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Miracle Number Three:

The Holy Spirit Finds Me

Dust motes danced in the slanted sunlight that pierced the glass windows of Pantego Church, illuminating the padded seating in Eastern Fort Worth. A man, his face a blur in my memory, his name a ghost I couldn't grasp, leaned in and rasped, "The Prayer of Jabez." His voice was a gravelly murmur against the hushed reverence of the sanctuary.

"Is that a book?" I asked.

"Yes," he said, "written by Bruce Wilkinson, an American Christian preacher, speaker, and writer best known for that book." He went on to explain that Wilkinson also founded Walk Thru the Bible, an evangelical Christian educational organization, with Howard Hendricks, as well as Teach Every Nation, an Evangelical parachurch organization.

The book promised to reveal ancient wisdom, guiding seekers towards a deeper spiritual connection. Bruce Wilkinson, known for "The Prayer of Jabez," likely penned it with similar intent. The stories within spoke of unwavering faith and the power of persistent prayer.

I blinked, rereading the words, a small smile playing on my lips. "'Someone like me.'" The phrase echoed, a gentle affirmation that settled in my chest like a dove. I closed the book, my fingers still tracing the imprinted letters, and let the feeling wash over me. The world outside seemed to shimmer with a newfound clarity.

The worn pages of The Prayer of Jabez crackled softly under my fingertips, each turn a gentle sigh against the quiet of my study. The afternoon sun, a benevolent golden brushstroke, painted warm stripes across my lap and the faded spine of the book. I'd found it tucked away in a second-hand shop, drawn by its unassuming title and the vague, comforting promise of something more. It was Bruce Wilkinson's testament to faith, a distillation of ancient wisdom, and I was surprisingly, wonderfully, sinking into its embrace.

"Honestly, I wasn't expecting much," I murmured aloud, the sound a low rumble in the peaceful room. I was lost in the story of a woman, Eleanor, whose life had been a tapestry of quiet routines and unfulfilled longings. She was, in so many ways, just like me: unremarkable, perhaps even overlooked.

My finger paused on a highlighted phrase. It was as if the words were leaping off the page, not with a shout, but with a gentle, insistent hum. Eleanor, after a lifetime of feeling small and insignificant, had been chosen—not for some grand, preordained destiny, but for a role that required her quiet strengths, her unwavering empathy.

"Imagine," I whispered, a smile beginning to bloom on my face. "God choosing her. Someone who fretted over spilled milk and worried about saying the right thing. Someone who felt the weight of ordinary days as much as I do."

A memory surfaced, sharp and clear: the man at Pantego Church, his eyes crinkled with a kindness that belied his raspy voice. He'd pressed the book into my hand, his words a sacred whisper. " The Prayer of Jabez," he'd said. When I asked if it was a book, he illuminated its author, Bruce Wilkinson, a man dedicated to sharing the profound truths of faith. He spoke of Walk Thru the Bible and Teach Every Nation, organizations built on the bedrock of unwavering belief.

"He told me it would reveal ancient wisdom," I recalled, tracing the ornate lettering of the chapter title. "And it is. But it's not about grand gestures or earth-shattering pronouncements. It's about the quiet courage of believing, even when you feel like a whisper in a storm."

Eleanor's story unfolded, not with miraculous interventions, but with small acts of grace that blossomed into something magnificent. Her willingness to listen, her steadfast kindness, her humble prayer for guidance – these were the tools God had wielded. And as I read, a startling realization washed over me, warm and exhilarating.

"This is... this is me," I breathed, the words catching in my throat with a surge of unexpected joy. "God using me. Not a saint, not a scholar, but me, with all my doubts, my fumbles, and my perfectly ordinary life."

The sun dipped lower, casting a richer, more vibrant hue across my room. The patterns of light on the pages deepened, as if the words themselves were glowing with an inner luminescence. The book, which had started as a whim, had become a beacon. It wasn't promising a life free of challenges, but assuring me that within those challenges, there was purpose. There was a place for even someone like me, a testament to the boundless, beautiful optimism of divine love. I closed the book, not with a thud, but with a gentle click, a sense of hopeful anticipation settling in my chest like a warm, comforting stone. Bathed in the twilight glow, the world outside my window suddenly seemed brimming with possibility.

"Honestly, I wasn't expecting much," I murmured, the sound a low rumble in the peaceful room. Lost in the story of Eleanor, a woman whose life was a tapestry of quiet routines and unfulfilled longings, I found myself reflected in her. Unremarkable, perhaps even overlooked. My finger paused on a highlighted phrase, the words leaping off the page, not with a shout, but with a gentle, insistent hum. Eleanor, after a lifetime of feeling small and insignificant, had been chosen. Not for some grand, preordained destiny, but for a role that required her quiet strengths, her unwavering empathy. "Imagine," I whispered, a smile beginning to bloom on my face. "God choosing her. Someone who fretted over spilled milk and worried about saying the right thing. Someone who felt the weight of ordinary days as much as I do." A memory surfaced, sharp and clear: the man at Pantego Church, his eyes crinkled with a kindness that belied his raspy voice. He'd pressed the book into my hand, his words a sacred whisper. "The Prayer of Jabez," he'd said. When I asked if it was a book, he'd told me about Bruce Wilkinson, the author, a man dedicated to sharing the profound truths of faith, and spoken of Walk Thru the Bible and Teach Every Nation, organizations built on unwavering belief. "He told me it would reveal ancient wisdom," I recalled, tracing the ornate lettering of the chapter title. "And it is. But it's not about grand gestures or earth-shattering pronouncements. It's about the quiet courage of believing, even when you feel like a whisper in a storm." Suddenly, the air in the room shimmered, not with dust motes, but with tiny, iridescent lights that swirled around my open book, pulsing with a soft glow that mirrored the newfound luminescence I felt within. "This is... this is me," I breathed, the words catching in my throat with a surge of unexpected joy. "God using me. Not a saint, not a scholar, but me, with all my doubts, my fumbles, and my perfectly ordinary life." A soft, melodic chime echoed from the book itself. The words on the page began to rearrange themselves, coalescing into a new sentence, etched in script that seemed woven from starlight: "Your ordinary is the extraordinary canvas." I gasped. "What... what was that?" I looked around the room, half-expecting to see the kind man from church, or perhaps an angel. Instead, the lights pulsed faster, as if responding to my question. A voice, not heard but felt, resonated in my very core. Warm, like a sunbeam on a winter's day, and infinitely patient. "The story you read is a key, not a map
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