MY DARKEST NIGHT

As I stood on the pavement of Silas Creek Parkway in Winston-Salem, North Carolina, in the horrible winter morning of December 18, 1995, I could barely feel my earlobes, and rubbing them with my gloved fingers did little to ease the discomfort. My nose was dripping clear fluid. I was broke, lost, hungry and felt so alone. To add to this, I was more than 5,000 air miles away from the place I called home, my beautiful pregnant wife, and my two sweet little girls. The next week my problems intensified. All the plans my hostess had in place for me failed. The Christians we met in rural North Carolina took one look at me and withdrew their promises to my hostess. The poor lady grew weary and suggested that I should go back to where I came from. But, how could I go back after all that my God had told me? Would my story be that I met trouble and backed down?

The dark clouds deepened and soon, I, Mfon Cyrus-David, a minister of the gospel of Jesus Christ, a citizen of the United States, a medical doctor, Faith’s husband, a father to Idara and Deborah, a choice son of Sam and Clevy was about to become a street person! My hostess called the Samaritan’s Purse to inquire about accommodations for me in their half way house. I was to spend my first Christmas in the United States with the homeless. Trouble like I had never seen laid its dark hands on me. Then, just then, my God, the Almighty God said, “It’s enough!”

Why do we as born again Christians face trouble in this world? Does the Lord use our trials to train us for His purpose? How should we respond to these problems? In my darkest hour yet, I learned a few things about dealing with life’s problems under the shadow of the Almighty God. Some of which I share in this book.
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