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“…You’ll never understand the mystery at work in all that God does.”                                                                                               






    --King Solomon, Ecclesiastes 11:5 (The Message)

Andy came running into the office.  I braced myself for this energetic interruption, exclaiming, "Come, give mommy a hug!"  He flew into me warning, "Mama, "I smell like poo poo."  Aha!  But who cares—it just goes with the territory—another mystery of motherhood.  Sixteen years ago this week, I became a mother—the miracle of adoption!  I may never get over that wonder.

Simple mysteries resume everyday...the socks! The shoes!  The missing Power-Ranger toys--these are main ones, normal temporary things.  Then there's Ken's acumen for fixing worn out bikes, trikes, cars,

plumbing—how does he do that? (He keeps me going, too!)  And a random mystery bugging me—our huge resident population of cockroaches in the kitchen—they’ve vamoosed!   And how does flu start?  Carly, Sarah and James in that order spent a week luxuriating in the student health infirmary with fifty other feverous students at Rift Valley Academy.  What a January—just bursting with infectious germuli, battled bravely by Mommy, Christopher, Angel and Andy—amoebes, gastroenteritis, bronchitis, and malaria.  Glory and Trumpets!  We have triumphed!

I'm just happy to be alive.  Being sick, having sick kids, feeling discouraged, hearing the news of many African countries erupting like fly-worms imbedded beneath the skin—how can anyone "rejoice in the

Lord, always!"?  I love the whimsical handwritten letters to me from my sister, Vondria, over the years. Her silly poems and daily insights contain great wisdom.  She once wrote that when she was down, she would challenge the world’s problems with a song that got right to the main point:

"Peace, perfect peace, in this dark world of sin?

The blood of Jesus whispers peace within.

Peace, perfect peace, with sorrows surging round?

On Jesus’ bosom naught but calm is found.

Peace, perfect peace, by thronging duties pressed?  
To do the will of Jesus, this is rest.

Peace, perfect peace, our future all unknown?  
Jesus we know and He is on the throne.

Peace, perfect peace, death shadowing us and ours?  
Jesus has vanquished death and all its powers.

It is enough.  Earth's struggles soon shall cease, 
and Jesus calls us to heaven's perfect peace.”     --Edward H. Bickersteth, 1875

With thanksgiving, praise, and love,
Melli, Ken and Kids 

