Introduction

Over the past several years, I have watched in amazement as God has moved his hand over our family and Morgan’s story.  The response from our first book has been overwhelming.  I had no idea that Morgan’s incredible story could touch people’s hearts as deeply as it has.  

So when people started asking me “When are you going to write a sequel?”, I just laughed.  You see, growing up, I would have never thought I would write a book.  I went to school and studied engineering.  I went into engineering because I was never any good in English.  So Engineering seemed like a good place to hide from reading and writing.  But God has a sense of humor and often takes our weakness and uses it for his glory.

Now after much prayer and downplaying the thought of writing another book, God again is showing me that He is in control.  He always has been but I have been too stubborn or just didn’t see His hand in my life all along.  You see, I bought into a lie of the world that all little boys have been taught from early on.  Grow up, be a good kid.  Then go to college and get a degree, get married and have a family.  Be a good person and go to Church and when your kids grow up and leave, you can finally retire, be a grandparent and grow old and die.  Then go to Heaven with God.  Sounds like a pretty good deal.  But life hardly ever turns out this way.  

So what happened to the worldly promises and dream we are all told about?  The dream that if you work hard and go to Church, life will be great and everything will be ok.  That if we are good people and take care of our family, God will protect us and keep us safe.  

After writing Above the Clouds, Cathy and I have been overwhelmed with story after story after story of families in “the storm”.  These are good people that love the Lord with all their heart, mind and soul, but have children or spouses that are going through illnesses or traumatic times.  Their hearts ache and their dreams that they had longed for seem so far away. 

I know this place.  I have been there.  It hurts so much you feel like your heart will explode.  You can only cry out to God (sometimes in anger and sometimes in despair) for help.  “God why me, where are you ?”

God has put it on my heart and has spoken to many around me to write again.  I am no preacher and have not been to seminary school.  Just a father who is asking the question “After the storm has passed and everything has changed.  What do I do now ?  How do I rebuild when all my priorities have changed?”  

When I begin to hear the “treadmill of life” calling me again (like hot cinnamon rolls in the oven on Sunday morning) to jump on, start running, and hang on for dear life.  And yet, I hear God’s voice as he softly whispers;

“I came to give you life, but life more abundantly”, John 10:10
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