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narratives. With Elizabeth’s own graceful confessions and by link-
ing our own emotions to those of these past heroes, we internalize
so much more than just the moral of their stories. We take on their
hope, their insight, and their love for God in a way that helps us
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scenes from these characters’lives in such a way, you feel you're there.
Time is removed. Rather than biblical saints, they become people just
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us trust God as we wait on Him.”
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“When God Says, Wait’ is a must-read. Elizabeth gives us confidence
and courage in times of waiting, ensuring that we will be ‘better be-
cause of the wait.” We are better because of this book, too! With solid
scriptural advice, practical prompts, and unmatched wit, Elizabeth
helps us find faith in times of uncertainty. Whether youre a mom,
student, business owner, or wife, this book is for you!”

—Lara Casey Isaacson, Author of Make It Happen

“It’s hard to be the example, but someone’s gotta do it! Thank good-
ness it is Elizabeth—her journey through waiting, wit in expressing
it, and wisdom to learn from it. This book is not only a beautiful tes-
tament of one woman’s faith, but a reminder of the many Bible heroes
who God told to wait. Oftentimes life leaves us in the gap between
what is and what will be. Thank you, Elizabeth, for refining the gifts
that can only be given as we wait. Those gifts and this book will be a
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“As Elizabeth writes, when speed is our cultural priority, ‘wait’ feels
like a bad word. Thanks be to God that this does not have to be the
case and that through When God Says, ‘Wait’ we can uncover a road-
map to prayerful, humble, practical, and hopeful waiting—even in the
midst of heartbreaking trial! Any reader will feel indebted to Eliza-
beth’s fearless take on the misconceptions of waiting, sharing from a
deep well of scripture-rich wisdom. While most authors dealing with
such tender topics may shy away from hard-to-swallow truths, Eliz-
abeth guides, challenges, and encourages just like a best friend—with
vulnerability and humor—so that your heart can fall deeper in love
with a God who sees, hears, and cares.”
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and wait for you
and become yours forever.”
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1
Wait|s a Four-Letter Word

Miriam’s Story

Based on Exodus 2:1-10

iriam crouches at water’s edge, bare knees quivering, thin legs
scratched by reeds, heart aching as she listens to her baby brother wail
from within a basket. She prays, pleading harder than she has ever
prayed in her young life.

And just when she thinks she can no longer bear the baby’s
screams, she hears voices—women’s voices—laughing and chattering
in Egyptian. They are coming closer.

Hope and fear surge, lightning through her veins; her stomach
roils, the earth tips sideways. Don'’t faint, Miriam commands herself.
Drawing a shaky breath, she bites down on her fist so hard she draws
blood. These Egyptians will either save her brother or drown him.
Either way, she cannot make a sound. She inches back into a thicker
patch of reeds.

A pretty Egyptian girl, not much older than Miriam, wearing the
robes of a servant, steps forward and parts the reeds. She spots the
basket. The baby cries again, his voice now hoarse, weak. This tiny cry
is worse than the rest, a dagger to Miriam’s heart. He is hungry.

'The servant girl gasps, looks around, flaps helpless hands. At last
she tiptoes forward to draw Miriam’s brother out of the basket.

Miriam watches his tiny, fat feet kicking as his blanket—the
blanket she herself made for him—slips oft and falls into the mud.
Her arms ache for the feel of his soft, chubby body; she can almost
teel him cuddled up warm against her chest, where he belongs. But
still she does not move, does not make a sound.
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'The servant girl, holding the infant awkwardly—away from her
body, as if he is diseased—steps away from the water and calls out.
Miriam recognizes a few words in the foreign tongue: Baby. Hebrew.

Her stomach writhes. She is going to be sick.

She can’t watch.

She can’t look away.

Slowly, she creeps along the riverbank after the girl, keeping her-
self hidden in the tall grass. The servant girl carries the boy—still
kicking and squirming but no longer crying—to the group of women
clustered at the edge of a shallow pool, giggling and gossiping as they
wade in the water.

A tall woman, dressed in royal garb, steps forward. The laughing
voices grow silent. Miriam’s breath catches.

Pharaoh’s daughter.

The servant girl lifts the baby up so the princess can see.

Kick, kick—fat baby feet dangle over the water.

Miriam’s legs quake. Her teeth clamp down over her tongue,
holding a scream inside. Her fingernails dig into dirt, holding her
body down.

Time stops.

'The princess reaches a hand toward the baby.

Miriam prays—not words, just anguished need slung heaven-
ward—till she thinks her head and heart might burst.

'The baby giggles.

The princess smiles.

Pharaoh’s daughter reaches out bangled arms and draws Miriam’s
brother into her chest, hugging him close, nuzzling his soft hair with
her chin, lifting him high into the air over the water so that even
Miriam can see his smile and hear his happy squeal.

Hours later, Miriam stands on her own doorstep holding Moses
in one arm, a sack of coins in the other—payment from Pharaoh’s
daughter, compensation for the wet nurse Miriam promised to find.

Mother opens the door. Whimpers.

Her expression leaps from fear to disbelief to ecstasy. She falls
to her knees. Miriam rattles off the story, the bargain: care for the
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baby until he is weaned, old enough to return to the princess and be
raised a prince of Egypt. Trembling, Mother takes her son, breathes
him in, and rocks him there on the doorstep. She pulls Miriam
down into a hug, sobbing, “Blessed, blessed girl,” over and again into
her hair. Miriam thinks her heart may fly away.

‘Throughout the day and into the night, family and friends flock
to their house to smile on the miracle babe. A celebration breaks out,
the likes of which no Hebrew has seen for years. With the party still
going, the sound of Father’s booming laughter filling their tiny home,
Miriam sneaks away and crawls onto her pallet on the floor, dizzy
with exhaustion, drunk with joy. Sleep is already tugging her down
and under, lullaby waves, when she feels a calloused hand, gentle on
her forehead. “Sweet Miriam, you have saved us all.”

Miriam pushes up and throws her arms around Father’s neck,
breathing in his familiar scent, wood smoke and spices.

“Do you know what I think?” he says in a confidential whisper,
brushing hair back from her face. “I think God will use our baby to
save Israel. One day we will send him back to Pharaoh’s household,
and somehow, some way, God will use his position and learning to
free us all. One day, thanks to you, we will no longer be slaves.”

“Really?” Miriam sucks in air. “How long will we have to wait?
How many years?”

Father taps a finger on her nose. “I don’t know, darling, but when
you have hope, time flies.”

Miriam bounces up and down, no longer sleepy. “I can hardly wait.”

)

I hate waiting.

If you haven't noticed, wait is a four-letter word. Coincidence? I
think not.

It goes something like this:

God is good. Life is. . .pretty good. We have been following Je-
sus for a while, and many of our prayer requests—at least the most
important ones—have been answered. Our faith is strong, the future
brightly shining.
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But then. . .we want something. Something that can’t be bought,
earned, or achieved. We have done our part—worked, grown, taken
risks. Like young Miriam, we feel a promise ringing in our hearts—
Surely what I have prayed for will happen, and soon!—but now we
have reached the point where the decision is out of our hands, which
means it is in God’s. And at first that knowledge feels comforting.
Our hopes, our heart, our happiness—all in the hands of God:

God the Father, who loves us and wants us to be happy.

God the omniscient, who knows us better than we know ourselves.

God the omnipotent, who has a plan and the power to execute it.

God the Creator, who controls the cosmos (surely this one little
request will be easy for Him).

All He has to do is snap His all-powerful, all-loving fingers
and. . .done. Wish granted. Prayer answered.

So we turn to God with our request, asking Him to do for us The
Thing we cannot do for ourselves.

But there’s a problem.

He doesn’t do it.

He doesn’t noz do it, either.

He does nothing. (Nothing we can see, anyway.)

God doesn’t say no, but neither does He say yes.

God says, “Wait.”

Wait, what?

And here’s the part that makes it really difficult to swallow: With
God we don't get the kind of two-way human conversation we are
used to. With prayer there’s usually no verbal response from God, no
explanation, no “Heres My timeline for your life,” no ‘I hear you and I
love you, but I can’t give you what you want (yet) for the following loving,
logical, and comforting reasons. . . .” Instead, we pray and—nothing.
Heaven resounds with His silence.

'The longer the wait, the louder the silence.

But God is good, so we swallow hard and determine to wait
patiently.

On good days, we turn back to prayer.

On bad days, we turn to social media. After two excruciating
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minutes—a contentment-shattering onslaught of clever stories, air-
brushed images, and Big Exciting Announcements—we find our-
selves sinking into the abyss: Everyone else is happy. Everyone else is
getting the thing I need, right on schedule.

With knotted stomach and burning eyes, we try to regroup,
drawing on life lessons we have collected over the years. Our earliest
memories (thank you, Disney princesses) sing, “Believe in yourself!
Follow your heart! Dreams come true!” Our middle and high school
teachers’ voices echo, “Never give up! You will get it soon because you
are awesome (everyone is awesome!), and awesome people always suc-
ceed!” Our Sunday school education encourages us, “Be the persistent
widow!” Our adult theology reminds us, “Keep on asking, keep on
knocking!”

So believe and dream and ask and knock and ask again and knock
again we do. We turn to the Bible, to classic, sublimely comforting
waiting passages like “Be strong and take heart and wait for the Lorp”
(Psalm 27:14), or this, the crown jewel of all the waiting passages:

Trust in the LORD and do good;

dwell in the land and enjoy safe pasture.
Take delight in the LORD,

and he will give you the desires of your heart. . . .
Be still before the LoRrD

and wait patiently for him.

PsaLm 37:3—4,7

With our faith renewed, we enjoy a little chuckle at our own expense,
resign ourselves to wait patiently for a few more days (even weeks,
if need be), and offer a prayer of apology for our impatience. In our
contrition, we even do a heart check:

Dwelling in the land? Check.

Trusting in God? Check.

Delighting in the Lord? Well, I could read and pray a little more,
but. . .as of tomorrow. Check.

And then we sit back and expect God to grant our request within
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the next seven to ten business days.

The problem is, we keep adding our own words to these waiting
passages, and we have no idea we are doing it. We read them, we
think we understand what they are saying, but we don't realize that
subconsciously we keep tacking a little asterisked addendum onto the
end of them that goes something like this:

“Be strong and take heart and wait for the
Lorp. . .”*

*because He is going to give you exactly what you want
really, really soon.

“Delight in the Lorp, and he will give you the
desires of your heart. . .”*

‘and that is a guaranteed formula: If you work hard
and love God, then you will definitely, absolutely get
your heart’s desires—and “desires” includes all of your
desires: admission and scholarships to the college you
want; the job and salary you want; the guy and wed-
ding you want; the apartment you want; the baby you
want; the family you want; the friend you want; the
health you want; the house you want; the happiness you
want—as soon as you decide you want them. . .or pretty
soon afterward.

And so, armed with our unintentionally asterisked waiting pas-
sages, we wait. We pray. We read more waiting passages. We pray
some more. We try not to fidget. We delight in God. We delight in
God some more. We humbly remind God that we are delighting in
Him (teeth gritted, fists clenched, neck veins popping, but doggone it,
if we were any more delighted, wed have a heart attack). We alter our re-
quest to make it sound more spiritual, more like a prayer God would
want to say yes to. We read more waiting passages. We get radical, and
we fast. We ask friends to pray for us and fast with us.

Time passes. Too much time. More time than we'd ever imagined.
As faith fades, doubts bloom. We question God, the Bible, ourselves.
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The longer God’s silence stretches, the more things start to break
inside.

I don’t know what you are waiting for right now, but we all are
waiting for something. If youre like me, youre waiting on several
somethings. Sometimes The Thing we seek is not even a thing, but
a feeling: peace, joy, relief, release, security, home. For many of us,
waiting seasons are the first time our faith has been truly tested. They
present risk and opportunity in equal measure, making us ask the hard
faith questions, making us fight to find—and accept—the answers.

Yes, No, Wait, and. . .Maybe
You have probably heard some preacher say, “When you ask God for
something, He gives one of three answers: Yes, no, or wair.”

It’s a good point, a nice sermon illustration. It makes sense.

But the problem is, yes is obvious. Yes means you get what you
want. End of story, end of prayer request. Time to begin offering
prayers of thanksgiving.

Yes is wonderful.

Yes is what we want every single time we ask God for something.
Yes doesn’t happen nearly as often, or as quickly, as we'd like.

And then there’s 7o: Sometimes 7o is just no. You want to
marry so-and-so, but he marries someone else. End of story. Find
another guy.

But it’s not always that clear-cut. The problem lies between the
no and the waiz. Because really, it’s tough to tell the difference. Some-
times we think God’s answer is 7o, but later—weeks, months, even
decades later—the answer we thought was a 7o turns into a yes, so it
turns out we actually had a waiz all along.

And to make matters even more confusing, I believe God ofters
a fourth option—a theologically mind-bending option, which we
will explore in greater depth in our chapter on persistence in prayer
(chapter 6)—and it’s this: “Maybe. Ask Me again; you might talk Me
into it.” And that answer may be the most maddening—but hope-
sustaining—answer of all.
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Mr. Letterman Jacket
But back to the quandary of the no-man’s-land between 70 and wair.
I have more examples of this from my own life than I can count.

When I was eighteen, I fell madly in love with the most heart-
stoppingly handsome, sincerely spiritual, adorably sweet guy I had ever
met, who also happened to be a quarterback on our college football
team and my closest friend and my ride to church twice a week in his
sporty little Dodge Avenger. I spent the first two years of my college
career begging God to make this handsome, whole-package guy—we’ll
call him Mr. Letterman Jacket—fall in love with me.

Two miserably long years later, the summer after our sophomore
year, a summer filled with lots of vague but promising vibes, God’s
answer felt imminent. The two of us were going to join some college
friends for a weeklong Christian conference in Paris—Paris! The one in
France! The romance capital of the world! And I was sure the time
(and place) had come for God to answer my prayer. All summer I
begged, “Please, Lord, make things clear by the time we go to Paris.”
So when the Love of My Life kept asking every beautiful girl at the
conference out to dinner along the Champs-Elysées, I had no way of
knowing if God’s answer was the zon! it appeared to be or if it was a
wait disguised as a no.

I tormented myself with questions: If God’s answer was indeed
no, did that mean no just for dating Mr. Letterman Jacket right now,
but wait for a boyfriend and marriage, because eventually God would
say yes when the right non-idiot guy came along who saw me for the
prize I was?

Or did it mean no to a boyfriend and marriage and a first kiss,
and yes to a life of celibacy and single-serve microwavable meals to
be enjoyed in the company of my library of books and my houseful of
cats? ('m not making fun of crazy cat ladies here. I am the crazy cat
lady. I adore cats, books, and—foodies, hide your eyes—I have been
known to enjoy many a microwaved meal.)

Confused? So was I. . .and it certainly wasn't the last time.

For many of us, waiting is unfamiliar terrain. New territory. We
have forgotten how to navigate it—or maybe we never learned to
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begin with. And it’s not entirely our fault. This world we live in is all
about immediate gratification:

Fast food!

High-speed Internet!

Overnight shipping!

With speed as a cultural priority, it’s no wonder wait feels like
such a bad word. We don’t believe in waiting.

Wiaiting is a waste of time.

Wiaiting is boring at best, agony at worst.

Wiaiting is the worst possible place to be.

A place? Yes, a place. Because waiting isn't just something we do;
it’s a place we live—usually against our will. It’s a stage of life, a jour-
ney we take, a crucible for the heart.

'The good news? We are not the first people to journey through
the waiting wilderness. People in the Bible had to wait on God, and
most were just as confused as we are, just as mystified and unhappy.
Think for just a moment about some of these people, whose stories we
will explore in the pages of this book:

Miriam, who may have expected God to use her baby brother to
do something spectacular, but if you had told her how many years she
would wait before seeing her hopes fulfilled, her people freed, I won-
der how she would have felt, what would have happened to her faith.
She spends decades—decades!—in slavery, waiting and wondering,
before a burning bush finally lights a fire under Moses, and Miriam
gets to dance out of Egypt, an aging woman leading her people in a
song of praise.

David, who is anointed the future king of Israel when he is just
a teenager, but spends years hiding in caves in the wilderness, fleeing
his enemies, before claiming his promised throne.

Naomi, who loses her husband and two sons; devastated, she re-
names herself “Bitter” and goes home to wait for death to set her free.
Yet God gives her a new family, a second chance.

Sarah, Hannah, Jacob, Ruth, Joseph, Mary, Gideon, Martha,
Abraham—Tlike us, they hoped; like us, they waited in the dark. They

didn’t know how their prayers, their dreams, their lives were going to
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turn out any more than you or I know our own futures. How easily we
forget this when we read their stories!

‘Thanks to the Bible, we know their endings, the meanings of their
stories, the things they could have done difterently. But they simply
lived their lives in the same way you and I do: not knowing the ifs, the
whens, the hows, the whys. (Okay, sure, some of our Bible heroes did
receive heavenly promises direct from God, but those promises rarely
panned out in the way or in the timeline they expected, so I suggest
we grant them a lot of grace, the kind of grace you and I would need
in their same position.) Waiting was every bit as agonizing for them
as it is for us. Every bit as confounding. Every bit as nail-biting.

As we explore their stories, they will equip us to live our own—
particularly our problematic waiting times—with faith, patience, per-
spective, and a healthy dose of humor. Together we can plot a road
map from scripture to help us navigate our own journeys through the
barren waiting places.

The Road Ahead

I cannot pretend to foretell what lies ahead for you. I don’t know
how long you will wait—which prayers will be granted, which will
be denied.

I can’t promise you yeses for all of your prayers, but I can share with
you the lessons I have prayed and studied and fought and resented and re-
sisted and pleaded and fasted and pouted and wept and rejoiced and
cajoled and wheedled and doubted and believed and laughed and hugged
and sung and worshipped and persevered and kicked and screamed my
way through.

I can offer you hope that the Bible can help you find the strength
and spirituality you will need not just to suffer through your waiting
times but to grow through them into the person God is shaping you to
be. The person you might not even know you want to be.

I can offer you the insight that life is waiting—a series of waiting
seasons between blessings, as God’s plan for our lives unfolds one blind
turn after the other. The insight that life is waiting—waiting for our
dreams and desires, yes, but also waiting for heaven, where all that is
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lacking in this life and wrong with this world will be set right at last.

At this very moment, God is telling you, and me, and everyone we
know—our families, our friends (even the picture-perfect airbrushed
ones)—to wait for something. And we are all in for a challenging ride:

When God says, “Wait,” He doesn't tell us for how long.

When God says, “Wait,” we face one of life’s greatest tests.

When God says, “Wait,” we have decisions to make.

When God says, “Wait,” we can control only two things: how we
wait, and who we become along the way.

This book is about the journey of waiting, the space between an-
swers, and the decisions we make while we live there.

So what are we waiting for? Let’s get started.

Waiting Room Reading

For Further Study
You can read more about Miriam’s life in Exodus 15:1-21 and Num-

bers 12.

Journal Prompt

Are you happy with how you are handling this season of waiting so
tar> Why or why not? What's the hardest part about waiting? Do you
have questions about faith, God, or God’s promises that you need to
resolve?

Prayer Prompt

All my longings lie open before you, Lord;
my sighing is not hidden from you.

My heart pounds, my strength fails me;
even the light has gone from my eyes. . . .

Lorp, I wait for you;
you will answer, Lord my God.
PsaLm 38:9—-10, 15
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