
“Boo” The Cat
Gwen, a close friend of mine, adopted a small black stray cat whom she named, Boo, because he was such a 

scaredy-cat. The little kitten first appeared in Gwen’s yard as a stray. He was as wild as a raging storm. No one could get 
close to him. Eventually she was able to trap him using a safe cage. Gwen said she thought he was going to die of fright as 
he bounced off the walls of the cage, terrified to the point of hysteria. 

She took him to a humane society, but they said he was so wild they would have to put him down.  So, Gwen took 
him to the vet where he was sedated and neutered. While the kitten was coming out of the anesthesia, and was obviously 
very sore, Gwen just held Boo on her shoulder and gently petted him. She held him almost non-stop for the next five days. 
Instead of trying to flee, Boo just laid there receiving Gwen’s love. 

An inseparable bond was made between the two of them that week. Wherever Gwen went, so did the little kitten. 
Though Boo still would not let others near him, Gwen could walk right up to him and pick him up. His favorite place to 
sleep in all the world, to this very day, is on her shoulder. If Gwen reclines on the couch you will often find Boo, now a 
beautiful full-grown cat, curled up by her neck.

What a wonderful picture of redemption and love. When we were strangers to God and terrified of him, God lovingly 
captured us and then poured out His affection upon us. And like Boo, how ironic it is that God often uses pain, whether 
emotional or physical, to draw us to Himself. We often encounter God’s love, not in the good times, but in the storms of 
life. What is so beautiful is that we always have a place near the heart of God where we can curl up and find safety when 
we are scared or hurting.

Do you know the story behind Annie Flint, the famous hymn writer? Annie was born in 1866. Both of her parents 
died before she was six years old. She was placed in an orphanage and eventually adopted by a childless couple. At an early 
age she became afflicted with arthritis which left her unable to walk. She had aspirations of becoming a concert pianist 
but her arthritis left her unable to play the piano. In later years, unable to even open her hands, she composed her poetry 
and musical lyrics by pounding her closed hands on a typewriter. 

She lived with excruciatingly pain most of her life and eventually died of cancer in 1932. She lived with more pain 
than most of us can possibly imagine. During one of the most painful times of her life, she penned the words of this fa-
mous hymn. May these words bring you hope, encouragement and perspective:

  1. He giveth more grace as our burdens grow greater,

      He sendeth more strength as our labors increase;

      To added afflictions He addeth His mercy,

      To multiplied trials He multiplies peace.

  2. When we have exhausted our store of endurance,

      When our strength has failed ere the day is half done,

      When we reach the end of our hoarded resources

      Our Father’s full giving is only begun.

  3. Fear not that thy need shall exceed His provision,

      Our God ever yearns His resources to share;



      Lean hard on the arm everlasting, availing;

      The Father both thee and thy load will upbear.

  4. His love has no limits, His grace has no measure,

      His power no boundary known unto men;

      For out of His infinite riches in Jesus

      He giveth, and giveth, and giveth again.






