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The Best Love Story of All by Peg Ziegler 

I like watching the movie One Night with the King.  My favorite scene is when Esther runs through the rain to petition the king 
on behalf of the Jews.  I love the music, the dramatic presentation and most of all, the love story that is portrayed.  Of course the movie 
doesn’t follow the scriptural account.  (Picture excerpts from https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ob8DTU_m-aI )  

      

In the movie, Esther, simply dressed with wet hair and clothes, bedraggled, eyes cast downward, runs through the empty court-
yard as the rain falls down on her.  She forces her way through the large, thick doors and cautiously approaches the throne while the 
king looks on with a questioning expression.  In the background, others are uttering accusing, condemning words.  Gingerly she lifts her 
wet dress and climbs the stairs upward to the king as he stands before his throne.  Her eyes are still cast downward until she is close 
enough to gaze up into his face with an insecure, pleading look.  Finally, with an expression of uncertainty, he extends his scepter to 
her.  Not an accurate Biblical account, but the Holy Spirit prompted me that there was a lesson here to learn.  This is sometimes how we 
see ourselves in the heavenly courtroom as we approach Jesus on His throne.  We see ourselves as dirty, bedraggled and uninvited; 
guilty, accused and condemned with others announcing what we’ve done wrong. 

      

Yet scripture tells us a different story.  Esther 5:1-2 says, “On the third day Esther put on her royal robes and stood in the inner 
court of the palace, in front of the king’s hall.  The king was sitting on his royal throne in the hall, facing the entrance.  When he saw 
Queen Esther standing in the court, he was pleased with her and held out to her the gold scepter that was in his hand.  So Esther ap-
proached and touched the tip of the scepter”. (emphasis mine) 

I know that in Esther’s time, she had broken the law by approaching the king without first being summoned and the penalty 
was death.  But today, we have a new covenant, a new relationship with our King and because of His great mercy, grace and love, we 
can approach our King any time.  And often.  I pray that we would no longer see ourselves as the movie Esther, but as the Biblical Es-
ther – adorned in royal robes and standing in the inner court.  The doors are open.  See Him as pleased with us.  In your mind’s eye, see 
Him extending His scepter to us; He is inviting us to come.  Hebrews 4:16 (Amplified Bible) says, “Therefore let us [with privilege] 
approach the throne of grace [that is, the throne of God’s gracious favor] with confidence and without fear, so that we may receive  
(continued on page 2)  

Beautiful Ladies of Grace 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=Ob8DTU_m-aI


     

The Best Love Story of All by Peg Ziegler  

(continued) 

mercy [for our failures] and find [His amazing] grace to help in time of need [an appropriate blessing, coming just at the right 
moment].” 
   

King Jesus, thank You for being pleased with us.  Thank You for inviting us to come.  Thank You for dressing us in royal robes 
and extending Your scepter to us.  Thank You that we can find mercy and grace when we come.  This is truly the best love story of 
all!     
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Which Wall are You Looking At? By Kim Neely 

     We were about to acquire a 2-drawer perpendicular, wooden filing cabinet to replace the old metal one.  So, before it came into 
the house Bob and I sat at the kitchen table discussing which wall to put it on.  While I described where I wanted it, Bob looked 
dismayed.  He did not think it would fit.  He said more than once that we needed to place it on another wall in the same room.  But I 
disagreed because in my mind, it wouldn’t “work” on that wall.  The crazy thing is we kept sitting at the table arguing instead of 
getting up and going to look at which wall would work better! We were not upset or angry, but we each had our own opinion. 

     This scenario made me think about how we, as brothers and sisters in Christ, look at different walls OR ideas.  The Father made 
us all to have a will and I tend to think that also means our own thoughts.  However, do my thoughts line up with the Father’s 
thoughts?  They should.  How do we get there?  Are there different ways to get there?  I think so.  We are all made in His image, but 
we are all different.  I Cor.12:4 says “There are different kinds of gifts, but the same Spirit distributes them.”  I process thoughts, 
directions (unfortunately, I’m directionally challenged), and yes, “walls” differently than Bob.  Can this lead to frustrated discus-
sions?  You bet it does.  Each wants to be right.  In the long run, does it really matter who is right?  Gal. 5:17—For the flesh desires 
what is contrary to the Spirit, and the Spirit what is contrary to the flesh.  They are in conflict with each other, so that you are not to 
do whatever you want.”  What matters most is our love and respect for one another and the knowledge that we view life differently.   

     Do we tend to judge others because they don’t agree with our opinions?  I have done that very thing.  Matt. 7:1 instructs us “Do 
not judge, or you too will be judged.”  Ouch!  Rom. 2:3 “So when you, a mere human being, pass judgment on them and yet do the 
same things, do you think you will escape God’s judgement?”  Double Ouch!  I don’t want to be a person who judges others or 
thinks that my opinion rules over someone else’s.  We should seek the Lord and ask as it says in Psalm 26:2-“Test me, Lord, and try 
me, examine my heart and my mind” and in Psalm 139:23-“Search me, God and know my heart; test me and know my anxious 
thoughts.”  Romans 14:13-“Therefore let us stop passing judgment on one another instead, make up your mind not to put any stum-
bling block or obstacle in the way of a brother or sister.”  The stumbling block may cause a person to get angry or feel as though 
they are unworthy.  We should really show others grace and mercy just like the Lord shows us. 

     In the long run, I’m praying that I become more like Christ and treat everyone with love and respect.  So, I lovingly point out 
that Bob relented that I knew what I was talking about. 

     In HIS love! 

Coincidence is when 

God chooses to remain 

anonymous. 
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Who?  By Helen Jackson 

(Part 2) 

(part 1 is in the June 2018 Blog) 

Reflecting on whose influences helped mold me into who I am today, I remembered Mary Jane Taylor’s im-
pact on my life. When the Taylors moved to our American community on German soil in the mid-eighties, Mary 
Jane’s husband became the top-ranking officer on our post. Understandably, most wanted to stay in the Taylors’ good 
graces.     

Fairly early one morning not long after they moved to the end of our street, my phone rang. Mary Jane sound-
ed urgent. “Hi, Helen, this is Mary Jane. I’ve made a pot of tea. Could you throw on some sweats and come down?”  

It would not have mattered what I had planned. When the general’s wife invites you, you go. We shared how 
we had come to Jesus, a bit about our children and she explained how she had overcome breast cancer while juggling 
her family and military-wife lives. We laughed. We cried. She laid out her plan: she wanted and needed a friend who 
would not be hesitant to keep her accountable for her principle job on our post of being a servant of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. 

She explained that each women of God needs to intentionally participate in Kingdom Community Living. She 
asked me to picture a wide ladder. Woman full of grace and wisdom show others that there is no reason to fear climb-
ing toward maturity. The larger group behind them fellowship, encourage, and pray together (peers). They hold one 
hand to the younger women climbing the faith ladder behind them. No one is to be ignored. She hoped a lot of our time 
together would be as peers. I began getting a mental picture. This lady was like my mother. She had a teacher’s moti-
vation; had grown spiritually by leaps and bounds when she found Truth as an adult; fun but everything she did had 
purpose! 

I do not remember Mary Jane’s exact words as she saw me to the door, but something like “Now we are bond-
ed.” I do remember that her kind eyes said, “You are chosen for this mission and will be my trusted friend forever.”   

It was nearly time for lunch when I walked the short distance from her house to our stairwell apartment. My 
“peers” on our street knew that military courtesy dictated that one didn’t go to the commander’s house in sweats. Nev-
ertheless, no one mentioned what could have been misconstrued as my faux pau.  

Fast forward a few years. We had moved three times and my mother had died before the Jacksons moved to 
Georgetown, Texas. The Taylors had moved at least that many times before moving to Fort Hood.  Their social calen-
dar was full. When they entertained, the Army sent chefs to take over her kitchen. They sent others to clean up the 
mess that the guests and cooks had left behind. Still Mary Jane kept her eyes focused on being her Lord’s servant. 
Even Mary Jane was apprehensive when she learned that she would meet the President of the United States of Ameri-
ca. Her mouth dropped open, though, when Barbara Bush extended her hand and said, “Mary Jane, I am so glad to 
meet you. I’ve heard the good things you do for our country.”  

Another lesson passed on to me by way of Mary Jane: good leaders do not focus on their own anxieties but 
intentionally support and encourage others.  

Mary Jane believed the Jacksons had moved to Texas so she could call me when she needed help the Army 
couldn’t provide. I was grateful to have her to encourage me though my grief.  

Fast forward a couple more years. When General Taylor retired, he and Mary Jane moved to Tennessee where 
he had lived as a child. But they decided they wanted to become a permanent part of the Killeen/Fort Hood community 
and moved back.  Again, I was summoned. “This Protestant Women of the Chapel group needs our help. Why don’t 
you come on up to Commanche Chapel Thursday morning to meet these precious women and then we’ll go to lunch.” 

I went and then made PWOC a weekly priority. Initially, I was motivated by Mary Jane’s invitation to help 
behind the scenes. Then I began to see my “job” as seeking out those who needed an extra portion of one-on-one atten-
tion. I loved having them come back to report their answered prayers. Selfishly, I enjoyed lunch fellowship with Mary 
Jane.    

As she wanted, the young women who came to Bible Studies with us grew in numbers and we needed to have 
more classes. She announced (not publicly, thank goodness) that I would teach one of the Bible Studies. I informed her 
that I was a one-on-one encourager and had no intention of standing in front of a class.  (continued on page 4) 
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Mary Jane had a bigger frame than I. Every square inch of her was astounded that I had not anticipated my 
“assignment.” She planted her feet, raised her eyebrows, looked down into my eyes and asked, “But what does God 
say?” Nothing came from my mouth.  

 
“I tell you what, you pray about it and I’ll ask Kathy Simmons (she’d been with us in Germany) to team-teach 

with you this first time.” With encouragement and guidance, Kathy and I taught a class together and, yes, I then took 
the lead. Later we eased others who were shy or inexperienced into team-teaching.  Mary Jane began traveling as the 
guest speaker for military wives’ retreats. She asked me to go along and pray in the back of the room as she taught. We 
loved watching God work among military families.   

 
Once again, Mary Jane summoned me to come quickly. A “mass” had been hiding behind a scar from the first 

breast cancer surgery! Our world stood still. Then she instructed that I pray for God’s will to be done. “Now, you must 
pray your heart, but you cannot pray selfishly or demandingly. I did that with my friend Sue. She told me she was go-
ing to die, but I refused to listen. I was devastated that God didn’t do things my way. If we pray for God’s will, we will 
both be okay.”  

 
We prayed and continued to work in PWOC. She got recommended treatment.   
 
“Helen, could you please come to our house? I need you to talk to Mary Jane. She is concerned about the Bible 

Study books that she ordered for next month’s fall kick-off. I hope you can relieve her concerns.” 
 
Bolstered with the chapel staff’s “book report,” I went to Mary Jane’s bedside to assure her that she had done a 

good job. All books would arrive before classes started. We would all band together in a few weeks to help her keep 
things on track.   

 
The next time General Pete called, there was nothing the docs could do but try to keep his wife/my friend com-

fortable. He sat beside her bed, stood and pointed to the other chair. My dear friend opened her eyes.  
 
“Oh, hi! Do you know my husband Pete?”  
 
“Yes, we know each other.” 
 
“When I met him, I thought to myself that someday he was going to be somebody. He asked me to marry him 

and then one day we woke up and he was somebody. I am so proud of him. But he wants me to eat and I’m not hungry. 
What do you think?” 

 
It didn’t matter what I thought. I walked away from that room knowing that I had been mentored and some-

times coerced by an expert. I would keep climbing the Kingdom Ladder of Friendship but it would be tough. Just a few 
days later, God held out His hand and Mary Jane took it.    

 
In June of this year Kimmy, a relatively new Christian at the time she was a student in that first class I taught 

by myself, reached for God’s extended hand, too. Sadness overwhelmed me. Another who was in that class responded 
to the message that she was jealous that Kimmy skipped to the front of the line.   

 
Why do I share this? My reflecting has caused me to conclude that no matter what rung of the Kingdom ladder 

we are on, it is by God’s grace that we keep climbing. As time passes, we better appreciate what others who have gone 
before us have done to help us become mighty women of God. It takes wisdom and intentional effort to learn and 
teach, to water, plant and grow all at the same time; to pray for God’s will; and to learn to be content and at peace in 
whatever stage of life we’re in. Others have been faithful. We must be, too.  

 
Let’s Keep Climbing! 




