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The eternal God is your refuge, and 
underneath are the everlasting arms.

Deuteronomy 33:27
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Introduction

This book is a collection of glimpses into my own lifelong adven-
ture of living the Christian life, combined with faith- sustaining 
snippets from some of my favorite fellow pilgrims. All have ap-
peared within the past ten years or so in The Elisabeth Elliot News-
letter; which has had a growing circulation for almost twenty years.

Some readers may be unfamiliar with the details of my life 
and thus become somewhat confused to read stories from such 
far- flung places as New Jersey, Florida, Alberta, Ecuador, China, 
India, Madagascar, and Massachusetts. Please know that, yes, 
I have had three husbands. And yes, I have been, over the years, 
a student, a missionary, a writer, a public speaker, and “just a 
housewife.” I have spent a lot of time on airplanes and a lot of 
time pecking at the keyboard of a typewriter or computer.

But I have spent the most fruitful time sitting at the feet of the 
Lord Jesus, listening, reading, pouring out my heart, thinking, and 
learning. Perhaps because I am a slow student, God has had to 
teach me the same lessons many times. Of course, such frequent 
reviews have enabled me to write and speak better about some 
of the things I have learned, which I hope will benefit my readers 
and listeners.
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Introduction

Old age tends to make one reflective. Now the distant past 
enjoys renewed vibrancy in my recall, and it can be reviewed from 
the perspective of many years. Countless people have touched my 
life since the day I was born, seventy- five years ago, in Belgium.

I am told that when I was still an infant, the time came for my 
parents, who were missionaries, to return to the United States on 
furlough. Mother had carefully packed everything, had turned the 
key in the lock, and was standing on the sidewalk with a strong 
feeling that she had forgotten something. The Dutch maid was 
aware that Father had my older brother, three- year- old Philip, 
in tow, but she suggested that perhaps Mother might want to 
take along what she had left neatly on the bed upstairs— her five- 
month- old baby named Elisabeth.

While back in the US, my father, Philip E. Howard, Jr., was 
asked to join his father and uncle in the production of a weekly 
magazine called The Sunday Times. So instead of returning to 
Belgium, he moved us to Philadelphia and later Moorestown, New 
Jersey.

When there were three of us children, we walked nearly a mile 
every day to school. I was fearful and worried that I would flunk 
the first grade (and perhaps every other grade straight through 
college!). Eventually there were six of us— four boys, two girls.

Our parents were relatively poor in the ’30s, but we were always 
excited to have visitors to our home, particularly missionaries. I 
remember the visit of a famous English suffragette named Dame 
Christabel Pankhurst. My sister, Ginny— three or four years old— 
was utterly transfixed by this lady’s brilliant red hair and painted 
eyebrows. We were all in agony awaiting the inevitable.

Sure enough, up spoke Ginny: “WHY does PANKABLE have 
RED eyebrows?” Somehow we managed to weather that disaster 
and others.

When I was a high school sophomore I went to Hampden DuBose 
Academy, a Christian boarding school in Florida, and there I met 
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my nemesis— an overpowering woman who set about at once mak-
ing me over. I was terrified of Mrs. DuBose, who told me straight 
off that unless I pulled myself together and quit being shy I would 
flunk and be sent straight home. Somehow I managed to stick with 
it and graduate honorably.

I made it to Wheaton College in Illinois, where I found myself 
under the power of a fascinating old spinster professor who, on 
the very first day of class, started right in with a warning: “There 
will be no cutting of class, no postponing of assignment, and if 
you fall sick remember, that sickness is an economic loss.” Period. 
Case closed. Whew!

My major was classical Greek. There were forty- two men and 
two women in that class, plus the lovely young teacher who had 
graduated just three months earlier. She challenged me. She made 
me love Greek.

As I neared graduation I became aware that a certain gentle-
man was at times climbing over other students in class in order 
to sit by me. He was Jim Elliot, champion wrestler, my brother’s 
roommate, and a man after God’s own heart. He let me know he 
was interested but made it crystal clear that he was considering a 
life of celibacy. He was a year behind me.

I graduated and went to Prairie Bible Institute in Alberta, Can-
ada, where I was taken under the wing of the most radiant, the 
most loving, the most heartwarming old saint, Mom Cunningham, 
who invited me to drop down to her little basement apartment 
at any time. Be assured that in many a bleak and howling prairie 
storm I made my way to that precious haven, where dear Mom 
would put on the kettle, open her Bible, and pray. When I went to 
Ecuador as a missionary she followed me with her prayers, always 
ending each letter with the apostle Paul’s words from Romans 
15:13 (KJV): “Now the God of hope fill you with all joy and peace 
in believing, that ye may abound in hope through the power of 
the Holy Ghost.”
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Five and a half years later, Jim Elliot and I married in Quito, 
Ecuador, and worked together with Quichua Indians in the eastern 
jungle. Our daughter, Valerie, was ten months old when Jim was 
killed, along with four other missionaries, by a tribe called the 
Aucas. I was able to go with my little three- year- old Valerie and 
live with those who had killed my husband and our missionary 
friends, and they have since learned who Jesus is. Some are carry-
ing the good news to other jungle groups.

Returning to the US in 1963, Valerie and I lived in New Hamp-
shire until the man who became my second husband, Dr. Addison 
Leitch, wooed and won me. He moved us to Massachusetts, where 
he was a professor at Gordon- Conwell Theological Seminary. He 
was a good husband to me and step- father to Valerie in her teen 
years, until he died of cancer. Lars Gren, a muscular Norwegian, is 
husband number three, and is in good health so far as I know today.

As I remember and re- tell these stories, I hope that you, reader 
of this book of “outtakes” of a life that has turned out to be rich 
with experiences, will adopt the same motto of faith that for thir-
teen years introduced my daily radio program, Gateway to Joy:

“Underneath are the Everlasting Arms.”
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1

Whatever My Lot

Just after the Arab- Israeli war in 1967, I spent ten weeks in Jeru-
salem. One afternoon I was invited to have tea with Mrs. Bertha 
Spafford Vester, who had lived there all of her ninety- one years. 
A fascinating woman, she was the fifth daughter of Horatio Spaf-
ford, who wrote the song, “It Is Well with My Soul.” The story 
of that beautiful hymn is familiar to many, but Mrs. Vester added 
details that were new to me.

The great Chicago fire of the 1870s caused Spafford, a wealthy 
businessman, to take stock of his life. Wanting to know Jesus 
better, he decided to sell everything and move to the land where 
He had walked. Shortly before the ship sailed, he was delayed by 
business, but took the family to New York. For some reason that 
he was unable to explain he had the purser change their cabin, 
moving them closer to the bow. He returned to Chicago to finish 
his business. Then came a telegram: SAVED ALONE. The ship 
had sunk. Mrs. Spafford had survived. Their four daughters had 
perished. Had they been in the cabin originally reserved amidships, 
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all five would have drowned, for it was just there that the steamer 
had been struck by another vessel.

As we sipped tea and munched on Arab sweets, Mrs. Vester, 
who was not born until after the disaster, told me how her mother 
had described that terrible black night when she and her four little 
girls were flung into the cold sea. Frantically, she had tried to save 
them. Barely, she had been able to touch with her fingertips the 
hem of the little gown of one, but could not grasp it. She herself 
had been miraculously rescued as she floated unconscious on a 
piece of flotsam.

During Mr. Spafford’s voyage to join his wife in France, the cap-
tain summoned him one day to the bridge. Pointing to his charts 
he explained that it was just here, where they were at that moment, 
that the other ship had gone down. Spafford returned to his cabin 
and wrote the hymn, which has comforted countless thousands.

When peace like a river attendeth my way,
When sorrows like sea- billows roll,
Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say,
“It is well, it is well with my soul.”

That word “lot” is not one we often use in quite that way. It 
means whatever happens, that which comes by the will of the 
powers that rule our destiny, a share, a portion, an assignment. 
When we draw lots, no human power controls which will be ours.

But Christians know that we are not at the mercy of chance. A 
loving hand, a great wisdom, and an omnipotent power rule our 
destiny. The government of all is on the mighty shoulders of Christ 
Himself, who sees all long before it happens. All is intended for 
our blessing. How different things look to us! Yet think of the faith 
of Horatio Spafford, suffering the loss of all his children, writing, 
“Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, ‘It is well. . . .’”

To love God is to love His will. That which He gives we re-
ceive. That which He takes we relinquish, “as glad to know our-
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selves in the hands of God as we should be sorry to be in our 
own,” as Fénelon said. With what astonishment— of gladness or 
sadness— we receive some things! With what reluctance or delight 
we relinquish others! Yet we find that we can bear our own suffer-
ings, while of others’ sufferings we say, “That I could never bear!”

Jim, whose wife has cancer, wrote to me, “The assignment 
is so hard, but always there are the gracious gifts— the winks of 
heaven—a friend stopping by, a plumber coming at the perfect 
moment. Coincidences? Not to one with the eyes of faith.”

God shields us from most of the things we fear, but when He 
chooses not to shield us, He unfailingly allots grace in the measure 
needed. It is for us to choose to receive or refuse it. Our joy or our 
misery will depend on that choice.
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2

Shoes of Iron

Before his death Moses blessed the twelve tribes of Israel. To Asher 
he said, “Thy shoes shall be iron and brass; and as thy days, so shall 
thy strength be” (Deut. 33:25, KJV). How deeply the Lord set that 
promise into my heart on New Year’s Day, 1973. My second hus-
band, Addison Leitch, was to report on January 2 to the radiologist 
at Massachusetts General Hospital in Boston. His worst fear had 
come upon him. His first wife had died of cancer, his father had 
died of prostate cancer. Add had been diagnosed in October not 
only with cancer of the prostate but also with an unrelated but 
virulent cancer of the lip. As we came from the doctor’s office on 
that day in 1972, he quoted Gray’s Elegy: “The curfew tolls the 
knell of parting day.”

New Year’s Day is a good time to fix one’s eyes on the only One 
who knows what the year is to hold. What is going to happen? 
What shall we do? Thomas à Kempis’ Imitation of  Christ has a 
lovely story about a monk who was anxious about his salvation. 
Christ spoke to him from the Cross: “If you knew that all was well, 
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what would you today do, or stop doing? When you have found 
the answer, do it, or stop doing it.” One must always get back to 
the practical and definite.

There is something marvelously sustaining about the knowledge 
that Thomas à Kempis and Samuel Rutherford and Amy Carmi-
chael and Moses and the people of Israel and Mary and Joseph 
and countless hosts of others have suffered and feared and trusted 
and been carried through in the same Everlasting Arms that hold 
us. And so, on that New Year’s Day as I was imagining what that 
year might hold, I took that promise of “shoes of iron.”

We shall be given shoes of iron. We shall find the unendur-
able endurable, the impossible possible. The natural processes of 
change and decay may be unexpectedly retarded to enable us to 
travel where no roads are visible, no replenishing available. The 
Lord is the one who travels every mile of the wilderness way as 
our leader, cheering us, supporting and supplying and fortifying 
us. Not all God’s children, I suppose, have iron shoes— only the 
ones who need them! Lord, Thou knowest what we need.

I prayed then for four things: healing for Add, peace of heart 
for both of us, grace to help in time of need, and a fixed trust in 
God. The answer to the first was No. To the second it was, far 
more than I had had faith to expect, Yes. Grace and trust were 
always given according to my willingness to receive. There were 
many times “when my heart was grieved,” as the psalmist wrote 
(Ps. 73). “I was senseless and ignorant; I was a brute beast before 
you. Yet I am always with you; you hold me by my right hand. 
You guide me with your counsel, and afterward you will take me 
into glory. Whom have I in heaven but you? And earth has nothing 
I desire besides you. My flesh and my heart may fail, but God is 
the strength of my heart and my portion forever.”

My goal is God Himself— not joy, nor peace
Nor even blessing, but himself, my God.
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’Tis His to lead me there, not mine, but His—
At any cost, dear Lord, by any road!

So faith bounds forward to its goal in God
And love can trust her Lord to lead her there;
Upheld by Him, my soul is following hard,
Till God hath full fulfilled my deepest prayer.

No matter if the way be sometimes dark,
No matter though the cost be oft- times great,
He knoweth how I best shall reach the mark—
The way that leads to Him must needs be strait.

One thing I know, I cannot say Him nay;
One thing I do, I press towards my Lord:
My God my glory here from day to day,
And in the glory there my Great Reward.

(Source unknown)

To reread a journal that one wrote decades ago is a surprising 
faith- strengthening experience. There, amid all the exigencies and 
vicissitudes of life, one can trace the unbroken thread of the utter 
faithfulness of God— the measure of grace to help in time of need, 
unexpected kindness and help of many whom one knew, the phys-
ical strength needed to do what needed to be done, the spiritual 
renewal that came from the Father’s continual pouring out of 
those mercies which He promised “endure forever,” great mercies, 
and also some so small, so heartbreakingly sweet— my brother 
Tom coming often to sit with Add and to talk with me; Betty Lee 
sending me a bottle of bubblebath (“You must be tired— have a 
long, leisurely soak”); my dear friend Van calling to say, “It’ll be 
all right, Bet. It’ll be OK” (a contemporary version of Julian of 
Norwich: All shall be well, and all shall be well, and all manner 
of  thing shall be well). C. S. Lewis speaks of being happy when 
his wife, Joy, was desperately ill and he himself screaming with 
the pain of osteoporosis— evidence that a brooding Providence is 
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keeping all things under His control, as Gerard Manley Hopkins 
wrote in “The Golden Echo”: “far with a fonder care kept than 
we could have kept it.”

If today you look into the year ahead with deep forebodings, 
remember the God of Elisha. The King of Aram sent horses and 
chariots and a strong force to Dothan to capture him. Elisha’s 
servant saw the king’s chariots and horses surrounding the city 
and wailed, “Oh, my lord, what shall we do?”

“Don’t be afraid,” the prophet answered. “Those who are with 
us are more than those who are with them.” Then he prayed, asking 
God to open the eyes of the servant. “He looked and saw the hills 
full of horses and chariots of fire all around Elisha” (2 Kings 6:17).

Ours is the same God. There is in Him no variableness or even 
a shadow caused by turning. If it’s iron shoes we need, they will 
be provided. If it’s a touch, a word, a gift from a friend, it will be 
given. If God sees that the mountain should be filled with horses 
and chariots, He’ll fill it. Ask Him to open your eyes to His loving-
kindness and tender mercies. Ask Him to help you to trust Him 
for tomorrow.

Almighty God, we bless and praise Thee that we have wakened 
to the light of another early day; and now we will think of what 
a day should be. Our days are Thine, let them be spent for Thee. 
Our days are few, let them be spent with care. There are dark days 
behind us, forgive their sinfulness; there may be dark days before us, 
strengthen us for their trials. We pray Thee to shine on this day— 
the day which we may call our own. Lord, we go to our daily work; 
help us to take pleasure therein. Show us clearly what our duty is; 
help us to be faithful in doing it. Let all we do be well done, fit for 
Thine eye to see. Give us strength to do, patience to bear; let our 
courage never fail. When we cannot love our work, let us think of 
it as Thy task; and by our true love to Thee, make unlovely things 
shine in the light of Thy great love. Amen.

(George Dawson, 1821–1876)
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