
Jan Pierce 

My husband Roger and I live in Vancouver, Washington and travel to 
India once or twice a year. We work alongside Indian leaders in a 
variety of projects including development of house church net-
works, promoting education, and caring for widows and orphans. 
The spread of the Good News of Jesus in India has become our 
passion in our retirement years. Since our time there is limited, we 
put a great deal of effort into careful preparation and planning for 
each trip. Our last trip this past October and November, so carefully 
orchestrated, began to spiral out of our control on day one. Our 
computer, housing all of Roger’s lessons, crashed, our in-country 
phone failed to work, and I took a terrible fall which kept me “on 
ice” in a third floor bedroom of a training center in Delhi for an 
extended time. But in the middle of my own mini-crisis God contin-
ued to be God and his plans went forward. I was clearly reminded 
that I am not in charge of even my own service to the Lord, but am 
dependent on him each and every day. We serve a living, faithful 
God who is ever-available and kind to his children. 
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Sunday 
August 1 The Best Laid Plans 

BIBLE READING: Proverbs 16:9; 19:21 
We planned our latest mission trip to India with painstaking 
care. Our itinerary was packed with meetings, visits to minis-
try sites, and carefully calculated travel times. In five weeks 
we planned to visit eight ministry sites, including schools, 
orphanages, and training centers. We’d conduct strategy ses-
sions and interviews; we’d preach and teach—it was to be a 
whirlwind trip full of accomplishment. Our flights to Amster-
dam and then Delhi were routine. Ahhh, India! We inhaled 
the familiar smells, soaked in the brilliant colors, and once 
again were confronted by the crushing poverty that is urban 
India. 

We had a few hours’ sleep then relaxed with our hosts 
while enjoying our first cups of chai. Our plan was to stay one 
more night to adjust to the Indian clock and then resume our 
travels to Hyderabad. Our room in the guest quarters of the 
training center was on the third floor. Complete with A/C, hot 
water geyser, and western toilet, we were quite comfortable. 
Then, unexpectedly, all our plans were put on hold. Stepping 
from that lovely western bathroom, my sandal hit a patch of 
water on the marble step and before I could react at all I fell. I 
landed on my right elbow, cutting it deeply, and on my right 
hip where I felt searing pain. After passing out several times I 
managed to call for help, was patched up and put into bed. 
There I was, unable to move. I was stunned. How could this 
be happening? Why was it happening? Had we somehow 
missed God’s will? 

SONG: A Shelter in the Time of Storm 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Oh Lord, I cry out to you in my 

time of trouble. Be my guide, be my wisdom, be my strength 
and my healing. 

—Jan Pierce 
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Monday 
August 2 On the Second Day 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 86:6-10 
The day after I fell, I began to realize my injuries were fairly 
serious. I couldn’t move at all without experiencing searing-
hot pain and muscle spasms. The cut on my elbow looked 
rather nasty as well. A doctor was called to the home (can you 
believe it?). 

He examined me and wrote out prescriptions. Verdict: 
nothing broken, but deep bruising plus a cut that should have 
been stitched. He put a bandage on the wound and instructed 
me to keep my arm in a locked-straight position. He pre-
scribed medications which were quickly fetched from the 
local “chemist.” 

I was miserable. We missed our flight as I sat rigidly still 
in a plastic chair dreading the next time I needed to use the 
bathroom. My emotions were all over the place—sadness and 
regret that our plans were ruined, chagrin that my fall was to 
blame, and yet gratitude for my husband’s loving care. I felt a 
vague anxiety about being a foreigner unsure of how to navi-
gate a strange health system. 

On that second evening of my “captivity” two women 
from Seattle, in Delhi for a mission trip, gently knocked on my 
door and asked if they could pray for me. Strangers, but sisters 
in the Lord, their hands were warm and comforting on my 
neck and shoulders. They lifted my needs up to the Lord and 
though my body was rigid with pain, my soul relaxed as I 
entrusted myself to God. 

SONG: I Am Thine, O Lord 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: O Lord I need you now. I put 

all my confidence in you as I struggle with my situation. Be 
near to me now and be my comfort. 

—Jan Pierce 
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Tuesday 
August 3 I’m Tired but I Can’t Lie Down 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 9:9-10 
If you remember Tim Conway and his little old man sketches 
on The Carol Burnett Show, you have an accurate picture of 
me trying to navigate my new ten-foot-by-ten-foot world. I 
needed help to get out of bed and then I was relegated to the 
plastic chair all day. The nights were the worst because there 
was no way I could escape the pain. By this time I had been 
without sleep for nearly five days and the pain medications 
were not working. I was desperate on one hand and strangely 
at peace on the other. 

During the day two little rescued street girls brought me 
my meals. They had never been to school, hadn’t lived in a 
house, but now were being trained to cook and serve meals. 
They had clothing, food, and a clean place to sleep at night. 
They were radiant and I enjoyed speaking with them in their 
broken English punctuated with lots of gestures and smiles. 
Their visits helped to pass the long hours. Desperate for rest, I 
piled pillows on my lap and leaned forward on them. It didn’t 
work. 

By now I knew for certain that our trip and all its sched-
ules were on the junk heap. I wondered what God had in 
mind. Changing our plans was inconvenient, but of no real 
cosmic importance. I felt God’s presence, especially during 
those long pain-filled nights. I suffered pain and received 
comfort simultaneously as I consciously surrendered my 
plans to God. How long until the pain stopped? What was 
God’s purpose in all of this? 

SONG: I Surrender All 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Father, when I don’t under-

stand your ways give me patience and deep trust in your 
goodness. Draw me near and be my hope. 

—Jan Pierce 



46 

Wednesday 
August 4 Life Goes On 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 63:1-8 
Have you noticed that life continues to unfold even when you 
and I are in crisis? The life of the bustling training center went 
on as usual, though I only heard about each event second-
hand. Several missions groups did outreach ministry in 
nearby slums, all-night prayer meetings went on right outside 
my door, and there was to be a baptism of forty new converts 
from another part of town. The report came to me: “A large 
flatbed truck came down the narrow street. One hundred or 
more new converts and well-wishers were standing, crammed 
together like sardines in the back. They unloaded and filed 
into an apartment two doors down, where ten orphan boys 
make their home. Inside the apartment is a cement water tank 
large enough to dunk an adult and there forty souls took their 
stand for Christ that day. A celebration meal was served on 
the roof of the training center and then back into the truck and 
home they went.” 

In the confines of my little room I had time to pray for 
these new Christians. I also had time to ask God some ques-
tions and tell him some facts. “Lord, I’m hurting here but 
thank you for the loving care I’m being given.” And, “Lord, 
this is disappointing but I surrender my will to yours. What 
will you redeem from this experience?” God’s work went 
forth, and though I wasn’t the one doing it, I felt loved and 
sustained. 

SONG: I Need Thee Every Hour 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Lord, your Word says that your 

plans will come to pass and I praise you for that. I want to be 
useful in your kingdom. Show me how to serve you well. 

—Jan Pierce 
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Thursday 
August 5 The Saturday God 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 100 
Rather late in the game it was decided that perhaps I needed a 
CT scan and an MRI. My pain was intense, I didn’t seem to be 
improving, and we needed to make a plan. I couldn’t fly home 
and I couldn’t continue on the trip. What to do? So I took a 
very long Tim Conway-esque walk out of the room, down 
three flights of stairs and managed to bend myself into a vehi-
cle. We drove to a state of the art facility where I had both 
scans done. 

How wonderful to be out in the world again! The color-
ful streets of Delhi rolled by with all of their crowds and dirt 
and garbage and traffic. As the car stopped at each knot of 
motorcycles, cars, trucks and pedicabs, beggars approached 
our vehicle windows with small metal pots decorated with 
strings of marigolds. These they held up in supplication and 
many travelers dropped coins into them. Later I asked the 
significance of this kind of begging. “Oh, these people are 
appeasing the Saturday god. He is especially evil and if you 
drop coins in the burning mustard oil you can improve your 
karma (luck).” I thought about the motivation of those who 
felt pressed into giving offerings to avoid harm from vengeful 
gods. How horrible to fear hundreds or even thousands of evil 
gods and how grateful I am for our “every day” God who 
faithfully does only good to his children. 

SONG: Great Is Thy Faithfulness 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: God of all creation, thank you 

for being loving and kind to your children. Thank you for 
cleansing us from sin through Jesus. Thank you for allowing 
us to approach you directly from our hearts. 

—Jan Pierce 
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Friday 
August 6 No Excuses 

BIBLE READING: Matthew 5:6; 28:16-20 
The doctor who called to give us the results of the tests was 
clear: “You have a slipped disc and need to stay flat on your 
back for two to three weeks.” This was not the news we 
wanted to hear. Nevertheless we made plans for Roger to fly 
on to Hyderabad to salvage the last three weeks of the trip and 
for me to move to a ground floor room to recuperate. By this 
time I was resigned to taking one hour at a time. The battle for 
insisting on my own agenda was long over. 

While we processed this new information, the father of 
one of the street girls-cum-housemaid came for a visit. He had 
recently become a believer and though illiterate, he so ear-
nestly desired to know God’s Word that he listened to Bible 
stories and devised a method for remembering them. He drew 
a crude picture to represent the story and was able to write the 
reference. Then he had a means of remembering the heart of 
each story to share with others. I thought about all the excuses 
we make for not spending more time in the Word or witness-
ing. It seems we are too busy or perhaps too numbed to the 
familiar stories to really allow them to impact our hearts. But 
this man hungered for God’s truth and overcoming his lack, 
found a way to immerse himself in the Bible. I was humbled 
by his story. Could it be God was teaching me lessons I would 
have missed had I been on my own schedule? 

SONG: Breathe on Me, Breath of God 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Oh Lord, rekindle my love for 

you. Touch my heart with the willingness to share your great 
love and salvation for all people. 

—Jan Pierce 
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Saturday 
August 7 Open Doors 

BIBLE READING: Psalm 118:1-9 
My tests were sent to an orthopedic surgeon who phoned with 
several questions. When he learned I have scoliosis his diag-
nosis was surprising. There was no slipped disc, only bruising 
and I could travel in several days. I felt like a condemned 
prisoner receiving a last-minute reprieve. I was free to walk 
out the open door when my body tolerated movement. 

That literal door mirrored a spiritual door God revealed 
to me during this strange trial. Time after time as I suffered 
physically I sensed God’s presence like never before. I called 
it a “doorway to God” and I believe it was open because I was 
so keenly aware of my dependence on him at that time. 

There was one last hurdle to cross; the cut on my elbow 
needed attention. A nearby clinic sent us a tiny ambulance 
not much bigger than a Volkswagon Rabbit. At the clinic we 
entered a tiny office where we had polite conversation with 
the doctor about Indian culture, then my wound was cleaned 
and bandaged. He gave us free samples of pain pills and sent 
us off with no charges. 

Three days later we boarded our fight to Hyderabad and 
a condensed version of our trip. As I reflect on my experi-
ences I’m reminded of the song, “Breathe” [Michael W. 
Smith]. One line says, “I’m desperate for you.” The truth is I 
don’t usually feel desperate for God, but I surely did during 
those twelve days in Delhi. I’m thankful for every single hour! 

SONG: It Is Well with My Soul 
PRAYER SUGGESTION: Thank you, Lord, for drawing 

near to me in times of trouble. I put my trust in you and you 
alone. 

—Jan Pierce 




