he week | was to lea ole forigraduate school in

Chicago. my mother presented e with a mustard seed,

suspended in a tiny glass bulh and hanging on a gold

chain. "I don't have much to give vou,” she said. "But

remember this: So long as yoi have the faith of a single
grain of mustard seed, all things are possible.” That tiny seed, as a scrip-
tural metaphor, makes a powerful statement about how just a glimmer of
faith ca]'kgetlﬁyate us above what at first seeis insuonountable.

That necklace rested against my hopeful heart {he day | married my first
husband. Ten years later, then living in northein California, | would cling to
it as the marriage disintegrated under the weight of neglect, loneliness and
broken promises. My husband and | had naively spoken our marital vows
without fully comprehending the level of compromise, comimon vision and
cooperation required for a union to thrive.

As our bad marriage worsened, | continued work on niy cloctorate in edu-
cation, and inJuly 1980 1 made plansto leave oar ame for the University of
Chicago o defencl my dissertation. Ihe dav before my scheduled tip | asked
my husband if we could dive along the coast. share lunch, sec a movie.
simply spend time together, Without answeiing, heleftfornwork the nest day
at 8:00 s, his visual time. By 2:00 the follovang morning he had not 1o
tumed home. Despainng, crving. enraged and not entiely iy right ming,
Hemamiered that he kept a {ully loaded sunin the closet. Twent toeligve
it. teking it into my shaking hands. Then | sai on the conch and viailed.

Atsome miraculons point that night. Hell on iy knees beside that couci,
hegging God to keen me from iniliciing any harm and (o just et me aboard
my ilight the nest dav. el asleep on iy koees at the conch vatinthe gun
stillin sy hands. ) was stillin that position st 5:00 ans when my Inishand
woh e up. Assuming | had coniemplated snicide. he took the sun iiom

my hands, saving that he didn'i want me 10 ever aain think abaut hurting,

=STINA M_ATTHEWS wants you to know
the smallest measure of faith can
you through your darkest night

I_":’ 661 fell on my
‘Kknees, praying and
- crying, the gun still

in my hands.9?

myself. L whispered. “Thank your, Jesus.” knowing | hed been saved.

But the marriage was over. | left the West Coast for the Michvest later
that year with two suitcases, $50 in my puise and my hearthieak. | ably
defended my dissertation and set about iving into a iutire girded by my
steadily growing faith. What I've learned from divorce-—fiom going hungiy
while attending graduate school, {rom working my way up the corporate
ladder. enduring a near fatal illness and other life-changing experiences —is
that challenges anct difficulties forge a hetter person.

After my iailed mariage | began putting every aspect of mwy life, big andt
small, throvigh a sacred exercise. | earned how to diave the broad outlines
of my desnes. how to get quiet and histen {or a divine response to my ries-
tions and drcams. Heamed to literally wiite dosan and 1 efing on paper what |
desired. And God's answer ahvays came. hnade my firstlist 25 vears ago to
launch a new carcer in a nevs aity, then imne veais later to lind an apartment
that was heaven-madte just for me. Thize vears later | wished for a laving
relationship, wiuch grevy into a nowrisiing second marriage.

Ourwish hists, whether sentup invrgent praver or deliner ately set down
on paper. shorddn't be frivolous or so shealic that they allov no raom for
secendipity and grace, s nol "haeant & penthause on Park Aveiiig,” o 7l
want i io he & feet 1all.” The real anestion is whether our quest for the
sehtjob, nght cando, gt friends, deht iomance is, as the Scrintores put it

“good, honest. beautiful, lavely,” Moy, when ook back on the near tiagedy
eaith iy e-lsband and all ihe other moments of tirmoll and unces tainty
that have shaipened my fonus and strengthenad iy spii, Hiccogize the
symbolic power of that one seod of faith that iy mother vave e, Jusi ane
seed-—that s all the faith God ashs of us. Thats all God regrines to getus
throngh the storm, iy sisters and rothers, itis enoush.

Westina Matthews, a managing director at Merrill Lynch, 1s the author of
the Have a Little Faith series of inspirational books.
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