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THE BROKEN WING 

 
“He tends His flock like a shepherd; 

He gathers the lambs in His arms and 
carries them close to His heart.” 

 

Isaiah 40:11 
 

Have you ever had an ache that won’t go 
away?  Where do you go to find help?  Go to 
The Front Door ~ you won’t be disappointed! 

 
I hadn’t noticed Him sitting there in the shade with a lamb in His arms.  I 
went over to Him and sat down.  “Talk to Me,” He said.  “I’m hurt,” I 
answered. “So hurt.”  “I know,” He said.  “When will it stop hurting?”  
“When you walk in The Front Door,” He said.  “Your Front Door?” I asked.  
“Mine,” He answered very quietly, “Talk to Me about the pain.”  It was then 
that I saw the lamb in His arms; I hadn’t noticed the creature had broken its 
leg.  It looked quite bedraggled, limp and exhausted. 
 
I had to wait until he was spent and at the point of death,” the Lamb Maker 
explained.  “He had got himself up on a dangerous ledge, and every time I 
approached him he got agitated and nearly fell off.  I had to wait until all his 
strength was gone.  Then I knew he wouldn’t struggle any more and I could 
rescue him.”  “Maybe he didn’t know it was You” I suggested.  “He knew,” 
He responded.  He put the lamb down in the long grass to rest.  I hadn’t 
noticed the bird in His lap.  It had a broken wing. 
 
“There are so many things that are broken in the world,” I said.  The Bird 
Maker took hold of the little creature and it fluttered and squawked and tried 
to escape.  “She will have to lie still if she wants Me to mend her,” He said.  
“How silly the bird is,” I murmured.  He looked at me. Just once.  Then I 
knew I had been silly too.  “If I lie still in Your hands and stop squawking, 
will You heal my broken wing?” I whispered, not daring to look at Him.  
There was silence.  Then, “Will you lie still in My hands whether I heal you 
or not?” He asked me very gently.  “I’ll try to,” I said after a long pause. 
 
Then, “Come here, little girl,” He said, and I don’t know how it happened but 
I was in His arms feeling the beat of His broken heart.  I understood at last.  
Only someone with a broken heart would want to mend broken legs and 
wings. 
 
His heart had been broken so mine could be mended.  And suddenly it didn’t 
matter any more, about my wing.  Lying there, I knew there was nowhere else 
I would rather be in the whole wide world than in His hands.  In fact, it 
occurred to me that if my wing was mended I would fly away.  Whatever 
would I do without His hands on my life?  I wasn’t sure I wanted that.  “It 
doesn’t matter dear Heart Maker,” I said, “You decide.”  Then I saw Him 
smile, and suddenly I was as content with the hurt as without it.  The sun 
went down on the day, and night came.  I slept.  He didn’t …He never does! 

 
 

Lord, when I’m hurting it’s so hard to talk to You.  Like a 
bird with a broken wing I fight and squawk.  Help me to 
remember that what is happening to me is no surprise to 
You.  Help me to believe You are the mender of everything.  
May I lie still in Your hands till my sprit is healthy and 
whole.  And bring me to the point of leaving the healing to 
You in Your time, in Your way.  You decide. 

 
              (From Jill Briscoe's book, "God's Front Door") 

 
      

 
 

TTHHEE  BBRROOKKEENN  CCHHAAIINN  
 
 

We little knew that morning 
that God was going 
to call your name. 

 
It broke our hearts to lose you. 

You did not go alone, 
for part of us went 
with you the day 

God called you home. 
 

You left us peaceful memories. 
Your love is still our guide. 

And though we cannot see you, 
You are always at our side. 

 
Our family chain is broken 

and nothing seems the same, 
but as God calls us one by one, 

the Chain will link again. 
 
 
 

I was visiting with my son, husband, 
and friends that day in a town where 
we used to live. We were sitting 
talking and I was telling my friends 
how much of a blessing my daughter 
Cathy was having as she worked 
with the Junior High Ministry at 
church. Little did I know that at that 
very time God took our daughter 
home to be with Him.  It was 9:00 
a.m. in the morning.  We found out 
about it at 4:30 p.m. that afternoon.  
So this poem fits so well and it fits 
for all of us.  Someday our broken 
chain will be fixed again and we will 
be together as a family.   
 
Until that day I hope that God’s 
comfort and peace will fill your 
heart. 

 

Linda Nichols 

 

A SPECIAL THANK YOU 
 

TO EACH ONE  OF  YOU WHO HELPED  WITH  THE  

JOURNEY  OF  THE  HEART  CONFERENCE.  WHAT  AN 

INCRED IBLE  BLESS ING  EACH ONE  OF  YOU WERE  IN  

REACH ING  OUT  AND TOUCHING THE  L IVES  OF  SO 
MANY  MOMS.   YOU ARE  LOVED AND APPREC IATED! !  


