Our Journey to Our Father’s Storehouse

While sitting in the doctor’s office, in despair with
troubles as our only companion a woman came into the
office and sat down by my sister and me and began to
speak of what brought her there. She was an older well
groomed soft spoken lady that almost seemed unreal to
us. She began to speak of a place where the people are
nice and kind..... “you can get food and care”...You all
need to go to Our Father’s Storehouse on Tuesday.”

With weariness, | took down the directions to this
place that the woman spoke of and planned a trip for it
was a long distance from our home. My weariness was
because of the many places that proclaim to help the
working poor and make you feel like you have no way
out. The woman could see my weariness so with a
strong but gentle voice she said ... “you all need to go
there, it's every Tuesday...go now.” The lady left before
we could ask her name and we believe that she was an
angel send from God to give us hope, strength to hold
on and keep the faith.

The next day was Tuesday so my sister and |
embark on our journey to this place called our Father’
Storehouse that was a long distance from our home.
Upon arrival we were overtaken by the breath taking
view of the church, its grounds and the sense of
spiritual peace that was felt. When we got out of the car
my sister said “It's beautiful “as |1 thought to myself oh
Lord, what a place!! We greeted everyone that was there



waiting for the doors to open to the storehouse, signed
the waiting list, fill out the information sheet(s) for we
were number 33. “Oh, my | don’t know if we will be able
to sit that long, but we will try”... “Yes we will try.”

There were a variety of people there from all works
of life and even far away places but they all had the
same common bond of needing encouragement and a
helping hand. Weary from the distance travel and feeling
a bit unsure of what to expect, my sister and | explored
the church’s café’ garden reading room that was located
near where we sat. It was full of pamphlets and leaflets
to inspire, and encourage ones spirit.

Our time came to be seen by the many volunteers
that were to help serve the people who were waiting to
receive some comforting words, someone to talk with
and most of all someone to PRAY with about their
concerns, worries and hardships that sometimes comes
without any warnings. As we spoke of our concerns, our
illnesses, and our past journeys, there seem to be
calmness and a peacefulness that overcome us as we
prayed with the volunteer. After prayer, there were tables
of clothing of various sizes, household items, shoes,
books and at the end of the tables there was bags of
food with soft fresh bread, snacks, sweets and lots of
HUGS. There were shopping cart with attendants who
took our blessings to the car.

Our Father’s Storehouse is a true divine
intervention from God that helps the weary, the broken
spirited find the encouragement to continue on by faith,
with hope for a brighter tomorrow. The storehouse has
been a blessing and a divine gift from God for my sister
and me especially the Wildwood Church of Tallahassee,
Florida where the director, Mrs. Christy Andrews and her






