











As I passed the blue sedan, 1 glanced over and saw that
an elderly lady was driving. In that instant, God spoke very
clearly to my heart. You rmust stop!

| pulled over in front of her car. The lady trem-
bled badly as she fumbled to roll the window _,
down. Finally, she opened the car
door a little instead. I asked her, §

“Ma’am, do you need help?”

“Oh, thank God, someone
stopped,” she said. “I'm lost, and [ want.
to get back home. I can't find my exit.”

[ knew I had to help her get off the expressway. She had
stopped in an emergency lane near an overpass. Instine-
tively | knew it was a precarious and dangerous place.

She told me she lived in John Knox Village, a retirement
center in Weslaco about five miles back. By then [ definite-
ly felt that the Lord wanted me to take her all the way
home. She agreed to follow me in her car back to her
home.

After a slow start, she followed me off the next exit
ramp. | led her along the frontage road, not wanting to get
back up in heavy traffic, I regretted the delay, but I could
not help but feel that this elderly lady might have been
killed up there in traffic.

When we got to the retirement village, [ got out and ap-
proached her car. The first thing she said to me was, “Are
you a preacher?”

“Yes T am,” I said, “I think God sent me by to help you
today.”

“I know God sent you,” she replied, “I have never been
so scared. I thought I was going to die, and I just called out
to God to send someone o help me get back home, and
you came by.” She cried as she told how terrified she was
of the heavy traffic and of being lost.

} left her safe in her home and continued on to McAllen
feeling smug that I had been able to help somecne in
need. | had been God's instrument {o answer someone’s
prayer. In fact, I may have even saved her life.

[ knew [ could not complete my errands before stores
closed, but I felt good anyway. It was strange how that
heavy traffic did not bother me now.

Closer to McAllen, | saw emergency vehicles on the
side of the expressway cleaning up what remained of an
earlier accident. Traffic was just beginning to move past
the accident site, so 1 passed and went on my way {0
complete at least some of my errands.

Miesst's epilogue

Hours later, James was still not home. I called a couple
of the places I knew he needed to visit and they had not
seen him, The radio did not give any more information
about the accident. Didn't God say to trust Him in all
things? I prayed, “Lord, | trust You, to keep him safe and
bring him home soon.”

-Almost as soon as | finished that prayer, | heard James
pull in the driveway. I met him at the door, hands on hips,
asking why he was so late.

He said, “Wait until you hear what happened.” And he
began to tell me the whole story of the lost lady and how
he had helped her,

When | realized what he was saying, the thiill of seeing

.50 clearly God's amazing power overwhelmed me. [ fold

James that he knew only half the story. | told hirn of my
fear for his safety, of praying for him, and of hearing about
the accident that surely occurred the same time James
would have reached McAllen, We both rmarveled at God’s
grace.

James was God's instrument to answer that lady’s
prayer of need. And maybe her predicament was the an-
swer o my prayer to keep James safe. Deuteronomy 33:12
says, “The beloved of the Lord shall dwell in safety by
Him.”

How many times has His mighty presence protected us
from harm? We may not know until we see Him face to
face, We only know that He has been faithful to keep us
safe through thousands of riles of travel. He is our Rock
and we plan to faithfully depend on Him. m
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