	Due to some health issues my husband and I were unable to make last Saturday’s Band Competition.  Instead, my daughter Tina sent me a video website, so we could watch their oldest, Brandon, in his high school marching band competition, where they took first place!  We are so very proud of our grandson, Brandon!  Who knew this would ever be part of my life?
Although this story may seem pretty ordinary to you, for me it is a miracle.   Back in the early seventies, I could never have imagined that I’d be married to a wonderful Christian man for 31 years, have a relationship with my daughters or have 7 grandchildren.   Let me tell you my story.  
	My name is Diane McCormick.   I was saved at the age of eight under the loving care of my grandparents.  They began raising me at age four, and adopted me at age eight.  Dr. and Mrs. A.A. Humphrey were the best thing to ever happen to me!   They were godly people.  My granddad was a retired doctor, but kept busy and started Child Evangelism in the greater Palm Beach area.  We lived on the lake in Palm Beach County.  It was a very well-to-do environment and our neighborhood mainly consisted of doctors.  I had everything I wanted, but because of the abuse and incest in my early childhood before my grandparents adopted me, I was very insecure.  
 I stayed in a relationship with God until I became a teenager.  Then I was easily persuaded to join the cool gang.  I began to smoke and get high.  I wanted to do anything to be noticed and popular.   By 10th grade, I had been secretly doing drugs for four years.  One day I passed out in a class and they took me to the hospital.  That’s when my grandparents found out about it.  
That autumn, they sent me off to a Bible school in Georgia.   I got off the drugs, but continued to stay in touch with my boyfriend from Florida.  He was going to FSU at the time and it was only an hour away from Toccoa Falls Academy.   He brought me home for Christmas break.   Because my grandparents knew him well and his father had been mayor of the town, they let me continue to see him.  
On a spring break visit in 1970, I had sex for the first time.  A month later, I was pregnant.   The pain of having to go home and tell my grandparents was almost unbearable.  Back then, it wasn't nearly as acceptable as it is today.
Shortly thereafter, we married.  I was 17 and he was 21.  He finished the semester at FSU and then we moved back home and became parents to our lovely daughter, Lauren.   Unfortunately, our marriage only lasted 3 years.  We were so young.  The pain of it all caused me to have a small breakdown, and I gave full custody of Lauren to her father.   After that I went wild---drinking, drugs, men, and partying.  Then I met the next man in my life, I’ll call him George, and spent three years of living hell with him.
George was an extremely abusive man.   I was 20 years old when I met him.   In 1974, I gave birth to our daughter, Tina.   When Tina was only a few months old, we were traveling to California when Tina became very ill with pneumonia.   Stopping in Brookville, we left Tina with Children's Services.   The staff said they could keep her and take care of her until we got to California and George got a job.   The only stipulation was that we had to return in six months with proof that we were able to care for her in order to regain custody.  
When we reached California and the sixth month arrived, I told George it was time to return to Brookville to get Tina.  George refused to leave and I couldn’t get away from him to make the trip by myself.  I was constantly under the threat of George killing me, my grandmother, my ex-husband, and my daughter, Lauren.   I felt I had no option but to leave Tina with Children’s Services. 
 This experience was devastating, so devastating there are still large parts I can’t remember.   One thing I do remember is that at this time I was pregnant with my son John.   We were constantly moving around and John was born in Florida in 1975.   
Soon we were moving again.  I remember we were driving through Hershey, Pennsylvania and George was arrested.   This is when I found out that George had been abusing our son.  Our tiny baby boy had a broken arm.  When the authorities took John, I signed the adoption papers with the stipulation that George never be able to have access to him.   
On February 1, 1976, I left George.  After a very abusive night in which he broke my jaw, my ribs, knocked out my teeth and cut my hair, I had enough.  George had promised that if I did ever leave him, he would make sure that no other man would want me.  That night he kept his word when he tried to destroy my appearance.   I ran away with nothing but the clothes on my back and the little money in my pocket.  
I didn’t have much of a plan, just the thought that I had an Aunt in Kentucky that George knew nothing about.  Perhaps if I could get to her, I would be safe.   I was hoping to find a ride to her house when I walked into a truck stop that night.  
 As I sat in the back of the restaurant, badly beaten and in pain, a middle-aged gentleman approached me and asked if he could help.   I told him that I needed a ride to Kentucky.   Instead, he contacted his wife and the two of them took me to their home.   They were Christians and like the Good Samaritan, they gave me a home, took me to doctor’s appointments, and helped me heal.   God kept me safe and George never found me.  Later, this lovely couple helped me find a job and get my own apartment.   Meeting them was God’s divine intervention reaching out to my broken heart and life.    
Unfortunately, I chose not to accept Jesus’ invitation for a new life at this time.   After I got a job and my own apartment, I fell back into the partying lifestyle.  I had two pregnancies aborted.  Back then, I didn't know it was wrong or murder.  I attempted to take my life three different times.   Still, in the middle of all of this, God intervened again and brought a second Christian family into my life.   I lived with them between 1976 and 1977.  
The second family sent me into Teen Challenge, but I only lasted four months!   I still struggled with so much physical pain as well as emotional and spiritual.  Eventually, I went into New Life for Girls.  After a year I was finished, and moved to Harrisburg, PA in 1978.   In Harrisburg, I got a job and my own place.   This started off good, but before long I was right back to the same old stuff. 
 Then in 1979, with God's hand extended, He brought four wonderful young ladies into my life.  They were hair stylists and we hit it off right away.  More importantly, they were all practicing Christians.    They all went to Harrisburg First Assembly of God and they invited me.   That is where I came back to the Lord and where I have been ever since!   
These women were awesome!  They never judged me.  They loved me for who I was, and let the Holy Spirit have HIS way in my life!   When I came back to the Lord in September 1979, I was delivered from 13 years of drugs and alcohol in one day during a church service.  Praise the Lord! 
After coming back to the Lord, another young lady that I met at church, Wendy, and I became friends.  We drove to North Central Florida and I got to see my grandmother who was still living at the time.  She hadn't seen me since I was with George, but for 13 years she prayed for me to come back to God.  On that visit, she saw her prayers answered!   
Since that day in 1979, the restoration God has brought into my life has been beyond words!   When I got saved in 1979, I called Lauren’s Dad and told him everything that was going on.   By this time he had remarried.  I would soon find out that his wife was and is a Christian, and she led him to the Lord.  Together, they raised Lauren in a Christian home.   
Still, I wanted to reconnect with Lauren.    She was almost 9 ½ years old and didn’t remember me.   When her parents knew that my change was genuine, they received me graciously, and I finally got to see her again.  
She had some rough times in her own life.  At the age of 2 ½ or 3, she no longer had a mother caring for her and endured other things including three years of abuse by her dad’s second wife who later committed suicide.   As a teenager, it became increasingly difficult for her to carry the emotional weight from the many things I shared with her as we got to know each other and from her early childhood trauma.  The gravity of it all became too much.  These elements led her to a destructive lifestyle as a teenager.   She struggled with insecurities, drugs, drinking, and partying.  
I had prayed that she would never have to experience the pain that it took me to come back to God, but she did.   At 19 years old, she had an unplanned pregnancy.   However, God used that event in her life to bring her to a saving knowledge of Him.  She says, “Prior to that, all I had was head knowledge, Christ was never a part of my heart.”    In the end, Lauren placed her daughter for adoption because she did not want to repeat the mistakes of others or have her daughter endure the things that she endured.   She knew God wanted her daughter to have a stable life.  
Later on, she met Jeff and now they have been married for nearly 16 years and have 4 boys!  He and Lauren are dedicated and serving in the ministry with a church plant in North Dakota.   Over the years, God has done a wonderful healing work in her life.   She is a testimony of God’s amazing faithfulness and grace.   
Not only did God allow me to reconnect with Lauren, but He’s brought healing in my relationship with my own birth mother, Ruth, who is now 80.   We have been reunited now for about 20 years.  The first 15 years were difficult; I almost gave up. Then God broke through to her, and she asked me to forgive her and told me the truth that I never knew behind my being given up for adoption.  Like me, she’d been forced to give me up for my own protection from abuse and incest.  It was ten years ago, when she accepted the Lord into her life!   My life has seen God’s amazing grace, over and over and over!
As wonderful as these miracles have been, I always longed to reunite with the babies I’d placed for adoption.   Right after I got saved, I started pastoral counseling with my pastor and started thinking about reconnecting with Tina and John.    I remember the pastor telling me that he couldn’t give an answer about what to do; it was something I had to seek the Lord about.   After about three days, I realized I had a sense of peace.   I felt God say, “You’ve left them in My hands, continue to leave them in My hands and don’t pursue finding them”.
Over the next few months, I began working on getting my own life restored. Then in 1980, I met Dan.  We were both going to the same church, but we met at a Bill Gothard Seminar.  We began dating.  I didn't trust men very much back then, but Dan and I started off as friends.  Now we have been married 30 years!  Dan has been a blessing in my life.   I am thankful beyond measure that he stayed with me, working through so many things, good and bad, and remained true and constant through the 30 1/2 years we have been married.
As the years went by, I focused on following Jesus and allowing Him to heal the damage in my heart and soul.   Although it was challenging, I never did anything about reconnecting with the children I placed for adoption until many years later when I posted something on a website designed to help you find people.  I thought I would put it out there and let God control what happened.  Leaving Tina and John’s lives in the hands of others, was one of the hardest things I ever had to do, but God told me to leave them in HIS hands.  I obeyed and He honored that in 2004, when Tina found me first.  
In September 2004, a match came up on this particular website.  I received an email from Tina saying, “Are you my long-lost mother?”   The name and age fit.  Although I responded quickly, due to a computer glitch Tina didn’t receive my email until one year later.   By this time Tina was praying, “Please don’t let another year pass without finding my mother.”   
On August 26, the day after Tina’s birthday, she finally received my emails dated September 2004.   My email said, “If you are who you say who you are, then yes, I am your mother.”  
At that time, Tina wasn't near a computer for a few days and couldn't check her e-mail.   Her husband called her with the news that perhaps her search was winding down.   He told her, “You have like 15 e-mails from this lady saying, “’Please respond.  I can't wait another year.'”
From then on, Tina and I communicated back and forth before meeting in person.  I sent her some pictures so she would know what I looked like.   After a few weeks, we met face-to-face. That was all the confirmation we needed.   God had found my daughter! 
One of the greatest joys of my life was finding out that Tina was a born again Christian.    I am blessed to know that even when I was forced to leave her in the hands of the State, and even though I was far from the Lord, He heard and honored my prayers, and kept her safe.   She was raised in God fearing home, and now she has come to know Jesus as her personal Lord and Savior.   She and her whole family are each serving God in their own capacities and using their many gifts for His glory.   Tina, her husband, Shawn, and their 3 children, are active in their church.   Tina sings, plays keyboard, and is on the worship team. They are godly people.  
 Today, the work that God began with Lauren and me, and Tina and me, continues.   Over the years, we’ve had some setbacks.   There have been times we needed to talk through things, sometimes yell through things, and work through our own personal issues.   Each of the girls had questions about their lives, and I tried to answer to the best of my ability.   I understand their questions, because I had many of the same questions about my own early childhood.   There were days when the road was rough, but with God’s grace, wisdom and sustaining love, we are all back on the right track, giving our walk to God and asking for His guidance with our relationships.    We are learning to know one another all over again, and becoming friends.   
I never expected to take the place of the wonderful women God placed in both Lauren and Tina’s lives that raised them.   Those women ARE and always will be “mother” to them.   I am simply so grateful to God and my daughters for allowing me to be in their lives now.   I want to thank my daughters, for learning to forgive me, learning to like me and learning to love me and to allow Dan and myself to be part of their lives as well as our 7 grand children!  I treasure the opportunity to earn the place, respect, and right of having, once again, a trusting and loving relationship with them.   I am so privileged to watch our grandchildren grow, and to see the work of God in each and every one of them, now and in the years to come.  I thank God for the chance to grow old together, as a family and see the restoration of our Lord, God and King.   No person could ask for more.    
Joel 2:25 says “I will repay you for the years the locusts have eaten.”   I feel like God is slowly doing this in my life and the lives of my daughters.   Each of us has been through a lot of trauma—some created by the wrong, sinful choices of others and some by our own poor choices.   Still, God has been faithful.    He has drawn each of us to Himself.  
Over the course of my life I have been the beneficiary of God’s amazing grace.    It was only by His grace that I was able to forgive myself and even greater, to learn to forgive George.  I could not do it on my own.  George caused so much pain physically, (I’ve spent 25 years having to have my face rebuilt), emotionally, spiritually, and relationally.     But I knew I had to forgive him, so I asked God to do it through me, because I could not.  
In addition to giving me the ability to forgive myself, God has helped me to believe in myself again.   I’ve gone through numerous therapies and counseling sessions, but it was God Who helped me discover the Diane that He had created.  It was God who helped me learn to love her.   I cannot emphasize enough the greatness of God, His grace and unfailing love and forgiveness for me.   He is the One that is transforming me into a new creation. 
Individually and together, my daughters and I  are working through and overcoming the issues in our lives and in our relationships.  Through God’s grace, generational patterns of abuse and addiction are being broken as my daughters raise their families to love and serve Jesus.   I am so proud of them and everything God has done in their lives.   Every day I am thankful that God is allowing me to be a part of His miracle, His healing, and His new life.   It’s more than I ever could have imagined!  
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