem so 
right and peaceful around me, when within me it seemed to writhe 
with violence and pain? 

Poor Kelly. He’d put up with these bouts of grief-stricken 
prayer almost since the day we’d moved to New York three months 
earlier. And the awful part was, I couldn’t explain them. I didn’t 
know what I was praying about. All I knew was that when I 
yielded to the Holy Spirit in times of prayer, I found myself asking 
for mercy for souls. I felt my heart wrapping itself around the east 
coast of New York as if trying to hug the people there and keep 
them safe.

I told Kelly about it, but it all seemed so vague. So nonsensical.

“I’m sorry, honey,” I said. “Maybe I can pray for a while when 
we get home and the pain will lift in time for us to have lunch 
together.”

“Do whatever you need to do,” he answered, his voice filled 
with kindness. “I understand.”

A few weeks later, on the Friday night before September 11, I 
walked into our weekend church service carrying the same sense 
of pain and agitation I’d experienced off and on over the past few 
months. But on that night, it reached a fever pitch. As the instru-
ments boomed praise tunes and the worship team rejoiced, I tried 
to shove the agony aside. I wanted to be happy and worship the 
Lord like normal. I wanted to raise my hands and smile and enjoy 
my salvation.

But the Holy Spirit wouldn’t let me. There were lives on the 
line, and time was running out.
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For the first time since the pain began, the full intensity of the 
tragedy that was about to strike washed over me. I couldn’t sing. I 
couldn’t smile. I couldn’t rejoice. All I could do was cry.

I grabbed Kelly’s arm to get his attention. “I have to leave,” I 
whispered. “Something terrible is about to happen, and I have to 
pray now.”

What? His eyes asked the question.

“I don’t know.”

Hurrying down the hallway of the church, I opened doors, 
searching for an empty room where I could pray alone and 
unheard. I could tell from the urgency in my spirit that this would 
not be a quiet little talk with Jesus. This was going to be the kind of 
authoritative, devil-resisting, top-of-my-lungs kind of prayer that 
would rock the walls.

I found an empty room with a solid door and shoved it closed 
behind me.

What happened next still amazes me and leaves me in awe 
of the loving, merciful God we serve. The holy wind of the Spirit 
blew through me and prayed the prayers only He knew to pray. 
Amid shouts and cries, I heard myself calling people’s names one 
after the other, asking God to save them and protect them. I heard 
myself praying about the fire and the walls falling and the escapes. 
I wept and prayed for the protection of people I didn’t know.

Some of what I was praying made sense. Some of it didn’t.

What perplexed me most was why I kept praying, “Seven, 
seven, seven.”

777.

What could the number 777 have to do with saving lives?

I don’t know how long I prayed that way. All I know is that 
after a while, the tumult in my spirit ceased, and all was still 
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inside me. The pain was gone. The grief had vanished. I felt 
normal again.

I had done my part in prayer. I’m sure that thousands of 
others did their part too. Only eternity will tell how many more 
lives would have been lost on September 11, 2001, if God’s people 
hadn’t prayed.

Perhaps eternity will also reveal that there were some who 
died because when God dialed the intercessors, some of the calls 
got dropped.

There’s no need for me to rehearse what happened the day the 
towers fell. We all know. When I turned on the television that 
morning, the images explained to me in an instant the reasons 
behind my summer of spiritual pain. I saw firsthand what the 
Spirit of the Lord had been working to protect people from. 

At the time, the revelation was no comfort. All I could do was 
weep with millions of other Americans over the lives that were 
lost. All I could do was reel over the realization that our world just 
gotten more dangerous than ever.

A few minutes later, news broke about the plane that hit the 
Pentagon. When I heard that it struck a section of the building 
that was under construction, thereby sparing many lives that oth-
erwise would have been lost, I knew it was no coincidence. For me, 
the flight number told the story. 

American Airlines Flight 777.

The Final Word
When the subject of God’s protection comes up, people always 

have questions. They want to know why this person was saved 
from calamity and another person wasn’t. They want to know why, 
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if God promises to protect us, such bad things sometimes happen 
to such good people.

I don’t know all the answers to those questions. But what I 
don’t know doesn’t change what I do know.

I do know that the Bible is the final word on every subject, and 
it says God will protect those who dwell in His secret place. It says 
He will cover them with His wings and keep them safe even in the 
midst of the most horrific destruction. It says His angels will bear 
them up and keep them from dashing their foot against a stone.

Others may claim to have greater wisdom. But the simple 
truth of the Scriptures is this: Divine protection belongs to every 
believer who will believe it, receive it, and learn to walk in it. What’s 
more, if God can find an intercessor, He will extend that protec-
tion even to those who are unable or unwilling to do those things.

I have not only the Word of God but ample evidence in my 
own life that God is faithful in that regard. The experiences of the 
people in the following stories do too. They are living examples of 
a God who loves to come to the rescue of His people when they are 
in distress. 

I pray they will encourage your faith and inspire within you 
the determination to dwell in the secret place so that when danger 
comes your way, you will be able to obey the command Jesus once 
gave a man named Jairus when his daughter’s life was on the line.

Fear not. Only believe.


