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My mother has been working on this book called "What I 
Want You to Know" or something like that. It prompts you 
with headings such as "What was your favorite childhood 
memory?" And you fill a page with the answer and then you 
move on. You eventually move from your young life to your 
children's. So I get to find out all this great stuff about my 
worst habit as a kid. She finally let me see mine on Valentine's 
Day. I love it. She's still working on it but she's mostly done. 
There are a ton of pictures in mine. (One of which I might have 
to scan and show you. It's a Christmas one of me when I was 
two or three. I'm telling you - it belongs on a Christmas card. 
Hallmark material. Adorable.)  
 
 
I was looking through it when I stopped short. There's a pic-
ture of my grandfather, he's standing by a bureau and his back 
is to the camera. He's wearing this really cool black hat and 
he's holding a picture. He almost looks like he's talking to it. I 
looked closer and realized that it's a picture of me. I sat there 
and stared at it for the longest time, I felt this amazing con-
nection with this man in this picture. I asked Mom what he 
was doing. He was talking to the picture. He had a whole row 
of them on his dresser and he would talk to me on the way to 
the bathroom. (Okay, that part made me laugh.) I don't even 
remember him. I didn't know him at all. Yet, I'm flipping 
through all these pictures and I suddenly stop because all this 
time, all these years later, I can tell. I can feel that there's love 
there. I wanted to crawl into that picture and never ever come 
out. Because it felt so safe. I know, beyond a shadow of a 
doubt that he wasn't talking to my pictures at all - he was talk-
ing to me. I want so desperately to know what he was saying. I 
want so desperately to hear his voice. And it must sound a 
little crazy to you but all my life it's been as if I almost can. 
Like, if I listen hard enough, if I sit quietly long enough I can 
almost hear him. It's like something you wanted to tell some-
one and then you forgot it, and it bugs you for hours because 
it's right there - you just can't remember it. There used to be a 
picture of him hanging in the church he used to pastor and I 
would stand in the little foyer and look up at it for the longest 
times. I never got tired of looking at that picture.  

It's funny being a Third Culture Kid. People come and people 
go and you just kind of learn to deal with it. You take what you 
can get and you have fun while you can and then you say 
goodbye. Always this never-ending cycle of saying goodbye. 
Nothing lasts forever if you're human. If you're an MK nothing 
even pretends to. So, we make memories wherever we can. 
We squeeze as much love as possible out of every single  
moment.  We do our best to redeem the time.  
 
I looked up that word "redeem." It means (among other 
things) to recover ownership of; to pay off; to fulfill; to set free 
and to make up for. It hit me all of a sudden that all of this: the 
friends I love; the homes I lose; the events I'm missing out on; 
the love I was too young to even know - all of it. God's going to 
take care of that. You see, like Job, I know that my Redeemer 
lives, and that in the end He will stand upon the earth. (Job 
19:25) That in the end, He's going to stand. That I'm going to 
stand with Him. That the end will be the beginning. I'll have a 
new mind, a new body, and all the time in the world. God is 
going to mend the broken places. God is going to give me a 
new song. God is going to watch me sit and talk to my Paw 
Paw in person. God is going to redeem my time.  
 
As I sit here and look at that picture, of this great man that I 
didn't even know, I am amazed that I can feel his love even 
now. That the redemption process began with salvation, and it 
just keeps on going.  
 
So, as in Isaiah 63:9, May He be distressed in your distress. 
May the angel of His presence save you. May His love and 
mercy redeem you. May He lift you up in the knowledge of the 
days of old. And may you rest in the knowledge that He is al-
ready redeeming your time. 
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