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A Match Made In Heaven

 The True Cinderella Story That’s All About The Prince

“For from Him and through Him and to Him are all things. To Him be the glory forever. Amen” 









Romans 11:36 (HCSB)

Introduction

He was alive? Cinderella’s father was alive? How could that be?  Everything I had ever thought about the Cinderella story hinged on the fact that her father was dead.  But, after his introduction as an “honest gentleman” who had taken a second wife, the story says only that Cinderella “suffered all in silence, not daring to complain to her father who was entirely ruled by his new wife.” Cinderella’s father was alive.

With a growing excitement, I continued to read.  For the first time in my life, I realized that I was truly Cinderella.  I had always believed that if Cinderella’s father had lived, she would never have ended up in the attic. But that was such an odd thought coming from me, a person whose life had been filled with painful memories of an abusive father.  My father was alive and bad things still happened.

It all began one December day after Christmas as I was putting my house back in order, putting the Christmas decorations away and rearranging the furniture that had been moved to accommodate the Christmas tree. I came across a collection of books from childhood called The Junior Classics. Remembering the many hours I had spent enjoying them, memorizing poems of Paul Revere and Abe Lincoln, playing school with my sister, Luann, I picked up my favorite volume, “Fairy Tales and Fables”.  

As I flipped nostalgically through the yellowed pages, the wonderful musty smell of an old, well-worn book filled the air.  Thumbing through the book, I stopped at the title of my favorite story, the favorite of most girls since Charles Perrault pinned it in the 1600’s, Cinderella.  

Thinking that I already knew it by heart, I was amazed to find the story so different than I had remembered as a child.  The Disney version and the Rogers and Hammerstein Musical had clouded my memory of the original story. To my amazement Cinderella’s father was alive and knew that she was living in the attic, sitting among the ashes.

As I turned the page and continued to read, a sweet peace came over me.  The king’s son was giving a series of balls, the king’s son was waiting at the door; the king’s son ran after her, the king’s son searched for her.  At that moment I knew the story was all about the Prince and it was a match made in heaven.

The following Wednesday night, I could hardly wait to go to church.  My mentor and pastor at the time was Dr. Charles Forrester.  He had been my pastor since I was 16 years old.  He was a brilliant man and had been instrumental in my Christian growth as a young woman.  In my early twenties, he began to encourage my spiritual growth by handing me great works of famous Christians such as Hannah Whithall Smith, Oswald Chambers and Ian Thomas with the simple statement “Have you read this book?” At first I felt obligated to read his offerings. Soon I became a sponge, soaking up every drop and thirsting for more.

Preacher Forrester, as he was affectionately known at our church, was a brilliant man, but he wasn’t always known as a tactful man.  If you wanted his opinion you needed to be prepared for the truth no matter how bluntly it might be delivered.  So it was with a certain amount of caution that I approached him with the subject contained in this book. He was not a “touchy-feely” man and was very serious about the study of the scriptures. So I began, “Preacher what do you think about….”?  After pausing for several minutes he said, “You know I can see it.”  I was elated.

The following week, true to form, Preacher Forrester approached me with a book two inches thick and said, “I don’t think this book has any pumpkins in it, but it might be a help.”  The book was “Preaching from the Types and Metaphors of the Bible” by Benjamin Keach. Benjamin Keach, born in England, lived from 1636-1704.  Amazingly, Charles Perrault, the original author of Cinderella, lived in neighboring France during the same time (1628-1703), so words such a “looking glass” would have held the same meaning for both men.  

With my Bible in one hand and “Preaching from the Types and Metaphors” in the other, I began this journey.  But my real journey began several years before when, at the age of 13, I met the Prince.  He took my filthy rags of sin and clothed me in His righteousness.  He put the prettiest glass slippers in the world on my bare feet.  He offered me His nail-scarred hand and led me with utmost courtesy into the ball.  He called me His beloved and transformed my life forever.

Even in our fairy tales as children, it was what we longed for; the good guy wins, evil is conquered, and the best part “happily ever after”.  Something wonderful that would last forever.  That was really the best part- forever.  A place where fathers are what they are supposed to be, your beloved is faithful and you are loved with an everlasting love.
I am Cinderella.  You can be Cinderella.  You don’t have to come from abuse to say that.  Every girl, no matter what her background, wants to be Cinderella.  It is not the “rags to riches” story that makes us long to be her.  No one wants to start out in rags.  The reason we all want to be Cinderella is that at the end of the story she gets the Prince.  Oh, I know the dress is great, the palace is fabulous, but it’s the Prince that makes the story.

As I read and reread Cinderella by Charles Perrault, I realized that it was a beautiful parable of the Prince, the Lord Jesus Christ. The original story of Cinderella was first published in a book called Histories or Tales of Past Times, with Morals by Charles Perrault.  In Lord of the Rings, Fellowship of the Rings, The Motion Picture, there is a line that says, “History became legend, legend became myth, some things that should not have been forgotten were lost”.

 Though very little is actually said about the Prince, He is the primary ingredient in every facet of the story. Romans 11:36 says, “For from Him and through Him and to Him are all things, to Him be glory forever, amen.”  

The purpose of this book is to take the most beloved fairy tale of all times and show that it is really a parable of the greatest story ever told. 
I am Cinderella and the story is true.  And it will last forever.  There is a Prince and He is to die for.  And there is a fairy Godmother, and a Pumpkin, and a wand and a glass slipper.  And the glass slipper fits me and it fits you and everyone who will accept it.  The characters and familiar objects in the story are known by different names in the Bible, but I will show you that they are all there.  Come along with me and discover how you too can have a Match Made In Heaven.

* * * * * * * * * * *

     Imagine Jesus sitting on the shore of the Sea of Galilee, an immense crowd pressing towards Him. With the help of His disciples, He climbs into a small fishing boat tied along the shore, the gentle waves rocking the boat as He sits down.   Jesus begins to tell one of His parables, but instead of beginning His parable with “Behold, a sower went forth to sow…” or “The Kingdom of Heaven is like…” He says,

“There once was an honest gentleman who took for his second wife, the proudest and most disagreeable in the whole country.  She had two daughters exactly like herself in all things.  He also had one little girl, who resembled her dead mother, the best woman in all the world.” 

The disciples always waited until later, when the crowds had finally gone home, to ask the meaning of the parable.  Each waited; hoping one of the others would ask that question that always loomed after one of His stories.  They knew what He had said was important.  They knew they were supposed to understand.  Finally someone would ask, “Lord, what did that mean?” 

Jesus, patient as always, begins to explain…
* * * * * * * * *
A Match Made In Heaven is divided into nine parts.

· The Prince- The Lord Jesus Christ

· The Girl-The Lost World

· The Stepsisters- The Pharisees (The Religiously Lost)

· The Godmother-The Holy Spirit

· The Garden-The Church

· The Gown- Salvation

· The Party-The Christian Life (walking in victory and the reasons why we fail)

· The Pursuit-Redeeming Grace

· The Prize- The Victorious Christian Life
Part 1-The Prince

Chapter 1

Fighting Dragons, Rescuing Princesses and

Finding His Own True Love

(A Prince’s Tale-Not A Fairy Tale)

Lift up your heads, O you gates!

And be lifted up, you everlasting doors!

And the King of Glory shall come in.

Who is this King of Glory?

The Lord strong and mighty,

The Lord mighty in battle. (Ps. 24:7-8)

It was the spring of the year, the time when kings go forth to battle.  It had been a long winter, but the rain had finally stopped and it was getting warmer.


The Prince and the dragon were old enemies.  The dragon had been driven out of Kingdom of Heaven in a great war long ago.  The dragon loathed the Prince and the adoration he received.  The Prince’s beloved had been captured and while the dragon cared nothing for his hostage, he knew the Prince loved her and to him that was a weakness.


She had been easy prey.  She had been beguiled by the dragon- who from a distance shined as an angel of light, fool’s gold.  Instead of waiting for the true prince she had been lured away.  The dragon laughed to himself; she had come by her own choice.


The dragon now ruled the Kingdom of Darkness.  It was a sorrowful place, with only the faintest hint of what had been promised long ago.


In the fullness of time, the Great Lord of Heaven had bid his son go.  The Prince’s bride was in bondage.  A ransom would have to be paid.  The Prince and the dragon both knew the price- the life of the Prince.  Yet the Prince went willingly.


For three long years the battled raged.  The Prince proved to be a more formidable adversary than the dragon had first thought.  Daily, the numbers of people who were following the Prince grew.  The chains of darkness that had so long held their hearts were falling away.  Even the dragon’s demons had no power over the Prince.  The dragon was furious.  He must destroy this man.


The final straw came as the Prince rode a colt of all things into the city.  People spread their coats on the road, while others spread branches they had cut in the field.  Those who went ahead and those who followed shouted, “Blessed is he who comes in the name of the Great Lord.”


The dragon raged.  The one who should be kneeling down to him was being exalted.  The dragon sent his demons scrambling in all directions to infiltrate the crowd.  


Soon the crowd became a mob and adoration turned to anger.  The Prince’s devoted disciples turned to traitors and cowards.  Those who loved him best feared the crowd more.


The dragon’s soldiers’ led the Prince away.  They put a purple robe on him, twisting a crown of thorns on his head.  Again and again they struck him.  Falling to their knees, they sarcastically paid homage to him.  When they had mocked and cursed him, they took off the purple robe and led him out to be crucified.


The dragon danced around his dungeon.  It had been so easy.  The Prince had not even put up a fight.  Where were his followers, where was the Great Lord of Heaven?  His enemy had been destroyed and the Prince’s beloved would forever be in chains.  The dragon had no intention of keeping his end of the bargain.

Lift up your heads, O you gates!

Lift up, you everlasting doors!

And the King of Glory shall come in.

Who is this King of Glory?

                                      The Lord strong and mighty,

            The Lord mighty in battle. (Ps. 24:7-8)


The dragon could not have possibly known that in ages past the Holy Triune, the Counsel of the Most High, had met.  They had decided the time, the place and how they would forever defeat the dragon.  It had been a well-orchestrated and brilliant trap, for if the dragon had known what would happen that day, he would have never shown up.

As the dragon cackled and danced and sang his murderous melody, the earth began to quake and the sky grew dark.  As the Prince hung on the cross, he whispered, “It is finished.”


To a group of heartbroken and terrified disciples each hour seemed like eternity, while below the dragon and his demons celebrated their victory.  As the dragon basked in his own glory, a figure appeared at the dungeon door “dressed in a long white robe, a gold sash wrapped around his chest.  His head and hair were white like wool, white as snow, his eyes like a fiery flame”.  The dragon’s eyes fell from the shining face to the nail pierced hands and feet, the only scars from the previous battle.  Shaking the keys ever so slightly, the Prince smiled, the sound spelled doom for the dragon.  No longer the beaten and tortured Prince, the one who stood before the trembling dragon was the King of Glory.

Lift up your heads, O you gates!

Lift up, you everlasting doors!

And the King of glory shall come in.

Who is this King of glory?

The Lord of Hosts,

He is the King of glory! (Ps. 24:9-10)


The Prince returned home, weary from battle, triumphant in defeating his great enemy the dragon.  Having finished the work his father had given him to do, “he sat down at the right hand of the throne of the Majesty on high” and said, “Hey Dad, let’s have a party! We’ll invite everyone.” 
Part 2-The Girl
Chapter 4
It Wasn’t Enough


“She suffered all in silence, not daring to complain to her father, who was entirely ruled by his new wife.  When her daily work was done, she used to sit down in the chimney corner among the ashes; from which the two sisters gave her the nickname of Cinderella.  But Cinderella, however shabbily clad, was handsomer than they were with all their fine clothes.” (Perrault)

I was one of four children, the third in line. The problem with being third is that you are not the oldest son, the oldest daughter or the baby of the family.  Each of those positions has some kind of status attached to them.

Mike, the oldest, was in charge.  He was the dare devil, the adventurer.  We marveled at his feats; we feared for his life. Mike’s features looked like my dad’s, but he had my mother’s dark hair and gray-green eyes. 

Luann, my older sister, had a beautiful voice and was known as “the one who sings”. Her features were like my mother’s, but she had my dad’s beautiful olive completion and exotic brown eyes.

My younger brother, Patrick, is only 18 months younger than me.  When I was three years old and he was one year old, he stood up to walk and I was never taller than him again. My younger brother‘s favorite saying is, “My name is Patrick, but my mama calls me “baby”. At 6’7” he has my dad’s height as well as his complexion and eyes.   

I, on the other hand, was left-handed and did not look like anyone in the family. I was blonde, blue-eyed and pale. We would go to family reunions and cousins would ask my sister if she had brought a “little friend from Florida”.  

To make matters worse, I remember as a third grader reading the comment section of my report card at the end of the year.  This is where the teacher is supposed to write how she loved having you in her class and what a joy you were to teach. Mine said, “Sandra doesn’t read well.  She needs to spend the summer working on her reading skills.” I was crushed.  Even my teacher thought I was lacking.  

I determined on that day that I was going to be “the smart one”.  I got out the dictionary.  I was going to copy the entire Webster’s Dictionary that summer.  I only got as far as the “B’s”, but this “voluminous undertaking initiated an infatuation for the English vocabulary” that exist to this day.  

I became “the smart one”.  Not because I was any smarter than the others, but because I worked harder to prove it. But even that backfired on me.

I didn’t want to be better than the others, just good enough to be listed in the group.  My dad loved to read, of all things, child psychology books.  He decided, in order to motivate the others to study harder, he would reward me.  He took me shopping for a new outfit while they walked around the store and watched. I hated every minute of it. I felt like I was their punishment for not making all A’s.  I can still see the plaid skirt, white blouse and red sweater that he bought for me that day.

To top it all off, one Saturday morning a group of teenagers from a local church came to our house to visit.  I think they wanted to talk to my older brother and sister who were actually teenagers.  The girl who was drafted to “share” with me seemed aggravated that she had to talk to a kid.  She frequently glanced towards her friends who were talking to my older brother.

 Ignoring her disinterest, I longed to know what she had to say. Taking the little tract, acting as if I should already know its content, she flipped through each page.  I remember the simple tract with its stick figures of a man separated from a Holy God. She told me how my sin would not allow me to come to Him.  She went on the say that Jesus had died for my sin, but all I could hear playing over and over in my head was that even with God, I couldn’t be good enough.

I had tried everything to be good enough, but it wasn’t enough.
Regardless of our background, we all have ideas about what it takes to be good enough and while it’s rare that any one person has all of these, it is understood that at least one of the following is necessary.  You usually hear it from those of us who don’t have them.  “If only I had family connections, lived in a better neighborhood, was talented, was beautiful.”  The boys say, “If only I could play basketball like Michael Jordan” and the girls say, “If only I looked like Cindy Crawford or could sing like Celine Dion, my world would be perfect.”

You might be surprised to know that to the outside world Cinderella had all the things we associate with success.

· Family Connections- Charles Perrault called Cinderella’s father an “an honest gentleman”. A gentleman was a man of noble birth, a landowner.  Her father would have been an important man in the community.  Today, he would have been a stockbroker, a banker, a CEO of a corporation. But it wasn’t enough.
· The right neighborhood- Her house had beautiful carpets, long flowing staircases, massive bedrooms, mirrors from head to foot.  By the description, Cinderella lived in a fine house.  One of those beautiful brick mansions you see from the road and wished you lived in. But it wasn’t enough.
· She was beautiful- “Even in her rags, she was more handsome than her sisters in their fine clothes.”  Imagine- they were jealous of her! Have you ever seen a beautiful woman and thought she would look good even in a paper sack.  Women today say, “If only I looked like… if only I was a size…if only I were younger…if only I were older.  Cinderella was beautiful. But it wasn’t enough.
· She was talented- Listen to the description of Cinderella- “like her mother, the best woman in the world, hardworking, excellent taste, talented at arranging hair (“an accomplishment in which she excelled many a noted coiffeur”), a diplomat with her bickering sisters, obedient.  She tried to do everything right. But it wasn’t enough.
Because our church has always had a bus ministry, we have always dealt with the less advantaged.  With bus ministries you tend to reach out to housing projects, trailer parks and lower income families, people more likely to need a ride to church.  We expect to see a lot of Cinderellas on the bus ministry and we get excited when the Lord transforms one to a princess before our very eyes.


Every Sunday, on its way to the other side of town, our big blue and white church bus rolls past beautiful homes in fine neighborhoods with two car garages filled with brand new automobiles.  Do we ever stop to think that Cinderellas could possibly live in those houses too?


Kim was a beautiful woman, the kind of woman who turned heads when she walked into a room.  Tall and elegant, confident and poised.  Kim had everything. She had been raised in a Christian home, with godly parents who loved her.  She lived in a beautiful brick home in a fine neighborhood.  She married her high school sweetheart, a successful insurance executive.  She had a handsome teenage son.  She was a successful businesswoman, the owner of her own travel agency.  She was a leader in her church, a deacon’s wife and a Sunday School teacher.  To the outside world, Kim had everything.  

 Kim is my sister-in-law. My husband Chris is both her brother and her pastor. In my quiet time one day, as I was praying, the Lord spoke to my heart and said “Kim’s not saved”.  I gave the Lord all the reasons why I knew she must be, but I prayed that if I was wrong that she would come to know the truth. 

Kim called our home late one Saturday night.  I handed the phone to Chris and waited. “Kim wants me to come over to her house, she didn’t say why,” he said as he put on his shoes.  “Kim’s not saved,” I said under my breath. Looking up sharply, he shook his head and began to give me all the reasons why he knew she was. Grabbing his keys, he went out the door. “Something must be wrong,” he said more to himself than to me. As he drove away, I began to pray.

Kim had come to the place in her life where she realized that “everything wasn’t enough.” 

Ian Thomas, in his message “My Rice For His Gold” says, “What our Lord wants us to present to Him is not goodness, nor honesty, nor endeavor, but real solid sin; that is all he can take from us. What does He give in exchange for our sin? His real, solid righteousness.  We must relinquish all pretense of being anything, all claim of being worthy of God’s consideration.”


“There is a sharp disillusionment to go through before we do relinquish.  When a man really sees himself as the Lord sees him, it is not the awful sin of the flesh that shocks him, but the awful nature of the pride of his own heart against Jesus Christ.”


“When he sees himself in the light of the Lord, the shame and horror and the desperate conviction comes home.”


I had worked hard to be good enough.  Kim had everything to offer, and in both cases it wasn’t enough. 

“For by grace you have been saved through faith, and that not of yourselves, it is the gift of God, not of works, lest anyone should boast.” Ephesians 2:8-9 (NKJV)

From the greatest to the least, we must all come to the Prince though the ashes. 
Chapter 5

Up In Smoke


Usually, when you think of Jonah, you think of a big fish, a wayward preacher and a “three day cruise”, but that’s not the only message in the Book of Jonah. 

In the very first verse of the book, the Lord calls to Jonah to go to the great evil city of Nineveh to cry out against them because their wickedness had come up before Him.  Nineveh, the largest city in the world at that time and the capitol city of Assyria, was home to the archenemies of Israel.  The Ninevites were infamous for their cruelty, and Jonah had reasons for wanting to see them destroyed.

In our day, Jonah would have been known as a tri-athlete.  Jonah takes a hike, goes for a swim and catches God’s ferry (the fish) back to Nineveh. Then the Bible says that the word of the Lord came to Jonah a second time.  The Lord again tells Jonah to go through the city, crying out that in forty days the Lord is going to destroy them.  We give Jonah a hard time for his disobedience, but get the picture.  A lone Israeli prophet going through the largest, meanest city in the known world crying out their impending judgment and destruction by a God these pagans didn’t even believe in.

 As Jonah went about telling of his experience in the fish’s belly and warning of God’s impending judgment, news traveled across the land.

According to John MacArthur, “the people of Nineveh worshipped a fish god called Dagon; the fish god was represented as half man and half fish.  The acid from the fish’s stomach would have bleached Jonah’s face, thus validating the experience.” Just imagine- the Lord God has a large fish (the symbol of their deity) cough up an Israeli prophet on their shore. 

What is even more amazing is the response of the people of Nineveh.  The Bible says the people of Nineveh believed God, proclaimed a fast and put on sackcloth, “from the greatest of them even to the least of them”. The Bible goes on to say that when the word of Jonah’s message reached the king’s ears, he arose from his throne, laid aside his robe, covered himself with sackcloth (Cinderella’s ragged frock) and sat in the ashes (in the chimney corner among the ashes).  The king of Nineveh declared a fast for man and beast and said, “let every one turn from his evil way and from the violence that is in his hands.  Who can tell if God will turn and relent, and turn away from His fierce anger, so that we may not perish?”

Beth Moore, in her book Breaking Free says, “To cast ashes on one’s head was the humble symbol of man’s desperate need for God’s mercy and his ever-pending covenant with destruction.  Those who covered themselves with ashes symbolically stated that, without God, they would be nothing.”

In Cinderella, the story says, “When her daily work was done, she used to sit down in the chimney corner among the ashes…” This is the symbol of her total helplessness and her “desperate need for God’s mercy”. Her hopes and dreams had “gone up in smoke”.  For all of her efforts to be good enough, she had ended up in the ashes. 

At the age of 13 I found myself sitting in the corner among the ashes.  I told you earlier that I had been shocked to realize that Cinderella’s father, “an honest gentleman”, was alive and knew she was living in the attic.  But maybe he didn’t. I had an “honest gentlewoman” for a mother.  She was hard working and suffered much for the sake of her children. My father, a bus driver, was never an eight-to-five dad.  His hours and days off changed weekly and the abuse happened while my mother was at work.  Like Cinderella, we suffered in silence because we didn’t want to add to the tears she tried to hide as he raged on. 

We never talked about it.  Each one of us went to his or her own corner and tried to wait out the storm until my father left town again.  Like Cinderella, we would “sit down in the chimney corner among the ashes”. I could go on, but this book is not about abuse.  It’s about rescue.

Cinderella is a beautiful picture of how we must all come to the Prince.  As a young Cinderella, I realized that my sin had come up before the Lord.  I heard the call of Jonah and of Jesus, “unless you repent you shall all likewise perish”. (Luke 13:3) 

I remember being afraid to go to sleep at night.  We always prayed the childhood prayer of “Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep, if I should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take.”  If I should die before I wake? If I should die?

I would lie in my bed at night and try to stay awake.  Knowing that if I died in my sleep, I would not go to heaven.  

 I, like the king of Nineveh, sat in the ashes of my life, hoping “the Lord would relent from His anger”. 

Our wickedness has come up before the Lord.  The Bible says, “There is none righteous, no not one” and “For all have sinned and fall short of the glory of God.” (Romans 3:23) From “the greatest to the least”, we must all come to the Prince through the ashes.

Chapter 6

The Nickname
“… the two sisters gave her the nickname of Cinderella.”

“A nickname is the hardest stone that the devil can throw at a man.”









William Hazlitt     




The name Cinderella has an endearing quality as we embrace her “rags to riches” story, but to Cinderella, it was a reminder that she was “the cinder girl who sat among the ashes”.


Nicknames can be endearing, a play on someone’s name because their siblings can’t pronounce it.  My uncle has had the nickname of “Budger” all his life because his sister could not say brother. My father-in-law’s name is Demus but he is affectionately known as Dink. 


Lots of nicknames begin in Middle School.  That’s the time of life when our bodies begin to grow and change.  Some parts of our bodies grow faster than others, so we get nicknames like “Bird Legs” or “Shorty”. One of my husband’s good friends moved to the South in the second grade, forty years later he is still called “Yank”.


I love to talk.  From the time I started first grade, I have always gotten into trouble for talking in class.  When I was in eighth grade, my friend always sat in front of me.  Because I was always talking to her, her head was always turned sideways so she could hear what I was saying. My math teacher called me Gasmouth (my maiden name was Gasaway) and he called her “The Ear” because he said all he ever saw of her was her ear. My retort back to him about my nickname was “GM-The Mark of Excellence”.


We had fun with our math teacher and his good natured teasing, but in the story of Cinderella and for many of us, a nickname is no laughing matter.  The word “nickname” is just a more acceptable term for name-calling.  Name-calling is the use of offensive names to cause rejection or condemnation. Children say, “Sticks and bones may break my bones, but words will never hurt me.” Nothing could be further from the truth.  In the middle of my father’s rages, name-calling came easy.  Words can crush the heart leaving scars long after the strips have faded. Words like stupid, lazy, no-good, worthless. We hear them over and over in our heads.  The devil loves to whisper in our ear, “You don’t really think you can do that, do you? Don’t you remember what they said, “You can’t do anything right.” And unless we allow the Lord to change our thinking, those names and the thoughts connected to them can follow us all the days of our lives. Proverbs 23:7 says, “ as a man thinks in his heart, so is he.”


As a teenager, even after I became a Christian, I could hear the enemy say, “You are a nobody.  You will never amount to anything.” I was elected to the Homecoming Court as Class Representative in my Junior year.  I remember when they called my name.  I stood emotionless before the entire student body. I had no reaction. “Do you jump up and down, shrieking wildly? Do you cry and wave? Do you smile broadly, thanking your public? I was a deer in the headlights. All I could think about was that I was not supposed to be here.  They must have made a mistake and any minute someone was going to announce to the whole student body that a mistake had been made.  Someone told a friend that I was conceited because I acted like I expected to win since I had no reaction. But over and over in my head, all I could hear was “people would only laugh to see a cinder wench at the ball.”


A nickname can be a misname or misnomer- to call by a wrong name or wrong designation. A name change can also serve another purpose.  If the enemy can convince us that we do not deserve our birthright, the “nickname” becomes a self-fulfilling prophecy.  If you hear the lie long enough you begin to believe it. 


In this respect, Daniel and his three Hebrew friends of the Old Testament were like Cinderella.  The story says she was handsomer than her sisters, talented, smart, polite and obedient.  The Bible says Daniel, Hananiah, Mishael and Azariah were “young men without any physical defect, handsome, showing aptitude for every kind of learning, well informed, quick to understand and qualified to serve in the king’s palace.” They were probably between the ages of 15 and 17 and were of royal descent. They were taken captive and enslaved by a Babylonian king. For all their talent and ability they had ended up, like Cinderella, in bondage.  


Because of the choices of other, through no fault of their own, they had become servants of the house. One hundred years before, the prophet Isaiah said to Hezekiah, “Hear the word of the Lord: The time will surely come when everything in your palace, and all that your fathers have stored up until this day, will be carried off to Babylon.  Nothing will be left says the Lord.  And some of your descendants, your own flesh and blood that will be born to you, will be taken away, and they will become eunuchs in the palace of the king of Babylon. (II Kings 20:16-18) Later in Chapter 21 of II Kings the Lord tells why these things are going to happen.  Because Manasseh, King of Judah, had committed great sin, the Lord said, “I am going to bring such disaster on Jerusalem and Judah that the ears of everyone who hears of it will tingle” So in the third year of the reign of Jehoiakim, king of Judah, Nebuchadnezzar, king of Babylon, besieged the city and took his captives back to Babylon.


“Now from among those of the sons of Judah were Daniel, Hananiah, Mishael and Azariah.  To them the chief of the eunuchs gave names: he gave Daniel the name Belteshazzar; to Hannaniah, Shadrach; to Mishael, Meshach; and to Azariah, Abed-Nego.” (Daniel 1:6-7)

 
  According to John MacArthur, “A key factor in the “brainwashing” process of the Babylonian training was a name switch.  This was to link the inductees to local gods rather than support their former religious loyalty.” Daniel, Hananiah, Mishael, and Azariah all had their God given names changed by their captors to names associated with the false gods the Babylonians worshiped.  Every time they were called Belteshazzar, Shadrach, Meshach and Abed-nego, they were reminded of how far they were from home and the people and things they loved.


Cinderella, and Daniel and his friends, had ended up in the ashes because of other people’s choices.  But you might be like Naomi, Ruth’s mother-in-law.  She and her husband had left Bethlehem (the House of Bread) in the middle of a famine to go down to Egypt.  Instead of waiting and trusting the Lord for provision, they had left in search of what the world could provide.  Along the way Naomi lost her husband and two sons.  When she returned home, she said “call me Mara because the Lord has made my life bitter. I went out full and have come back empty.”


Maybe you’re like “the woman at the well” thinking that the next relationship will fix all your problems.  Maybe you’re like the woman caught in adultery, thinking someone else’s husband is better than yours. No matter how your name got changed, whether it was through the choices of others or your own, there is an answer for you. Each of these women found their answer in Jesus.  When the Prince calls to us in the ashes of our lives with an invitation to come to him, he can take what the enemy meant for evil and turn it to our good.

The Lord always seems to take the things the devil throws at us and makes them instruments of His grace. No false god could ever protect Daniel, and his three friends; yet what we remember most about them was the protection they received from the One True God, Jehovah. In the midst of the den of lions and a fiery furnace, The Lord proved to be the real protector of their lives.


Even after 70 years in captivity, Daniel continued to open his window towards Jerusalem and pray three times a day.  Like Cinderella who sat by the fire at the end of each day when she had finished her chores, Daniel would remember what it had been like before.


We never know Cinderella’s real name.  She is simply “the cinder wench who sat among the ashes”.  The Cinderella story says that the King’s son issued an invitation to all, but the stepsisters had convinced her that people would only laugh to see a “cinder wench” at the ball. But the Lord says, “Fear not for I have redeemed you; I have summoned you by name, you are mine.” (Is. 43:1b) He knows your real name.


In the Book of Daniel, Daniel never called his friends by the names the Babylonians had given them. In Daniel 2:17 the Bible says, “Then Daniel returned to his house and explained the matter to his friends Hananiah, Mishael and Azariah.”  The Babylonian king could change their names but he could not change their beliefs about who they were and the God that they served.


I think when Cinderella got to the palace she insisted on being called by the name her mother had given her. Or better yet, a new name- one the Prince will give her.  Isaiah 62:3-5 says, “You will be a crown of splendor in the Lord’s hand, a royal diadem in the hand of your God.  No longer will they call you Deserted, or name your land Desolate.  But you will be called Hephzibah (“My delight is in her”) for the Lord will take delight in you as a bridegroom rejoices over his bride, so will your God rejoice over you.”


It was Sunday and Sundays were always exciting at the Florida Baptist Children’s Home in Arcadia, Fla. The year was 1935. The tiny little orphan with the strange name was only 3 ½ years old.  Nervously she sat on the edge of the bed that had been carefully made that morning.


She had spent the Saturday before helping the other girls straighten their room as best someone her size could.  Company was coming.  They always came on Sundays.  After Sunday school and church, the children were fed their lunch then instructed to go and sit quietly and politely on their beds, all dressed-up in their Sunday clothes.


Would today be the day? Would today be the day she got a new Mommy and Daddy? As one of six children, whose parents had been killed in an accident the year before, she had been too young to remember her parents or her brothers and sisters who had already been adopted.


She was so nervous when the time came for her visitors to arrive that she covered her head with the blanket that had been neatly folded at the foot of her bed.  From inside the blanket she could hear the gentle voice of a man asking her if she wanted to go home and be their little girl.  Lowering the blanket, she saw Walter and Clara Bell Tillman and it was love at first sight.


It was an answer to prayer for all of them, for this godly couple who were unable to have children of their own had been praying for this little girl for years.

Walter Tillman told the tiny little orphan with the strange name that she could pick any name she wanted.  Because it was the 1930’s and every little girl wanted to be Shirley Temple, she became Shirley Tillman.  Years later, her name would again be changed when she married Homer Lindsay, Jr. It was again love at first sight, for Homer already had the ring in his pocket the day he met her.  Homer Lindsay, Jr. would go on to serve as longtime co-pastor of The First Baptist Church of Jacksonville, Fla., one of the largest churches in the United States.  Mrs. Shirley Tillman Lindsay was known for her kindness and her desire to tell everyone she met about Jesus. 


Years before, in that small town in South Florida, the Prince had come to a little orphan girl with the strange name and changed her into a princess. He knew that one day she would follow him and serve him with her whole heart.   For him, it was love at first sight.
“For I know the thoughts that I think toward you, says the Lord, thoughts of peace and not of evil, to give you a future and a hope.” (Jer. 29:11)
Chapter 7
And In This Corner

“When her daily work was done, she used to sit down in the chimney corner among the ashes…”


When I think of sitting in a corner, I think of “time-out”.  I remember as a teen-ager being sent to a corner.  Yes, I said teen-ager.  A little old for that, I know.  


I was having dinner with my family one evening. My sister and I were talking and laughing about something. Have you ever just gotten so tickled about something, you just couldn’t stop laughing?  My father gave me a stern look and said, “That’s enough”.  That made it worse.  I put some mashed potatoes in my mouth, hoping to smother the laughter.  Then to my horror, it just broke out.  I sprayed the potatoes all over my father’s face.  The humor was gone.


As a collective gasp came from the others at the table, I gulped, swallowing the rest of the food in my mouth.  The silence seemed to last forever.


As my father wiped the potatoes from his face he said, “If you are going to act like a child, I will treat you like one.  Go stand in the corner.” Relieved, the smothered giggles threatened again.  


But the story doesn’t say Cinderella was sent to the corner or that she was backed in a corner. It says she sat in the corner. There is a difference is being sent to a corner and sitting in a corner.  When you are sent to the corner, your face is to the wall, your vision is blocked, your back is exposed and unprotected. It’s separation. It’s exile. It’s punishment.


To sit in a corner represents rest and peace.  Your back is covered and protected. Your vision is unobstructed. It’s a place to lean back and rest your head.

This corner brings to mind two strong, muscular, heavyweight boxers ready to compete for the world championship title.  “And in this corner…” the announcer shouts into the microphone.   The corner of a boxing ring provides a boxer with a place to rest and receive aid from his seconds.

“In the Bible the corner represents the Prince- his domain, his authority. “The corners mark the extreme borders of a principality. The outward corners of a house signify a Prince or a Grandee. Hence Christ is called the cornerstone.” (Keach) 

 Jesus said, “Did you never read in the scriptures. The stone that the builders rejected, the same is become the head of the corner; this is the Lord’s doing and it is marvelous in our eyes.” (Mt. 21:42) Then He went on to say on John 5:39, “You pore over the Scriptures because you think you have eternal life in them, yet they testify about Me. And you are not willingly to come to Me that you may have life.”

Years ago, I worked for a real estate attorney.  Each warranty deed required a legal description of the property. While many attorneys merely refer to a plat of survey, the attorney I worked for insisted on doing “metes and bounds” (measurements of the boundaries from one iron pin to the next).

“Beginning at an iron pin found on the Northwesterly corner running N14(43’54”W 170.52’ to an iron pin found…”

 He would progress around the survey identifying each iron pin found. The iron pin at the corners represented security for the purchaser. Property lines where never in doubt.


For Cinderella, the corner was not a place of time-out, but a place of refuge. A place of peace and rest.  Her “safe-place”.


JoAnn was a Cinderella.  Her mother divorced her father when she was four years old.  She left and took her four children back to her home in Canada. After a year, she decided she could no longer support her children so she put them on a bus and sent them back to their father. He told his children he was going to send them to an orphanage, but the woman he planned to marry said she wouldn’t marry him if he sent his children away.  So, at the age of 5, JoAnn’s father remarried and she had stepbrothers instead of sisters. 

 For the next several years, her life was filled with physical and verbal abuse. When JoAnn was a teen-ager, she was sexually abused by one of her stepbrothers. When she told, she had not been believed, her stepmother choosing to side with her own son.  

The final straw came one afternoon when she was babysitting her younger brother in the yard.  Her little brother fell and was injured.  As he began to cry, JoAnn’s stepmother came blasting out of the house, screaming at JoAnn and hitting her on the head.  JoAnn grabbed her arm, yelling that she wasn’t going to take it anymore.  Her stepmother hit her harder.  JoAnn ran away with only the clothes on her back. She was only sixteen.  Eventually, with no family or friends to turn to, she ended up living on the streets. Bathing and changing in service station restrooms each morning, she looked for work during the day. At the end of each day, JoAnn, tired and afraid, looked for a safe place to sleep.

Though she had never been in a church, for some unknown reason, she was drawn to the porches of churches. Without understanding why, she felt safe there.

  
She would never have gone inside.  Religion scared her. She only had one memory of the church as a young girl.  A local pastor had come to visit their home.  When her father answered the door, out of politeness the pastor ask if the lady of the house was also at home.  In a jealous rage, her father knocked the pastor off the front porch and slammed the door. 

She didn’t know what people did in churches. She really didn’t care to know. What she did know was that at night peace replaced her fear and for just a little while she could rest. Her world was a cold, dark place filled with hunger and fear.  But she was never afraid on the porches.  For some unknown reason she never even worried about getting caught.  There was only peace.

It would be sixteen years before JoAnn would meet the Prince.  But all those years before, the Prince had been drawing her to Himself.  He was her “safe-place”.

“He that dwells in the secret place of the most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty.” (Ps. 91:1)

“He shall cover you with His feathers, And under His wings you shall take refuge.  (Ps. 91:4) 

“You shall not be afraid for the terror by night, nor the arrow that flies by day. (Ps. 91:5)


Cinderella is a picture of our hopelessness.  We can never be good enough.  We must all come through the ashes of our lives. Jesus said, “Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened and I will give you rest. Take my yoke upon you and learn from me, for I am gentle and humble in heart and you will find rest for your souls. For my yoke is easy and my burden is light.” (Mt. 11:28)
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