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I’m not good with names.   To be accurate, 
I’m not good with faces either.   Some 
people say, “I’m not good with names, but 

I never forget a face.”   

Not so with me.   

I could see my child’s teacher in a dentist 
office and not recognize her because she is 
outside the school property! 

This fac t can lead to some pret ty 
embarrassing moments.  One such incident 
occurred when my husband and I were 
working as youth pastors in the city of  Boston.   

We had taken our youth group to a 
convention where other church groups would  
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come from all over the East coast.    

At the end of  a session, I saw her walking 
towards me.  I couldn’t believe it — I had not 
seen Sarah in years! 

Sarah and I had gone on my very first mission 
trip together, spending weeks in Brazil when 
we were sixteen.  For years, we called, wrote, 
and visited.   I didn’t expect to see her here, 
but what a great surprise! 

I ran up to her, screaming.   
I hugged her — hard.   

I pulled her away, looked at her face, and 
screamed again.   Then, I involved her in 
some sort of  happy dance that evoked the 
attention of  the crowd around us.   

I knew we looked silly, but I didn’t care — it 
was Sarah! 

At this point, my husband joined the crowd 
and interrupted our dance of  joy to ask,  
“Dorie, what is going on?”    

I answered, almost crying, “Bryan...this is my 
friend, Sarah, from my trip to Brazil!” 
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Then, I heard it.    
“No, I’m not.”   

Suddenly, all became clear.  I recognized her 
and remembered who she was — someone I 
had met once or twice in college.   It would 
have been easier if  I had not known her at all! 
   
I awkwardly released her from the dance 
po s i t i on and t r i ed mak ing regu la r 
conversation.  I have no recollection of  what 
was said.  Thankfully, the crowd around us 
eventually dispersed. 

Names are important.  I’m grateful that God 
doesn’t have my struggle remembering our 
names...or faces!   

In fact, it says in the book of  Isaiah that God 
has written our names on the palm of  His 
hand.    I don’t think it was to help Him 
remember them, though!  I like to picture 
Him lovingly doodling our names there. 

Isaiah was a prophet to the Jewish people and 
wrote these words during their exile to 
Babylon.   They were forced out of  their 
homeland and were living in a foreign land 
for seventy years.     
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I had the privilege of  sharing this message 
with a group of  refugee women in Cyprus.  
They could  relate to the Israelites being 
forced to leave their home countries and live 
in an unknown land.    They felt forgotten by 
God.  But Isaiah had a message for them… 

“The Lord has deserted us; the Lord has forgotten us.” 
“Never! Can a mother forget her nursing child? Can 

she feel no love for the child she has borne? But even if  
that were possible, I would not forget you! See, I have 

written your name on the palms of  my hands.” 
Isaiah 49:14-16 NLT 

We may not be exiled to a foreign land, but 
we can sometimes find ourselves in a foreign 
place in our lives, maybe a new season.     

I recently entered one of  those new seasons.  
Our son had turned eighteen and enlisted in 
the army reserves...this is definitely a foreign 
place for this mama!    Wasn’t he just playing 
with plastic army men on his bedroom floor a 
minute ago?  

It’s in these foreign places, these new seasons, 
that God reminds us that He has not 
forgotten us.   
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Are you in a foreign place right now, facing a new 
season of  life?  Take a moment to write out a time 
when you might have felt that way.  Then, remember 
that you have hope knowing that God has not forgotten 
you — He has written your name on His hands!   

Draw a picture of  a hand and write your name on it 
for a good visual to help you remember that truth 
today! 
 . . .  
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Maybe don’t wear a ski mask near a 
bank — it’s just a bad idea.  It 
wouldn’t have otherwise crossed my 

mind to wear a ski mask near a bank, but I  
was in the newspaper class my senior year in 
high school and was sometimes overzealous. 

I loved my role as the photographer because it 
meant I had a press pass that I could use to 
get out of  classes so I could photograph all 
the campus happenings and hang out in the 
dark room.   

Yes, we used real film in the dark ages of  the 
1990s. 

As a school newspaper staff, we rarely got to 
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cover any hot topics or do any investigative 
reporting.  This piece of  journalism revolved 
around science fair findings, football 
scoreboards, and the occasional cafeteria food 
review.   

So, we jumped at the chance to cover a story 
about a local bank robbery. 

My fellow photographer friend and I planned 
our excursion to take pictures of  the bank.  
I’m not sure if  we were more excited that we 
would be leaving school in the middle of  
classes or because this story could be our big 
break.    

We got too excited.   
We weren’t thinking clearly.   
When one of  us suggested we dress up as the 
bank robber, the other of  us didn’t stop it.   
We packed a costume.   

If  you ever pack a costume to go to a bank, 
something has gone awry.  

Somewhere during the process, I volunteered 
to wear the all-black outfit and knit ski mask.   
This will be fun, I thought.   

My friend decided that it might be a good  
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idea to tell the bank people what we wanted 
to do before I came in wearing my robber 
costume.   

This was the only good idea we had that day. 

The bank people had one good idea and then 
one not-so-great idea.   They told her we 
couldn’t come inside to take the robber 
pictures in case their security cameras picked 
it up, but we could take the photos right 
outside the bank. 

We started the posing.   

We involved a prop:  a big bag with a money 
sign drawn on the outside of  it.  

I acted it out, running from the bank in slow 
motion with my bag-o-money in hand.   

After the photo shoot was over, we decided to 
reward ourselves by going across the street to 
the gas station store to get some ice cream.  
We recapped our brilliant plan and reveled in 
our triumph in journalism. 

It was then that I heard the tapping.  Tap-tap 
on the car door window.   Then something 
that sounded like, “Step out of  the vehicle.”   
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My friend and I froze with our ice cream still 
in-hand, my black ski mask perched on the 
top of  my head so my face could lick said ice 
cream.   

We opened the car doors and saw the sheriff  
standing there, reading us our Miranda rights, 
handcuffs at the ready.  “You have the right to 
remain silent...”    

Silent, we weren’t. 

We broke out into a panicked frenzy as we 
tried to tell him our story.  We did our best to 
convince him that we were reporters from the 
school paper, and not the hardened criminals 
that he supposed us to be. 

It didn’t take a lot of  convincing.   

He took one look at our home-made robber 
costume and the bag-o-money lying on the 
seat of  our car and possibly took into 
consideration that we were holding ice cream 
cones, and deducted that we were probably 
not criminal masterminds. 

He put down his handcuffs and then told us 
that someone had seen us in front of  the bank 
and called in a robbery.  He did not look 
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happy when he added, “...And now I have to 
go call off  the brigade of  state troopers who 
are already on their way.”   

He informed us that the SWAT team would 
have arrived next. 

Lessons were learned that day: 

#1 There are very few acceptable times to 
wear a ski mask in public. 

#2  If  you are interrogated by a police officer, 
it helps to be holding ice cream. 

#3  If  you do ever rob a bank, don’t get the 
ice cream across the street from the bank. 

#4  Probably don’t actually rob a bank.   

We did end up with a great story in the school 
newspaper which had more to do with the 
near-arrest of  a few students than the actual 
bank robbery. 

Luckily, bank robbery is not a typical issue 
most people struggle with on a normal basis.   
Unfortunately, though, we do tend to allow 
ourselves to be robbed of  joy, peace, and hope 
in our lives. 
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Jesus describes this kind of  robbery in John 
chapter ten that takes place in a pasture crime 
scene, complete with sheep and rolling hills.  
He loved using illustrations that His audience 
would understand as many families in Bible 
times would have owned herds of  animals.   

He describes how thieves come in to the 
sheepfold by sneaking over the wall instead of  
coming in through the gate like the shepherd. 

I think we allow robbers to sneak in over the 
walls of  our hearts.  We let worry, fear, and 
anxiety sneak in.  We let anger and doubt 
sneak in.  We let comparison and jealousy 
sneak in over the walls.   

We can be tricked into listening to their voices 
rather than the voice of  the true shepherd.   

Jesus is the Good Shepherd in the story, He 
comes in through the gate.  The gatekeeper 
opens the gate wide for him and the sheep 
know his voice.  He explains that He is more 
than just a hired hand, He cares for his sheep 
and would sacrifice His life for them.   
Jesus reveals the true purpose of  these robbers 
and the heart of  the Good Shepherd in verse 
ten: 
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“The thief ’s purpose is to steal and kill and destroy. 
My purpose is to give them a rich and satisfying life.” 

John 10:10 NLT 

God is so good.  He knows that when we 
follow His voice as our Good Shepherd, we 
will have an abundant life.  

Let’s stop allowing robbers to sneak in over 
the walls or listen to the voices of  fear, worry, 
doubt, anger, and others who just want to 
steal from our lives! 
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Take time to reflect and answer the question:  what 
“robbers” are you allowing to sneak in over your heart 
walls?  And how can you begin listening more for the 
voice of  God, your Good Shepherd? 

(Note:  the robbers will probably not be wearing actual 
black knit ski masks) 
. . .  
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We didn’t have kids yet, but I had a 
Poison Control magnet on our 
refrigerator...this should have 

served as fair warning to my newlywed 
husband.     

Therefore, it should not have been a surprise 
when he was awakened from his slumber by 
his hysterical wife, convinced she had 
concocted a lethal mixture of  cough and cold 
remedies — and was dying. 

I promptly told him it was time to call Poison 
Control and was then shocked to find that my 
groom was not concerned in the least.  In fact, 
he was irritated that I woke him up for this. 
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With shaky hands, I managed to speed dial 
my father who told me to eat some toast to 
“absorb the poison.”   

Upon hearing me talking to his new father-in-
law, my husband got out of  bed, not wanting 
to look uncaring.  He assured my dad that he 
would, in fact , cal l Poison Control 
immediately. 

Meanwhile, I flailed into the kitchen to 
produce the life-saving toast.    

I could hear my husband mumbling into the 
phone, then he walked into the kitchen and 
said, “Good news...they said you are going to 
live.”  

He crawled back into bed.  Relieved, I called 
my father back to cancel the prayer chain.    

And then it happened.   
I saw it.   
Sparks and a FIRE in the toaster oven!    

I dropped the phone, ran to get the fire 
extinguisher screaming, “Fire!” the whole 
time.  My father was still hanging on the line.    
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My husband did not seem phased by the idea  
of  an actual fire, but he did jump up when he  
heard me cocking the fire extinguisher! 

He ran into the kitchen, trying to tackle me 
before I pulled the trigger.   

But it was too late — a thick layer of  greenish 
foam covered the entire room:  the toaster, the 
counters, the floor, the refrigerator...anything I 
deemed as remotely flammable. 

In shock, my husband took the extinguisher 
from my hands and yelled for me to just go 
back to bed.  He had enough excitement for 
one night.    I heard him pick up the phone 
and convince my dad of  the absence of  any 
fire damage.   

Meanwhile, I remembered my toast.   In my 
delirium, I didn’t even notice it was green.  

Stumbling towards my bedroom, I was eating 
my green toast.  Then, my husband saw 
me...his eyes widened.    

He paused and said, “Dad, I have to go...I 
need to call Poison Control again.” 
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Poison control — how do we actually control 
poison?  Although we don’t usually eat green 
poison foam, we don’t realize that we allow 
other poisons into our lives. 

Negativity can be a poison to our joy.  It can 
kill our hope.   Sometimes it seeps in with 
traces of  it here and there during hard times 
or difficult circumstances until it can poison 
our whole outlook on life. 

The Bible gives us a powerful antidote in 
Philippians 4:8: 

“And now, dear brothers and sisters, one final thing. 
Fix your thoughts on what is true, and honorable, and 

right, and pure, and lovely, and admirable. Think 
about things that are excellent and worthy of  praise.” 

Philippians 4:8 NLT 

Think on these things.   When we find 
ourselves drinking the poison of  negativity, we 
need to remember Paul’s words to fix our 
thoughts on things that bring joy.   

We should even ask ourselves:  is this true?  Is 
it honorable?  Is it right and pure?  Is it lovely 
or admirable?    What can I think about that 
would be excellent or worthy of  praise right 
now? 
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Maybe we need to put ‘Poison Control’ on 
speed dial by writing out the Phil 4:8 cure on  
a sticky note for our refrigerator? 
Although...I will still keep the actual Poison 
Control magnet up there, too, just in case! 
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Take a few moments to write down some negative 
thoughts that might be poisoning your outlook on life 
and stealing your hope. Then, write out the 
Philippians 4:8 ‘cure’ below them.  
. . .  
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Dorie Mclemore is a comedian/minister/
story-teller/joy-bringer who believes that 
caffeine is keeping her alive, popcorn should 
have its own food group, dry-cleaning saves 
marriages and that true joy comes from 
knowing we are worthy of  God’s love in the 
middle of  all our imperfections.   

She has been speaking and performing stand-
up comedy since 2006 for audiences coast-to-
coast and around the globe.     She also travels 
with comedian Michael Jr., Sisters United, 
and the carpool line for two different schools. 

She is available for speaking engagements, booking/
c o n t a c t i n f o r m a t i o n c a n b e f o u n d a t 
www.doriecomedy.com 

Get a copy of  the full book: 
https://www.amazon.com/dp/1736219405 
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