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Stirring in our soul is a feeling so strong,

A light of faith and hope that sets us free.

Living everyclay na place we don't l)elong,
Longing for a place we've never seen

Beyon(l our wildest dreams.

Chorus:
One clay we'll walk, in fields of heaven'’s glory
With the one who wrote the story.
One olay we'll stand, amazed at all his graces

And we'll sing a million praises, one day.

Days turn into weeks, months turn into years.
Isn't it funny how time flies?
All we do is dream of somewhere far from here.
We've got heaven on our hearts and minds

When we open up our eyes.

Tl]e l'xome of the angels
And the wishes of all our hearts
will someclay come together.

The tears will be dry as soon as eternity starts.



in the 70s that illustrated so well the

emotion of anticipation? I can still hear that

@“Q @ag asn'tita 12etc}1up commercial on TV

1acly singing, “Anticipation, anticipa-a-a-tion, it's
making me wait. It’s keeping me waiting.” The poor
soul in the commercial is seated in the kitchen with a
12etc}1up bottle tipped up, trying to douse a llaml)urger with tomato
flavor. Why don’t they make commercials like that anymore?

I remember after moving to Florida from Indiana my parents took me and my
two brothers and sister to Busch Gardens for the first time. My father was pastor of
a church in Tampa, Florida in 1971, around the time when an amusement parle was
added to the ]Jrewery on Busch Boulevard in Tampa. After paying to enter the parle,
we could hachy wait to see it! News and TV had pronouncecl its coming and kids
at school could hardly stop taﬂzing about the newest ride added to the parle — the
Python. This ride consisted of three full corkscrew twists at an average speec]. of
60 miles per hour. There was notl'ling like it in our area, and we had never seen
anything like this ride before.

Just like an old-fashioned roller coaster, the Python began innocently
with the tick-tick-tick of the tracks as it hoisted us higher and higher
before the exhilarating first launch. My heart began to pound so loudly
I could har&ly hear the screaming of my sister seated next to me. We
raised our hands high in the air (half—hearte(ﬂy, of course) and off we
went. The snake-like series of cars zoomed down toward the earth, into

the cor]zscrews, up and around, faster and faster. actua”y heard myself
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scream higher than my sister, 'm sorry to admit. Talk about a thrill! T had never
felt anything like it in my life. The kids at school were right. A couple of years ago
[ re-visited the same parlz with my family and children. To my surprise, the Python
was still there — but it looked like a kiddie ride compared to the rides now making
Busch Gardens a huge tourist attraction.

I look back on that experience and remember the anticipation of this ride
even while moving to Florida with my fami]y from Anderson, Indiana. I was bound
and determined to experience every exciting moment of the Pytl'xon. The great
enthusiasm and expectation for Busch Gardens eased the pain of leaving friends in

Ms. Russell’s third grade class at Franklin Elementary.



“One Day” was chosen as a final statement of God’s reward for the many
messages presenteel in this project. The words encourage us to look with great
anticipation to the clay we meet the author of our life face to face.

Each clay has so much greater signiﬁcance when lived in expectation of that
great meeting. May our lives exude the excitement and anticipation of seeing our

Savior, the author of our story.
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Julie Slzillman is one of

those rare individuals that those of us

less gifted often visit with, thinking we'll

lift their spirits, even encourage them

a bit. Then upon leaving or hanging

up the phone or otherwise ending

the conversation, we humbly reahze that the opposite has occurred — she has lifted our spirits
— she spent the entire time somehow quietly encouraging the encourager. Mrs. Skillman lives in

Casper, Wyoming, where she spends as much time as possible with her family — especially her
Jour grandchildren. She and her hushand, Al attend Highland Park Community Church. Their

connection with Todd came between 1004 and 1008 while Todd served as the music pastor at
Highland Park Community Church in Casper, Wyoming. Al sang in the Sanctuary Choir and Julie

. . 7 ..
was very H’ZUO/UEJ m womens mmlstry.

The phone rang on a Sunclay night and a doctor informed me that I had
ovarian cancer — he asked me if I knew anything about it and I said I didn’t think
it was the one that you would choose to have. He said, “You're right.” Ovarian

cancer is the most dea(ﬂy of gynecological cancers. | wasn't afraid to die. | just



didn’t want to die now; we had just found out that our t].aughter was expecting our
first grandchild — would I live to see her? Would she ever know me?

I knew in whom I could trust — I'd been there before. My mother passed away
when [ was a teenager. My father, who was my dearest friend and my spiritual and
life mentor, died when I was in my 30s — followed by my brother, who left a wife
and three young children. Yes, my faith had been tested and I knew it worked; I just
didn’t know what a workout my faith would be recelving.

Four clays of tests, CT scans, x-rays, and ultrasound were non-conclusive.
Surgery determined advanced ovarian cancer. I went to God for assurance, sta]sility,
and shelter and to find comfort in all the things they were doing to me. Daytime
seemed so dark, and nights even darker . . . it is in the dark that Satan does his best
work. God wrapped His arms around me in the tough times.

Former pastor and presi&ent of the Moody Bible Institute Joseph Stowell says,
“God is the sovereign sentinel at the door of our lives.” I love that — it means that
He okays everything that goes in and out — and if it is okay with Him, then it is
okay with me.

Cl’lemotherapy followed the diagnosis. Four months later, I had an angioplasty

for a blocked artery. Eight months later, colon cancer was discovered. The colon
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cancer was removed surgicauy, but the night before I was dismissed from the
hospital two of my doctors came to my room to tell me that the ovarian cancer had
returned.

Once ovarian cancer returns, the general diagnosis is that there will be no cure.
Medical personnel focus on “salvage therapy.”

I discovered that God is more interested in our character than our comfort.
I underwent a second round of chemot}lerapy. I lost my llair, my eyelas}les, my
eyel)rows, and (in my mind) my identity. It isn’t so much vanity — it is just a desire
to be normal. During treatment five | had a sharp pain. My bowel had ruptured.
Because of the chemo, I had no resistance — which I clesperately needed after
bowel surgery. | lost weight; at 5’107, I was down to about 110 pounds and hairless.
I read Psalms 42 and 43, “Why be discouraged and sad? Hope in God! I shall
yet praise him again. Yes | shall praise Him for His llelp ... expect God to act! For
I know that I shall again have plenty of reason to praise Him for all that He will
do. He is my help! He is my God! Trust in God! I shall again praise him for His
wondrous help: He will make me to smile again, for He is my God!” (parapllrase).



Six months later, several people, inclu&ing a doctor, told me they hadn’t
expected me to live . .. I did, of course, and I did smile again. Many more scares
were to follow: I heard these horrible words, “This is no longer curable.” I lost my
hair again. And again.

The two to (maybe) four years | was given to live Jfollowing my first diagnosis
has extended to nearly nine. Doctors are amazed. I tell them that prokably have
1,000 people praying for me. One doctor said, “Tell them not to quit.” I've had
16 surgeries, 6 angioplasties, and over 100 chemo treatments with some pretty
monumental side effects. I tell you this not so you can see where I have l)een, but so
you can see how faithful and trustwortlly God has been.

At least once a week I lie on my couch and look around at everything
and say, “Exactly what am [ talzing with me to heaven?” Too frequent]y we
get so involved in our “stuff” here, that heaven slips our mind. One Day
we'll be there.

I became a Christian as a preschooler in a home where heaven
was frequently discussed. Heaven seems to be talked about much
less nowadays — except in the chemo lab. When it comes to cancer
patients, even non-Christians listen to any talk of God or heaven
or how you know you are getting there. The word “cancer” gets your
attention. Death and its processes scare you and me. The fact of
heaven as a real p]ace becomes even more alive to us. And it’s not
that we don’t want to go there, it is just that none of us want to
leave here. When we JL:inaﬂy do arrive, we'll wonder what 1zept us

here, Why we worked so hard to stay on earth.
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Cancer and the ensuing heart problems have made heaven even more real to
me...and get excited about it. However, I would still like to go up with the rest
of you.

“Heaven is the only thing solid, the only thing permanent, the on]y t}lil’lg you
can be certain about. Never let earth eclipse the reality of heaven, lean towards
heaven, live on earth from that perspective” (Howard Stowell).

One Day (mayl)e toclay) we'll walk, we'll stand, we'll sing in our real home:
the one where we belong. Can we trust this God of ours? More than ever, He is so
TRUSTWORTHY! ONE DAY, be there!





