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Because these are true stories, I have changed the names of many people
who were involved. It has not been my intent to injure or embarrass anyone.
I have only tried to relate the spiritual truths I have learned as God poured
His grace into my circumstances, situations, and relationships.
References from the Holy Bible are from several versions. I have used the
King James Version, the New King James Version, the Amplified Bible,
the New Living Translation, and The Message by Eugene H. Peterson.
e-mail: Marianne@mariannecassell.com
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Dedication

T

o my grandchildren and their mates, this is a record of
your spiritual heritage from my point of view. I have put it
on paper so that I can pass it on to you and your children.
Never hesitate to see what God will do for you.
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Author’s Note

I

n 1999 my friend, Jo, invited me to a week night Bible study
in the home of the teacher. Many churches sponsor these
informal neighborhood groups. They flourish under the
names of home group, cell group, small group, or even more
exotic names like Connect Group. Essentially, their goals are the
same: to promote supportive fellowship among the members
and depth in study and experience of the Word.
One night our teacher announced he would be starting a new
series the next week on God’s Grace. To kick off the lessons, he
asked each of us to come prepared to share one instance of
unmerited favor in our lives. I was disappointed the next week to
hear most of the group say, “I can’t think of a time of grace in my
life.”
I thought, That could be my grandchildren! From their birth to
the present they have never lived a moment without knowledge
of the mighty power, loving-kindness, and abundant mercy of
God. I starting writing these stories, not only as a spiritual
heritage for them, but so they could recognize God’s grace in
their own lives.
Each one of these stories is meant to stand alone. They are my
remembrances of moments with God from the day I encountered
Jesus in 1964 until now. However, most of these events took place
when I was young to middle-aged. The notable exceptions are
v

some of the stories on Receiving. Whereas I began learning the
principles of giving when I was young in the Lord, I was old
when I learned the principles of receiving. I’ve come to the
conclusion that a maturity in giving is prerequisite to
understanding the principles of receiving without abusing them.
At the same time, becoming a godly receiver opens a world of
understanding and blessing to the obedient giver!
My prayer for my Christian readers is that these stories will
remind you of times in your own life that God poured His grace
into similar circumstances. More than that, may these stories
inspire you to ever greater intimacy with the Father and the Son.
If you are not a Christian, my prayer is that the character and
nature of God as He has revealed them to me will shine brightly
through these experiences. He really is the hero of the story!
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CHAPTER ONE

Learning God’s Way
“Teach me your ways, O Lord, that I may live according to your truth!”
Psalm 86:11

Becoming Reconciled
“Love endures through every circumstance.” I Corinthians.
13:7 (NLT)
We burst from the car doors like convicts fleeing a prison. Our
new house! We—our three girls and I—crowded into the front
doorway while my husband unlocked the door, and Theo, our
pudgy, baby Bassett Hound, lumbered up. We were sure this was
only the first of good things to come, and the fact that a family
who attended our church lived at the other end of the block only
confirmed our feelings. We were giddy with delight as we raced
from room to room imagining how we would live in them.
Life was hectic for the next year as I divided my time between
volunteer work and homemaker as well as chauffeuring the girls
to three different schools. Still, I managed to meet and begin
building relationships with the neighbors who lived close by.
However, after a while I forgot about introducing myself to the
family who went to our church.
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Then, to add to the busyness in the year, when Theo was two
years old, he started going to the dog pound. I say that because
he was not the occasional visitor but quickly became a regular
detainee. At that time in our city, a repeat offender was released
from incarceration only by a court order signed by a judge, which
entailed court costs plus a $300 fine.
The harmony of our home was severely tested by this new
development. My husband was understandably embarrassed
and irritated since he was the one who had to appear in court. He
passed those feelings to me, I passed them to the children, and
they passed them to Theo.
However, it is a Bassett’s nature to roam, and nothing we tried
kept Theo from escaping every few weeks. When that happened,
he was immediately arrested and locked up . . . and we went
through the upsetting process again. “It’s like the Pound Police
have nothing better to do than sit at the end of our street!” I
complained to my friends.
Then one morning, a uniformed dogcatcher rang my doorbell.
He was holding Theo who was gazing placidly over his shoulder.
“Ma’am, is this your dog?” he asked.
Instantly, I realized Theo must have escaped again when my
girls left for school. I was exasperated, but much as I wanted to, I
couldn’t disown him.
“Yes,” I nodded.
“Ma’am, do you realize that all I have to do to catch this dog
is park at the end of the block and open my doors? If he’s out, he
comes running and jumps into my truck.”
“Bad dog, Theo!” I blurted before I could stop myself.
“I brought him to you this morning because I was embarrassed
to take him in again,” the officer continued.
“Well, you should be,” I scolded in my frustration. “Isn’t there
another street in this town with a loose dog? Don’t you ever look there?”
“No, ma’am, not when we get a complaint.”
I was stunned! “What do you mean? Who in the world would
complain about this precious dog?”
2
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“I can’t give out the name,” the dogcatcher advised, “but the
complainant lives on your block.”
I was so shocked that my mind ran wild. I had no idea we had
a problem with a neighbor. Who could be so wicked, so vicious,
as to plot against our family? And why? Later that day, I studied
each house but couldn’t imagine that anyone on our block would
be so mean.
How was I going to find the culprit? Then it dawned on me. I
was raising three of the best neighborhood detectives in Texas!
Nothing ever escaped their notice. After school, I sent them out to
find the name of our offensive neighbor.
Sure enough, my first grader, Carrie, was back within an hour.
“Momma, it’s Trixie.”
“Oh, honey, are you sure? They go to our church!”
Carrie nodded solemnly. She had talked to Trixie’s two little
girls who were her friends. They said that every afternoon their
mom pulled a chair up to their big picture window and watched
for Theo. Whenever she saw him, she called the dog pound.
The next day, I told my friend, Soula what Carrie had learned.
“When we moved to this neighborhood, I intended to ask Trixie
over for coffee and get to know her,” I added. “Now, I’m glad I
never found the time. I don’t know how anyone can be so mean
and hateful. I’m so mad, I could wring her neck!”
Soula heard me out, then said, “I think you’re going to have to
give away your dog.”
“What? I love my dog! I can tell you I will not give him
away!”
But the more Theo went to the jail over the next six months,
the more intensely I resented Trixie, and the more determined I
became to keep my dog. Then the last time we were notified Theo
was in jail, I was so furious at Trixie I found myself saying silently,
“I hate her!”
There was no doubt I needed God’s help. Besides, I had
noticed the anger and vengeance in my heart were making me
sharp-tongued and irritable with my family. “Lord,” I prayed
3
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(everyday!), “I choose to forgive. Please, take this resentment
away and fill my heart with Your love.”
A few weeks later, I realized my prayer had been answered.
My heart was full of love for Trixie . . . I could feel it! And I was
able to love Theo enough to think about his quality of life, not just
having him with me. So I called Soula to update her. “You were
right. This is no life for Theo. He’s spending most of his time in
jail when he should be surrounded by people who love him, so I
guess I’ll give him up. Do you want to help me pray for a loving
home?”
“We don’t need to pray,” she answered. “I already know the
perfect place. It’s a farm where he can roam free, and the family
can’t wait to get him. They’ve been waiting for weeks for me to
bring him to them.”
After Theo left, I realized that I needed to let Trixie know.
How unkind it would be to let her spend her afternoons waiting
at her window for a dog that would never appear. When she
answered her phone, I said without preamble, “I just wanted you
to know that we gave Theo away today.”
She didn’t pretend ignorance but replied, “Well, I’m sorry that
you don’t love your dog!”
At first I gasped; I didn’t know what to say. Then I decided to
tell her the truth. “No, I love my dog very much, but I love you
more.” When I hung up, my husband said I was the most spiritual
person he knew . . . I thought so too!
I thought the episode with Trixie was over and never intended
to give her another thought, but a few weeks later I was surprised
during my morning prayer time. A vision intruded on my
thoughts. I saw myself at a certain bakery ordering a specific
flavor of cake, and I knew it was for Trixie.
Surely, this is not God speaking to me, I argued. Hadn’t I done
enough? Could this be the enemy trying to heap guilt on me?
After all, wasn’t I the injured party?
The longer I prayed about it, the more certain I became that
God was, indeed, nudging me. Finally, I set out for the bakery. I
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put a note on the cake box that merely said, “You are loved.” I
rang Trixie’s bell and left it on her doorstep.
A couple of days later, I received a thank you note in the mail.
“I can’t imagine how you knew that cake was my very favorite,”
she wrote.
A little more time passed, and I was working on the details for
our church’s leader’s fellowship dinner when the thought came
to my mind to invite Trixie and her husband, but it was not my
place to invite anyone. Our pastor scheduled the parties. They
were held at my house because my husband and I were willing to
open our home to the sixty-odd people who would attend.
However, as before, the idea would not go away. Finally, I
protested, “Lord, they’re not in leadership. They won’t fit!” Still,
I had no peace. As a last resort, I called the wife of one of the
assistant pastors for advice.
“Oh,” she gushed, “please invite them! We’ve never told you
how hard it is for us to come to these parties. We all have to park
so far away and walk up the block to your house. Trixie is always
in her front yard. She waves to each of us and calls, ‘Hi, y’all!’ It
makes us feel awful to wave and walk on by.”
Trixie and her husband came to the dinner . . . and they fit. She
was bright and funny, and I spent most of the evening talking
with her. God gave me a wonderful new sister that night.
It was only a matter of days later that I learned her husband
was being transferred because of his job. As soon as their house
was listed, it sold. Chills ran down my spine when I realized how
close I had come to missing God’s gift! Within the month, she was
gone.

God’s Classroom
“Cheerfully share your home with those who need a meal or
a place to stay . . . .” I Peter 4:9 (NLT)
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On a Wednesday in 1972, when the county fair closed and the
carnival moved on, Sandy and Dick were stranded in Lubbock
with a broken car and no place to stay. Learning of their plight,
my pastor called to ask if we would take them in. I had let him
know a few weeks earlier that my husband and I wanted to open
our home to those who needed shelter. Actually, I had had in
mind hosting traveling ministers or singers, not people who
really needed shelter, but I was embarrassed to explain what
suddenly seemed like a questionable attitude.
At first sight of Sandy and Dick, I knew I was out of my
depth. They were forlorn. Holding hands, they stood together
in a deserted parking lot. They were clad in ill-fitting clothes
colorless from too many washings. She was short and plump,
with light-brown hair that hung in oily hanks past her shoulders.
He was tall and lanky with stubbled cheeks and intermittent
teeth.
Immediately, my mind was a jumble. What should I talk to
them about? Would it be rude to leave them at home alone?
Would it be pushy to invite them to attend church with us? I
had no idea what God expected of me . . . or our family.
Once they deposited their meager belongings in the bedroom,
I showed them around the house. “Dinner will be early tonight
so that we can get to church on time,” I inserted as casually as I
could manage. They enthusiastically offered to go with us. I was
both relieved and surprised. I enjoyed the meeting that night
until our pastor invited everyone who wanted to meet Jesus to
come to the altar. At that, Dick jumped to his feet, took Sandy’s
hand, and the two of them rushed down the aisle for prayer. My
relief immediately turned to skepticism.
The next morning, Dick was reading the want ads when I
stumbled out of bed. As I sat down with a cup of coffee, he asked
if I would drive him to the city sanitation department. “Sure,” I
mumbled, then I realized he meant now!
It was a long drive across town, but Sandy and Dick didn’t seem
to notice. She rode snuggled in his arms while he wove romantic
6
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pipe dreams of their future . . . if only he could get this job.
I was astonished! My husband was a college graduate, a
professional, and he had never made such outlandish promises
to me. But evidently Sandy had no doubts. She giggled and
beamed as she assured Dick, “They’re going to see what I know.
You’re going to get this job because you’re a wonderful person.
Don’t worry! They’ll be lucky to have you.”
I was too amazed to utter a word. But I thought, Have these
people forgotten where we’re going? It’s not like he’s applying for some
prestigious position, it’s the city dump! But before long, I decided to
stop being realistic. In the light of Sandy’s loving support and
affection, my cynicism was making me feel cold and hardhearted.
As we approached the office, we passed some of the hulking
garbage trucks that lumbered up and down our neighborhood
alleys. Seeing them, Dick got so excited he fairly crowed, “Oh,
honey, maybe I could drive one of those trucks!” Right on cue,
Sandy giggled and assured him she was sure he would as soon as
these people learned how reliable and trustworthy he was.
Sandy and I waited in the car while Dick went into the office.
Before long, he came back grinning from ear-to-ear. “I got the
job!” he proclaimed. “And that’s not all. If I do good work for the
next two weeks, I get to drive a truck!” That day, for Dick and
Sandy, the ride home was nothing short of a rip-roaring
celebration.
The next weeks were not easy for my husband and me. We
wanted to please God, but we had questions. How long was my
sleepy-headed husband supposed to get up at four in the morning
to drive Dick to work? And was Sandy supposed to be a shadow
at my heels for the rest of my life? When my husband announced
he had rented Dick and Sandy a place of their own, I was hesitant
but relieved.
We were all excited to check out this new home, but when we
pulled up in front of a time-worn duplex in the rougher part of town,
I thought, Oh, no! We can’t leave them here. However, before I could
say anything, my husband left the car to greet the owner who was in
7
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the yard waiting for us. I decided to silently go along with the tour.
The front door opened into the living room, and it was as
dismal as I had feared. The dim light of one overhead bulb left
the bare wood floor in shadows. There was one faded picture
over the obvious focal point of the room—-a lumpy, old brown
couch. That the room was clean seemed to me its only redeeming
quality.
I was in the middle of a shudder, when Sandy suddenly
squealed and plopped down on the couch. She looked up at Dick
with eyes a-twinkle and a great big smile.
“Oh, honey, look!” she cried as she pantomimed. “This is
perfect to play cards. We can play every night.”
Dick’s grin lit up his face as he answered with enthusiastic
nods that shook his whole body. Then he pulled her to his side
again, and we all moved to the kitchen.
A small, square, wooden table sat in the middle of the floor
with two mismatched, antique chairs. The table was about a foot
away from the door of the old gas stove, and still there was only
squishing room on the other side to reach the refrigerator and
cabinets at the far end of the room.
“This is going from bad to worse,” I muttered under my
breath from the doorway. “There is definitely not enough room
to fully open the oven door.” Just then, Sandy squealed again.
“Oh, honey, isn’t this wonderful? We can have breakfast and
serve ourselves from the stove without even getting up!”
Dick beamed into her eyes, his expression clearly saying,
“See, I told you our dreams would come true . . . if I got that job!”
On the way home, Dick and Sandy repeatedly thanked us for
all of our help. I was still telling myself they meant it a couple of
days later as they packed their old car, which had been repaired
with Dick’s first paycheck. Such a flurry of excitement! They
wouldn’t even wait to eat breakfast; they were in such a rush to
be in their own home.
I saw them to their car, where Sandy squashed herself under
Dick’s arm with a big grin. They didn’t have an inch to spare,
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since the car was filled to the rooftop with the stuff my friends
and I had donated as household necessities. They were laughing,
starry-eyed, and aglow with anticipation. Feeling the overflow of
their joy, I laughed with them as I waved them off.
As I stepped back to the house, some questions suddenly
flashed into my mind. Should a wife lavish admiration and praise
on her husband when he was not doing something extraordinary
but only what he could? Are things not supposed to make us
important but only be important because of their usefulness?
And finally, does joy come from being grateful for what I have,
not from attaining what I think I want?
Then I had a thought that stopped me in my tracks, Lord, who
really helped who here? As if in answer, an often repeated adage
filled my mind. “When the student is ready, the teacher will
appear.” I’ve never forgotten this lesson.
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