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This book is dedicated to my husband. Your love, support, and encouragement have always been unfailing; and once again you were there for me from start to finish in the writing of this book. You have truly been the greatest witness in my life for our most beloved Jesus Christ. 


Introduction

As a little boy, my son would come to me and periodically, clear out of the blue, stand before me and lift up his arms and request, “Hold me, Mommy.” Perhaps it was fear . . . uncertainty . . . loneliness . . . sadness . . . even his joy, whatever it was, he found himself facing in this world at the moment, it made him seek me out. He trusted that I loved him, and I would take care of him.  I would drop whatever I was doing at the time, lift him up into my arms and just hold him. I don’t think that need really ever goes away even when we grow up, for a man or a woman. It’s just the one we should turn to that ought to change . . . to seek our Heavenly Father who loves us so. 

Nearly twenty years ago I desperately sought Jesus, but just couldn’t believe. He came and met me in a church parking lot and enveloped me in His everlasting arms. The eternal God is thy refuge, and underneath are the everlasting arms. (Deuteronomy 33:27a) I have stretched out my arms and have asked Him to hold me many times in my life since then and He has faithfully done so. This is an ode to my Lord. It is a testimony to the reality of Jesus Christ. It is a message to all those needing to be held. That His everlasting arms are waiting for you!  

One final message I would like to share. I found myself at the closing performance at a Christian event and the speaker talked of her humorous anecdotes in life. But story after story was relayed and pretty soon they began to sound mundane and not quite so humorous. I started to feel uncomfortable and embarrassed for her feeling that she was “bombing” and wondering when and how she was going to end her time on stage. I could only foresee a terrible death of a performance and I felt just awful for her. And then she turned to His Word and ended by quoting Scripture and suddenly the whole abysmal direction of her performance took a complete about face turn. The audience was moved. A rain of applauses filled the room and drew the event to a close.  

I realized as I sat there clapping fervently that I was soon to become an author of a Christian book of devotionals that I hoped would move people by speaking of the Lord; but no book in this world written by a man can do what His Book in all its depth, glory, and beauty can do for our souls. So I hope that these devotionals ultimately encourage you to seek God’s Truth by looking to His Word. I think our Lord would be well pleased if that were to happen. 

Miki Lee Hall 

 


Devotional No. 1

“Spare your father's white hair; spare the tender years of your child, offer a sacrifice for the prosperity of the emperor'. I replied 'no'. 'Are you a Christian?' asked Hilarian. And I answered 'yes I am'.”

―St. Perpetua

One day my husband told me a story about a young North Korean preacher and his wife who were visited by government officials who came to demand that the preacher denounce Christ. If he complied, he would be allowed to go free from harm. He refused. If he did not denounce our Lord they would kill him, his wife, and their small children. He hesitated. The head official ordered the others to start digging the family’s gravesite. The young preacher’s eyes glanced to his small innocent children lovingly and then in desperation to his wife who saw his conviction give way to defeat and then despair. She stepped up and spoke before her husband could while looking unwaveringly at the official. “Then I suppose we shall be dining with our Lord tonight,” she told him. 

As my husband relayed this story to me, I could feel the tears start to well up in my eyes. And then he gave me a compliment that touched me as no compliment in this world could . . . “I wanted to tell you this story because when I heard it, I thought of you.”

And I thought, wow . . . I have come such a long way in my faith from a nonbeliever to one who loves Him so much that my husband would think I could be that woman. I immediately started to shake my head. “No . . . I don’t know if I would have that kind of courage.” He countered with such certainty, “Yes, you would.” He looked steadfast into my eyes and smiled. “I know you.” I am at times less certain of myself, but I do dearly hope so. If ever I am faced with such a situation, I pray that His Holy Spirit fills me and gives me such courage. 

You know, we so often hear it said. “Oh, I love you to death!” Well, I know a time is coming when we will need more women like this woman . . . those who have come to love our Lord to death.  

These things I have spoken unto you, that in me ye might have peace. In the world ye shall have tribulation: but be of good cheer; I have overcome the world. (John 16:33) 

Devotional No. 2

Go ye therefore, and teach all nations, baptizing them in the name of the Father, and of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost: Teaching them to observe all things whatsoever I have commanded you: and, lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world. Amen. (Matthew 28:19–20)

As I walked out the back door of the church after my baptism drenched in water and emotionally moved to deep sobs of joy, I felt the warmth of His presence. I had just given my testimony before the congregation with an earnestness that I was to later find out had moved many.

I was raised in a non-Christian home that associated Christianity with the Western World and as a foreign culture. Faced with family loyalty and pushed to pursue and achieve things solely of this world, any path to finding Christ was seemingly the furthest thing destined for my life. And yet . . . He called me.  

Last night, contemplating this moment, I thought of my long journey to this point of my life. I recalled the one time, as a child, when a neighbor from nowhere came and asked me to come to church. I clearly remember witnessing a woman being baptized. I couldn’t help but think it was no mere coincidence. It has taken me all these years, after seemingly walking across broken glass, to answer the Lord’s calling and reach my very own baptism. So I ask you, how could I not choose to be baptized today?

In my twenties, I found myself wanting so much to accept Christ and felt such a calling from God. Yet the concept of Christ, the Son of God who performed miracles and died to be resurrected was a concept my mind just could not wrap itself around, as much as I wanted to. I started to attend church, but every time I would say the words, “In Jesus’ name we pray, Amen,” I would feel like such a fraud. I yearned to believe but just could not see how this could all be true.  

Then one day as I walked out to the church parking lot terribly disappointed after just having run to the pastor in desperate need of Jesus and yet again not being able to embrace Him, He came to me. As I walked to my car, I remember a physical presence that came upon me and enveloped me. And all my doubts and questionings were somehow taken away, and I understood. In that moment, I met our Lord. I felt the Holy Spirit. And I accepted Jesus Christ. And so I ask you, how could I not choose to be baptized today?

I feel that the Lord steered me to this church and to the women’s Bible study to learn His Word.  I have come to know Him intimately. And I have come to love Him deeply.    

I was told that the angels will be singing and rejoicing this day. Well, I don’t know about that. I hope so. What I do know is that it is I whose heart is singing and rejoicing today to be given this opportunity to show the Lord how much I love Him. And so I ask you, how could I not choose to be baptized today?

For ye are all the children of God by faith in Christ Jesus. For as many of you as have been baptized into Christ have put on Christ. (Galatians 3:26-27)

Devotional No. 3

And to knowledge, temperance; and to temperance, patience; and to patience, godliness. (2 Peter 1:6)

One day my youngest son came to me holding a glass of cold water that he had just drawn from the refrigerator dispenser and asked, “Mommy, do you know why I have patience to wait when I am getting my water and I am really thirsty?” I smiled thinking about the many times I had thought impatiently how slowly it filled my cup and answered, “No, why?” “Well, I think of how much I will get and how it will refresh me.” My smile disappeared and I felt touched. And at that moment, I felt that the Lord had spoken, and I listened. I understand, dear Lord.

My other son had fallen asleep with a pen in his hand on our brand new leather couch and had gotten ink marks all over the leather in his sleep. He showed me. I was horrified. And there was a time when I would have gone ballistic and ranted and raved in anger. Possibly said things I would immediately regret. Instead, I was able to express my genuine dismay about the situation I faced and still keep in mind that my son was more than likely feeling terribly bad that he had been, regardless of intent, the cause of it.  

My new self handled it with a surprising grace and calmness that came from deep within, surely guided by Him because I was made aware (the entire time) that above all, I loved my son and nothing was more important. This prevented my son from acting defensively, for making him feel worse than he already did. His pride would have then prevented him from admitting that he felt bad and sorry, which in turn would have made me get angrier because he was acting like he didn’t care. Oh, how Satan would have been in glee at the tangled mess we so often weave as he orchestrates us.  

I managed to find an ink remover for leather that I carefully and patiently applied to get the couch to look like new. My youngest son came over to conclude that my diligent effort was a success. I sat back and saw that I had achieved more than I could have possibly hoped for . . . the greatest reward being I didn’t have to feel bad for having acted ungodly. And in the end, my son told me gruffly how sorry he was for what had happened.  

I remembered my son’s words. “Well, I think about how much I shall get and how it will refresh me.” And I turned toward God to say, I truly understand, dear Lord. Please, oh please, help me to be more like you. 

That ye put off concerning the former conversation the old man, which is corrupt according to the deceitful lusts; And be renewed in the spirit of your mind; And that ye put on the new man, which after God is created in righteousness and true holiness. (Ephesians 4:22–24)

Devotional No. 4

Beloved, let us love one another: for love is of God; and every one that loveth is born of God, and knoweth God. (1 John 4:7)

As I watched the heartrending commercial to raise funds for cancer that afflicts children, I heard anguished parents. Shown holding their loved ones in their arms in the hospital or softly stroking their tresses as they lay in bed, talking of their babies’ fight to live. And I was suddenly taken back to a time that I, too, was in such a hospital watching my father slowly losing his own battle with cancer. I spent over thirty days in the hospital at his side.  

It seemed like all my life I had been made to doubt my ability to love . . . I was too cold . . . I was too selfish. I realized as I watched my father slowly lose his battle, how much I loved him. Through his pain, I was given the gift of seeing that I had been intentionally held back by Satan to fellowship with our Lord because I found an intensity of love that sprung from within me that could only have been of Him. As I saw my father’s pain and suffering . . . his stomach slowly filling with blood so that he looked like a nearly full-term pregnant woman . . . I wanted to be strong, and I wanted to be gentle.

I suddenly felt like the parent with a child. I scolded him for staying awake wide-eyed all through the night


















































































































































Devotional No. 23



































































































































Devotional No. 39































































Devotional No. 46
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