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Dedication
First, I dedicate this book to God, “the author and finisher of
our faith” (Hebrews 12:2). It is “by the grace of God I am what I
am: and his grace which was bestowed upon me was not in vain”
(1 Corinthians 15:10). All of the glory belongs to Him.
I also lovingly dedicate this book to you, Dad and Mom. You
have walked the journey with me in countless ways, and I want to
thank you, especially for your prayers. As parents, you have had
to face a difficult journey also, and I want you to know that I love
you both and pray for you in return.
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Section 1

Whatever It
Takes
I know, O Lord,
that thy judgments are right,
and that thou in
faithfulness hast afflicted me.
		

Psalm 119:75

Introduction

A group gathered in a little patch of lawn outside the doors of
Faith Mission Home in Virginia. I had come for my sister’s farewell
after she had spent a year of voluntary service working with mentally
handicapped children. We were eager to have Cheryl back home with
us after a three-year absence of teaching school at Severn, North
Carolina, and serving at Faith Mission. I gazed around at the gathering of workers and children as a small group of girls started singing.
Wait, what were the words I was hearing? I listened more closely.
“There’s a voice calling me from an old rugged tree,
And it whispers, ‘Draw closer to Me;
Leave this world far behind, there are new heights to climb
And a new place in Me you will find.’
“For whatever it takes to draw closer to You,
Lord, that’s what I’ll be willing to do.
For whatever it takes to be more like You
That’s what I’ll be willing to do.
“Take the dearest things to me if that’s how it must be,
To draw me closer to Thee;
Let the disappointments come, lonely days without the sun,
If through sorrow more like You I’ll become!
ix
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“Take my houses and lands, change my dreams and my plans,
For I’m placing my whole life in Your hands;
And if You call me today to a land far away,
Lord, I’ll go and Your will obey.
“I’ll trade sunshine for rain, comfort for pain—
That’s what I’ll be willing to do
For whatever it takes for my will to break
That’s what I’ll be willing to do
That’s what I’ll be willing to do!”1

Could I really sing that and mean it? Whatever it takes? Change
my dreams and plans? Teaching school was very dear to my heart.
Even pain? I already had too much experience with that.
Placing my very life in God’s hands for Him to do exactly what
He chose to do with me? It sounded scary.
But to become more like Him? That exchange was worth
everything. I hesitated; then I bowed my head. Lord, do with me
whatever it takes to make me more like You. He knew what lay
ahead and how often I would be tested on whether I really meant
it, but in His all-wise way, He did not reveal that now.

Come, join me for a while on this journey of learning to know
the Father. True, it is not a path that human hearts would choose,
for it is one of pain, tears, and unknowns. But before you answer,
“No,” let me also tell you that it is a path of quiet joys, of resting
spots permeated with unexplainable peace, and of a climb to new
heights with the Lord. So come, pick up your walking stick, and
let us travel together.

1. Copyright © 1975 Lanny Wolfe Music (ASCAP) (adm. at CapitolCMGPublishing.com)
All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Chapter 1

When I Grow Up

R

ap! Rap! We first and second graders popped up our heads
from our books at the sound of knocking on the door.
Who was there? Our eyes got big and our mouths watered as Miss
Ensz took her birthday treat from the middle-room student. We
all knew that only the teacher got the treat, but that did not keep
us from wishing. At six years old, I adored my teacher and already
knew that when I grew up, I wanted to teach school. Now I added
one more reason to my mental list of why I wanted to teach—to
get the birthday treats!

I tiptoed from my bedroom to the kitchen. Good. The lights
were on, and Mom and Dad were still up. I sidled up beside Dad’s
wheelchair,2 summoned up all the nine-year-old courage I could,
and blurted out, “Dad, how do I know that I’ll be a Christian
when I grow up? I mean, how can I know for sure?”
“What makes you wonder that?”
2. At the age of thirteen months, Dad contracted polio before the vaccine was out.
He was not able to walk after that.

1

2

Whatever It Takes

“Well, I’m scared that I might not love God when I get big, and
I want to go to Heaven.”
“Do you love God now?” Dad asked.
“Yeah,” I replied, “but how do I know that I’ll keep loving Him?”
“Well, Phyllis. Right now you love Him. Right now you want
to do what is right. All children go to Heaven.”
My mind wasn’t put to rest that quickly. “Yes, but how do I know
that when I get big, I’ll still love God?” Dad took a deep breath and
tried to explain a difficult concept to a little girl’s mind. He told me
that my question was good and that I should always want to serve
God, but I didn’t need to be afraid. God knew that deep in my heart
I wanted to serve Him. If I kept that desire, when He called me at a
later age when I would understand better, I would want to give my
heart to God and serve Him then too.
After going in circles for a while, Dad’s reasoning finally put
my mind to a measure of rest. As an innocent child, I went back
to bed and snuggled under the covers. God loved me and I loved
Him. And with God’s help, I would be a Christian when I grew up.

“Clear your desks for art,” Sister Christine announced. Desk
lids banged, papers scuffled, and we sixth-grade students wiggled
in our seats, waiting to find out what today’s project was going
to be. “Draw what you want to be when you grow up,” she said
as she handed out sheets of heavy paper. “At the top, write the
words, ‘I want to be a _____.’ You fill in the blank.”
My mind churned while my paper remained blank. What did I
want to be when I grew up? There were too many things to draw.
One thing for sure, I wanted to be a teacher. I could draw a
classroom with a chalkboard full of writing.
I wanted to be a missionary too. I was eleven years old and had
given my heart to Christ several months earlier. I wanted to tell others
about Jesus in some far-off land with mud huts and thatched roofs.

When I Grow Up

3

Then, too, I wanted to get
married and be a mom someday.
Perhaps I could draw a baby in a
crib with a rocking chair nearby.
My mind swirled, but finally
I picked up my pencil and printed
across the top of my paper, “I
want to be a school teacher.” I
drew a teacher’s desk, a clock, a
blackboard, and a teacher, all
mimicking the first-grade classroom down the hall.
First day of school
My dreams did not stay confined
to what I drew on paper that day in
art class. They continued to swirl with possibilities, but always
came back to two main ideas—a teacher and a missionary.
Perhaps I could combine them. Maybe I would go to some foreign country and teach a missionary family’s children. When
my big sisters left our Pennsylvania home to teach in Grand
Junction, Colorado, and Severn, North Carolina, I decided I
wanted to teach at those schools too.
One day I told Dad, “When I grow up, I’m going to be a missionary. I’ll go to China and be there for a couple of years until a
church is going, and then I’ll go to Japan and be there a couple of
years. I’ll just go all over the world telling people about Jesus.” He
encouraged me in my desire
to serve God, although I am
sure he was smiling inside at
my youthful enthusiasm that
lacked reality.
I dreamed of the day when
I would grow up and could
attend youth Bible school for
three weeks. I visited my sisters
Sixth-grade dreams
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when they attended and thought my turn would never come. When
one of them participated in a weekend of street meetings, I wished I
was old enough to take part in mission work too.
God saw those dreams and the heart behind them. He delights
in fulfilling dreams that glorify Him, but God had some other
plans in mind for my life too—some plans that were not part of
my “When I Grow Up” list. But for now, I dreamed.
I would be the friend to the friendless,
I would be the eyes for the blind,
And I would be the help for the helpless,
And I will always try to be kind.
I would weep with the weeping,
I would be the legs for the lame,
And when heaven’s portals sweeping,
I my crown of life will claim.
			
–written around age 12

Miller family, 1989. Back row: Jenelle, Nevin,
Cheryl. Front row: Mom, Kaylene, Dad, Phyllis.

