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Foreword

Sometimes the smallest details, the tiniest glimpses,
or the littlest moments matter the most. A sunset bursting with
joy. A child sleeping in peace. A river rushing to the sea. A
grandmother passing on to her heavenly home. Those moments touch
your heart and stay with you. They alter your thinking. They change
you.

If we’ll but stop and listen.

Davalynn Spencer’s story-devotionals do just that.
Her life experiences help us see the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit
in a new way and understand the Scriptures better. They help us
slow down enough to notice those moments in our lives when the Lord
is nudging us to listen, to see, to experience a lesson in our
lives. To make us more like Him.

So stop, look, listen—and be transformed.

Susan G. Mathis

Former editorial director at Focus on the Family

Award-winning author of the Thousand Islands
novels


Preface

The psalmist wrote: “I have set the LORD always before
me; because He is at my right hand, I will not be moved” (Psalm
16:8). With God as his focus and companion, the psalm-singer knew
he would not be shaken off his path.

As women we walk
many paths: daughter, sister, wife, mother, teacher, nurse,
music-maker, mourner, secretary, counselor, chauffeur, cook, lover,
accountant … the list is endless. But God knows the many things we
do and He is willing to meet us in every situation.

Always
Before Me is a simple observance of how God speaks to us
through our daily circumstances and ordinary surroundings.

Every place we go,
He has been. Every circumstance we face, He has seen. The same
Voice that spoke the world into existence speaks in our hearts
today, and we can hear Him if we learn to listen. We can see Him if
we learn to watch.

The heartbeat of
God’s written Word echoes through the work of His hands. “For since
the creation of the world His invisible attributes are clearly
seen, being understood by the things that are made …” (Romans
1:20). Moses encountered the great I Am in a bush that burned and a
cloud that fell. Jonah recognized omnipotent God while trapped in
the lightless belly of a giant fish. And a thirsty woman found the
Water of Life when she met Jesus at the village well.

Each of the
devotions in this revised edition are based on actual experiences
in my life as wife, mother, daughter, author, teacher, and
musician. The original thirty devotions are included, and with the
additional sixty they provide three months of daily encouragement,
Scripture, and prayer.

May these
devotional thoughts encourage you to discover that a moment of
insight is sometimes all it takes to find strength in the
struggle.

~Davalynn Spencer
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Day One

Oil in My Lamp

“Abide in Me and I in you.”

John 15:4

Thunder storms roll up against Colorado’s Rocky
Mountains in the summer, tossing lightning along the Front Range,
and often knocking out power for miles. When our children were
little, I kept old-fashioned oil lamps handy for these sudden
squalls. But the very first one we experienced as newcomers to the
state taught me just how unprepared I really was.

One evening at
dusk, the thunder crashed, our lights flickered and the power
blinked out. The Arkansas River valley lay in rain-soaked
stillness. Not a light shone anywhere except a paling sliver of day
as it slipped behind rugged peaks in the west.

“Let’s be
pioneers,” I said to seven-year-old Jake and three-year-old Amanda,
hoping to banish their fears with a little make-believe. We
gathered the kerosene lamps, bottled oil, and a package of new
wicks I kept in the pantry. Confident in their mother’s wisdom, my
children watched as I carefully poured the precious oil into the
glass lamp basins, pushed new, white cotton wicks into the burners,
and screwed the burners onto the lamps.

“We have
everything we need for light, just like your
great-great-grandparents,” I said. I struck the match and it burned
down to my fingertips before I tried a second match, and then a
third. Jake and Amanda stared wide-eyed at the tightly woven wick
that wouldn’t light no matter how many times I tried. And then they
looked at me.

Fear leapt into my
heart—not fear of the dark, but fear of failing my children, of not
coming through on a promise. As my pulse quickened and my fingers
shook, a clear understanding washed over me like the rain drenching
our house. It wasn’t the wick that burned, creating the light—it
was the oil in the wick that burned. My wicks were new and
dry, and it would take hours for them to soak up the oil.

By then darkness
blanketed our home. I tucked my disappointed children into bed and
promised that I would show them the light the next morning. Then I
curled up on the sofa to watch the lightning through our picture
windows.

Frustrated, I
realized that my life could be just like those lamps. Even though I
had everything I needed for emergency light, I hadn’t prepared it.
In the same way, I had every one of God’s promises from His Word,
but had I readied my heart by applying them? When the thunder of
adversity crashed into my life, would I survive the darkness with
the light of God’s Word soaked up by my heart?

Jesus said, “Abide
in Me, and I in you” (John 15:4). That phrase had always sounded
like a paradox to me, but after I tried to light the dry wick I
understood it completely. The oil couldn’t get into the wick unless
the wick got into the oil. And God’s truth would never get into me
unless I got into His Word.

The next morning I
easily lit the lamp for my children, but the moment of pioneer
adventure was lost. I promised myself that the next time I tried to
show them the light—whether with a kerosene lamp or with my life—I
would be ready.

Oh Lord, thank You for showing me what it means to
abide in You. Please, pour Your life-giving oil into me as I spend
time reading Your word and praying. Thank You for being there for
me when the lights go out. Amen.

“I am the light of the world. He who

follows Me shall not walk in darkness,

but have the light of life.”

John 8:12


 


Day Two

Unleaded Bread

“I am the bread of life.”

John 6:35

When she was seven, our daughter, Amanda, was very
proud of her understanding of communion. Growing up in the church,
she had witnessed many communion services and had listened
attentively as I explained that the juice represented Jesus’s blood
shed for our sins, and the bread or crackers represented His body
broken on the cross. What I hadn’t considered was the childlike
filter through which she had also heard the pastor talk about
unleavened bread.

One Sunday morning
before the church service started, Amanda perched on her knees in
the pew, visiting with a couple behind us. Listening with one ear
as a mother often does when occupied elsewhere, I heard Amanda
explain that unleaded bread would be served during communion.

Graciously, the
couple acknowledged my daughter’s explanation without laughing at
her faux pas, and once more—through the eyes of a child—I
caught a glimpse of God’s perfect plan of salvation.

Unleaded, indeed!
In those days, unleaded gasoline was cleaner than regular gasoline,
its impurities purged away, leaving a cleaner-burning fuel. This
was so similar in essence to the unleavened bread that God
commanded His people to eat as part of the Passover meal, which
served as the symbolic precursor of Christ’s sacrificial death.

Unleavened bread
represented the haste with which the Hebrews escaped Egypt’s
slavery; they had no time to add leaven and let the bread rise.
Centuries later, Jesus condemned the “leaven of the Pharisees”
(Matthew 16:6) for contaminating and spoiling the bread of life He
offered.

Without knowing
it, Amanda had bridged the centuries with a modern-day word picture
of God’s perfect grace. Whether unleavened or unleaded, what God
gives us is purer, better by far.

Thank You, Lord, for continuing to teach me through
the eyes and ears of a child. Amen.

“For the bread of God is He who comes down from
heaven

and gives life to the world.”

John 6:33


 


Day Three

Lot’s Wife

“But his wife looked back behind him, and she became
a pillar of salt.”

Genesis 19:26

Colorado Highway 115 runs between Colorado Springs and
the towns of Florence and Cañon City. It cuts through rocky bluffs
and over cedar-dotted hills. At the southern entrance to a long
canyon, a stony pillar once jutted out of the rock along the
highway. The locals called it Lot’s Wife, naming it for the Old
Testament woman whom God punished for disobedience by turning her
into a pillar of salt.

When my husband
changed jobs, the move also changed my life. I had to go back to
work, give up homeschooling, and send our children to public
school. It was hard for me to make the change, and I kept looking
back longingly at what our life had once been.

One day as I drove
past Lot’s Wife on my way to Colorado Springs, I thought about the
rock’s unchanging nature. The story in Genesis says God brought
Lot’s family out of a bad situation and warned them not to look
back at the destruction about to follow. Lot’s wife did look back,
and she became a pillar of salt: immovable, unchanging, and never
again able to laugh or love or live. And the example she set for
her daughters produced distressing consequences. The Genesis
account tells us the girls had so little faith in God that they
conceived children with their father out of fear they’d never see
another living man.

What consequences
would result from my unwillingness to accept a change in plans? If
I continued to look back and mourn the loss of our former life,
what would that say to my children? If I stood frozen emotionally
in time, unwilling to move forward in faith, what was I
demonstrating to them about God’s faithfulness?

That stony Lot’s
wife became for me a warning beacon and an encouragement to trust
God with my family’s future. My husband spent invaluable days in
the next few months with our children. His daily time with them let
him experience their childhood in a way he never would have enjoyed
had he stayed in his earlier employment. And soon he began a new
career, one that fulfilled him and demonstrated to all of us that
God never forsakes us.

Lord, thank You for the warning in the story of
Lot’s wife. Help me be ready to go when You say go, and to stay
when You say stay. Make me willing to change and grow and stretch
out of my comfort zone, trusting You to provide what we need.
Amen.

“For I know the thoughts that I think toward you,
says the LORD,

thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a
future and a hope.”

Jeremiah 29:11


 


Day Four

A Piece of My Mind

“And the peace of God, which surpasses all
understanding,

will guard your hearts and minds through Christ
Jesus.”

Philippians 4:7

The woman who transferred the phone call to my desk in
the newsroom looked at me oddly as she said, “It’s the school—about
your daughter.”

Amanda, a fourth
grader at the time, had fallen from the monkey bars and landed
face-first in the gravel. She was waiting in the principal’s office
for me to take her to the doctor.

As a crime-beat
reporter for the local newspaper, I was accustomed to receiving
bad-news phone calls—just not about my own family. I shut down my
computer and gathered my purse and car keys as the woman walked
over.

“I wondered how
you’d act when you got bad news,” she said smugly. “You seem
to live such a charmed life. I didn’t think anything ever went
wrong for you.”

White-hot anger
shot through me, searing my tongue beyond the possibility of
speech. It was a good thing, because I wanted very much to give her
a piece of my mind. How dare she judge me like that! She
didn’t know that my husband had recently left his job due to stress
and unrelenting pressures, creating the need for me to go to work.
She didn’t know about the day a dog tore into Amanda’s
three-year-old face, nearly ripping her nose away, or of the time
our son Jake fractured his skull falling from a bicycle. How dare
she say I lived a charmed life!

On my way to the
school, the Lord gently pointed out that it wasn’t a piece of my
mind the fellow employee needed, it was the peace of my
mind. She knew I professed to be a Christian. She saw me navigate
on-the-job snags every day, but she wanted to know if the steady
surface stream ran deeper. Would calm prevail when the phone call
was more personal, or would an emotional torrent overflow the banks
in a flood of hysteria?

She and I talked
later about Amanda’s accident and recovery. I tried to explain that
the Lord cares for us even in the hard or disappointing times, but
I felt the pressure as I left the conversation, knowing that she
was watching closely.

I knew that sooner
or later I would fail to exhibit the peace God gives. Someday I
would substitute my own panic and fear. But I couldn’t live my life
for performance’s sake; I had to trust God to get me through the
tough times and pray that His peace would eventually show through
the cracks in my life.

Thank You, Lord, for helping me pass that test of
observation—I’ve failed so many others! Help me remember that
people really are reading my life as a living love letter from You.
Thank You, Lord, for caring that much.

“You are an epistle of Christ, ministered by us,

written not with ink but by the Spirit of the living
God,

not on tablets of stone but on tablets of flesh,
that is, of the heart.”

2 Corinthians 3:3


 


Day Five

Armored

“Put on the whole armor of God,

that you may be able to stand against the wiles of
the devil.”

Ephesians 6:11

When my husband went into law enforcement as his
second career, the old adage of always being prepared took on new
meaning. He was on duty even when he wasn’t on duty. If his pager
sounded in the middle of the night, he would grab his protective
vest, gun, and duty belt, rush out the door, and speed away into
the dark.

He never went
anywhere unprepared. Others may have not realized it, but he was
always armed, always ready. When I asked him why, he said, “How
would people feel if something happened and they looked to me for
help or protection, and I wasn’t prepared?”

I marveled at the
parallel between my husband’s job and our responsibility as
Christians. We are told to always be ready to give a reason for our
hope to those who ask (1 Peter 3:15). And Jesus warned us to watch,
for we don’t know the hour or day of His return (Matthew
25:13).

I marveled too at
the parallel between the armor of God and the gear my husband wore
on duty:

THE BELT OF TRUTH:

His duty belt held everything together. It carried
his gun, handcuffs, radio, and other equipment—everything close at
hand.

THE BREASTPLATE OF RIGHTEOUSNESS:

His bullet-resistant vest covered his heart, lungs,
and other vital organs.

THE SHOES OF THE GOSPEL OF PEACE:

He was a peace officer, sent to walk the streets for
the safety and protection of the people.

THE SHIELD OF FAITH:

His badge, often called a shield, gave him the
authority to stop the bad guys.

THE HELMET OF SALVATION:

His hat identified his affiliation, those for whom
he worked.

THE SWORD OF THE SPIRIT:

His gun was the weapon, the one piece of his uniform
that was offensive rather than defensive.

Altogether, my
husband’s uniform enabled him to stand safely against the scheming
of those who chose to kill, steal, and destroy—as does the armor
Jesus has prepared for me.

Will I take the
time to put it on?

Lord, thank You for arming us for spiritual battle,
not sending us out unprotected. Help me not to forget that I really
am in a battle for the souls of those around me. Amen.

“But let us who are of the day be sober,

putting on the breastplate of faith and love,

and as a helmet the hope of salvation.”

1 Thessalonians 5:8


 


Day Six

Walking in the Light

“Indeed, the darkness
shall not hide from You,

But the night shines as the day;

the darkness and the light are both alike to
You.”

Psalm 139:12

When my
husband and I were first married, we had a two-in-one flashlight.
It was equipped with the standard high-beam light that shone from
one end like most models, but it also had a softer, more radiant
light that spread from a second bulb along the top.

One evening I took
the flashlight outside for a trek to the barn. The standard beam
lit the path ahead, punching through the dark toward my
destination. I switched to the second light and it illuminated my
steps and the area right around me, spreading into the shadows on
either side. But I couldn’t have both lights on at the same time. I
had to choose one or the other.

As I walked, a
familiar verse from the Psalms came to mind: “Your word is a lamp
to my feet and a light for my path” (Psalm 119:105). Suddenly, I
understood the metaphor.

God’s wisdom shows
me the path ahead as well as the ground beneath my feet. It is not
limited like my hand-held flashlight that required an either-or
choice. His Word sheds the light of understanding in both ways at
the same time. His Word is indeed a lamp to my feet and a
light to my path.

The Psalms also
tell us, “You, LORD, keep my lamp burning; my God turns my darkness
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