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Introeduction

We have every reason to praise God. Giving Him

glory is the one thing that provides constant joy.
God is sovereign. Even during the most difficult circum-
stances, we can persevere—and grow in faith—as we praise
Him in the roughest storm or lowest valley.

If anyone has reason to praise, it’s me. I've walked
through dark valleys all throughout my life. Even so, incred-
ible blessings and remarkable experiences, both personally
and professionally, have encouraged me.

Personally, I was born with a clubbed foot, and for the
first three years of my life, I wore a cast on my leg to correct
it. 've also survived life-threatening medical conditions,
serious injuries, chronic ailments, major surgeries, and
cancer. | praise God for His peace and faithfulness
throughout the extensive times of difficulty in my life.

Professionally, I've worked for many of the most promi-
nent names in journalism—Roone Arledge, Leslie Moonves,
David Brinkley, Cokie Roberts, Sam Donaldson, Diane
Sawyer, Charles Gibson, Peter Jennings, David Remnick,
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Katie Couric, Charlie Rose, Gayle King, and many oth-
ers. I've worked for three of the four broadcast television
networks and within numerous industries, including news,
entertainment, publishing, and film. I've also served as the
head of communications for preeminent mainstream and
African American magazines. I've traveled extensively and
experienced various cultures.

Along the way, I've learned that the remedy during our
darkest, loneliest, and most challenging moments is praise.
In fact, giving God praise and worship while deep in the
valleys of life will help us through the most painful, debil-
itating circumstances and allow us to recover in ways we
never imagined.

[t may seem counterintuitive to suggest that merriment
has the ability to relieve great misery, but praise defies logic
and has immense impact. At times, God calls us to bypass
our reasoning and trust Him. An act of praise led Moses to
take the Israelites to the edge of the Red Sea and cross it on
dry land, and an act of praise inspired David to face and slay
Goliath with a simple sling and stones. “But God has cho-
sen the foolish things of the world to put to shame the wise,
and God has chosen the weak things of the world to put to
shame the things which are mighty” (1 Corinthians 1:27).

In the ultimate act of praise (and love), Jesus lived,

died, and resurrected on our behalf. Many people accept
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only what they can see as truth. But some things are true
whether we see them—or believe them—or not. The Bible
says “the natural man does not receive the things of the
Spirit of God, for they are foolishness to him; nor can he
know them, because they are spiritually discerned” (1 Cor-
inthians 2:14). [ pray that you will be able to discern what
only spiritual eyes can see as you read this book.

At the end of each chapter you will find a few extras to
help you reflect on the story I've shared. “Out of the Val-
ley” provides a summary and key takeaways from the story.
[ suggest a few points of action in “Into the Light.” There is
a “Prayer” to help you start a conversation with God, along
with “Scriptures” and “Songs” for additional inspiration.

I’'m always encouraged by stories of God’s grace, and
writing about my own experiences with it has reminded me
how much I'm loved and blessed by God. I pray that this
book will bless you and confirm for you just how much God

loves you too.

Let everything that has breath
praise the Lorp.
Praise the Lorp!
(Psalm 150:6)
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I watched through the small round window of my hospital
room door as the doctor discussed my health status with
my parents. Unbeknownst to them, the door was slightly
ajar, which allowed me to hear their conversation. My
father rubbed my mother’s back when she began to cry.
The doctor had informed them that, at only thirteen years
old, I had only days left to live and they should contact
any family members who would want to come say good-
bye to me.

I'd been admitted this to the hospital after several days
with an extremely high temperature, chills, and dizziness,
as well as the inability to keep down any food for nearly a

week prior to the symptoms’ start. The doctors treated me
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for everything that seemed probable—from the flu to leu-
kemia to sickle cell anemia. Nothing had worked, and they
were prepared to give up. They allowed a cot to be brought
into my room so my mother could sleep next to me for the
precious few nights I had left.

While I'd only been hospitalized for a short time, each
day had been grueling. My body temperature hovered around
104 degrees, and my IV pole accompanied me everywhere |
went. The sweat-drenched sheets on my bed were changed
several times a day and throughout the night, and my nose
often bled so heavily that the duty nurse had to cauterize it,
which was terribly painful. The only food or drink I could
keep down were cherries and Pepsi—no kidding.

As the doctors suggested, my mother contacted rel-
atives, many of whom came from near and far to visit. |
loved it. Seeing everyone was wonderful—and a welcome
distraction. We laughed at each other’s jokes and relived
family antics, and then they would leave the room and
break down in tears. Even so, | remained focused on all the
happy memories despite the reality of my circumstances.

But as the days passed, the steady stream of relatives
dwindled and I found myself alone more and more. In the
quiet moments, | reflected on my past, and as I did, I real-
ized just how much I wanted to see the future; I wanted to
live. I hadn’t given that much thought while the room was
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filled with people and joyful conversations, but with them
gone, the gravity of what I faced hit me hard.

The quiet reflection also made me aware that the
moments of happiness had been orchestrated for my benefit.
That compelled me to thank God for providing joy during
this difficult time. I also asked Him to allow me to devote
whatever time I had left to encouraging others, whether
they were sick or well, so they might experience the kind
of comfort [ felt when my room was filled with family and
friends. I didn’t know how that would play out, but the
thought of helping others made me feel much better.

Finally, after days of struggling to eat, feeling weak, and
watching the walls of my hospital room while constantly being
pricked and prodded, moments of melancholy came. On one
of those occasions, I decided to escape the confinement of
my room. An IV gave me constant fluids, but fortunately its
pole had wheels. Holding onto the pole, I slowly placed one
slipper in front of the other and made my way into the hall-
way. The nurses, pleased by my desire to venture out, cheered
me on. Even so, I could only make it about ten feet from my
room due to my greatly weakened state.

As I shuffled my feet to make the U-turn, I waved to the
patients | encountered along my short journey. They looked
surprised to see me, probably because I was the only child

in the ward; most children were treated at the children’s
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hospital across the street. I would have been treated there
as well, but no beds were available at the time of my arrival.
Nevertheless, they welcomed my greetings, and the smiles |
received in return lifted my spirits. My maiden voyage was
a great success—exhausting yet exhilarating.

The next time I needed a change in mood, I ventured
all the way to the maternity ward. It was quite a trek but
truly worth the effort. Observing the newborns brought me
extraordinary comfort. They emanated life, beauty, and
innocence. As I peered through the glass, all I could think
about was how precious they were. I prayed for a life of love,
support, and protection for each one.

[ determined then that if I could love a little baby I'd
never met and had only seen through glass, surely God
loved me and cared about my situation. I also realized that
the more time [ spent visiting the maternity ward and other
patients, the less attention I gave my own circumstances. |
began to appreciate how helping others is far more gratify-
ing than remaining self-focused.

Soon, my doctors decided to make one last effort to
save my life. A specialist was brought in to retrieve my
bone marrow for testing. The procedure involved a deep
cut into my thigh, an excruciatingly painful process. For
the very first time since my medical mystery started, emo-

tion overwhelmed me and I started to cry. As the tears fell,
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I recalled the only other time I had ever felt such unbear-
able pain.

I was seven years old. On a sweltering hot summer day,
my brothers and [ were inside, where it was almost just as
hot as it was outside. I am the youngest child and the only
girl in the family. With four biological brothers and one
male cousin who spent so much time with us that he was
considered a brother, I had grown into a tomboy. On this
particular afternoon, I was playing “horsey” with my broth-
ers David and Dexter, who were six and three years older
than I. David carried us on his back as he crawled around
the floor on his hands and knees.

Dexter and [ took turns riding, and it was great fun. I
noticed how David would raise his hands in the air to imi-
tate a rearing horse while Dexter was on his back, and asked
him to do the same with me.

“I’'m sorry, Baby Girl,” David said. “I don’t think you'’re
strong enough to hold on.”

Indignant, I insisted, “I can hold on!”

He shook his head. “Not yet. I'll take you on that type
of ride when you’re older.”

How unfair. The mere injustice was cause for debate. I
pleaded with him and promised I could handle it. Finally,
David agreed. Whee! Up we went and down we came. I

loved it! Whee! Again, up we went and down we came.
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“One more time!” I begged. “Please! Please! Just once
more. Please!”

So up we went, and as he started the descent, I lost
my grip on his neck. Falling backward, I hit my head on
a fan on the floor that was set to the highest speed. It was
an extremely old fan that lacked a protective cover, which
allowed my head to go directly into the blades. Blood
gushed everywhere, and a flurry of activity surrounded me.
My father hurried into the room, picked me up, and pressed
a towel to the crown of my head to hold my scalp together.
He quickly determined there wasn’t enough time to wait
for an ambulance and sent my brother next door to ask our
neighbor to meet him at our car.

Our neighbor drove to the hospital as Dad held my
head together and assured me that everything would be
fine. Although the circumstances appeared otherwise, I felt
comforted. At the emergency room, | was taken directly
into surgery. The surgeon told us he couldn’t wait for the
anesthesiologist to arrive so he’d have to stitch my wound
without anesthesia. He went on to say that he would be
quick, but it would hurt a lot.

What an understatement! The pain was excruciating. |
felt each entry and exit of the needle. Even the movement
of the thread caused pain. Finally, the stitching was over.
Throughout the entire ordeal, God had provided peace and
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calmness. That had been one of my first memories of feel-
ing His presence.

Now at age thirteen, I endured terrible pain again as
the doctor extracted marrow from my bone. The test results
revealed a treatable condition, and an intense regimen of
drugs followed. By the grace of God, my body responded to
the new treatment and I was on the road to recovery.

Through it all, the experience of my grave illness pre-
sented me with an awareness of God’s presence and peace.
I also gained a new level of understanding that has served
me immeasurably throughout my life. Praying and praising
in the dark valleys of life is just as rewarding as the oppor-
tunities that those circumstances provide. God blessed me
with far more time than [ ever expected and allowed me to
grow spiritually all through the journey.
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Out of the Valley

God is sovereign, and with Him we are not victims. It’s a
privilege to serve and assist in the furthering of His king-
dom through our experiences. While in the valley, if we
focus on selflessness, we forget our innate selfishness.

For example, when | was hospitalized, spending time
in the maternity ward was one source of encouragement
for me. During my convalescence, I would wander over to
watch the newborns. Praying over them and holding the
ones who had no family was a true blessing. I also found joy
in spending time with and reading to other patients who
had no one to visit them.

Add joy to your life by serving others in whatever way
is available to you in your circumstances. When you’re in
the valley, praise; when you get tired, pray; and when you
get tired of praying, praise some more. You'll be surprised by

how much better you feel.

Into the Light

*  Remember you're not a victim. The enemy wants
you to think you are, but the battle has already
been waged and won. It is finished. Through the
life, death, and resurrection of Jesus Christ, we

have the victory. It’s up to us to receive His grace,
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activate our faith, and walk victoriously, knowing

that the trials are temporary.

*  Volunteer to help someone else. There are always
people in need, and many are in greater need than
we are. Explore ways to contribute to the betterment
of others. When your attention is focused elsewhere,
it changes your perspective and enables you to view
the circumstances through a broader lens.

*  Praise, and when you get tired, pray. When you get
tired of praying, praise some more. Repeat.

Prayer

Holy Father, | thank you for your divine presence in my life. |
praise you for seeing me through the valleys, and humbly ask
you to open my heart and allow me to rejoice in you every
day, regardless of the circumstances | face. Please help me to
not just go through my experiences, but also grow through
them, walking in the peace that only you can provide. | thank
you for where you have me now and for the journey ahead,
for | know you will not forsake me. | am eternally grateful for
your grace and for the many times you've covered me with it,
even before | was aware of your sacrifice. May | be a blessing
to the people in my life and those | encounter, and may your
Holy Spirit fill me to overflowing so that | can share with oth-

ers the love and compassion that comes from you. Amen.
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Scriptures

After this, Jesus, knowing that all things were now
accomplished, that the Scripture might be fulfilled,
said, “I thirst.” Now a vessel full of sour wine was
sitting there; and they filled a sponge with sour wine,
put it on hyssop, and put it to His mouth. So when
Jesus had received the sour wine, He said, “It is fin-
ished!” And bowing His head, He gave up His spirit.
(John 19:28-30)

Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus
Christ, the Father of mercies and God of all comfort,
who comforts us in all our tribulation, that we may
be able to comfort those who are in any trouble, with

the comfort with which we ourselves are comforted

by God. (2 Corinthians 1:3-4)

This is the day the Lorp has made; we will rejoice
and be glad in it. (Psalm 118:24)

Songs

“How Great Thou Art” by Carl Boberg and Stuart Hine
“This Is My Story” by Fanny Crosby
“Every Praise” by Hezekiah Walker
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