
I am Resolved 
for Lucy 

 Fifteen-year-old Victoria Crossman relaxed on the porch swing, gazing 
out at the beauty of the summer afternoon. But she did not appreciate the 
gorgeous flowers, lush green lawn, and clouds in the sky. Instead, tears slipped 
down her cheeks. 
 I am forever doomed to this horrible deformity, she thought with a groan. I 
will always be different. Miserably different. 
 For perhaps the millionth time in the last month, Victoria’s sorrowful 
eyes turned down to her plastic arm. The terrible accident her family had been 
in four months ago had shattered her left arm, making it necessary for the 
doctors to cut it off just below the elbow. Now she had a prosthesis in place, 
but it was awkward and hard to move. Worst of all, her hand was gone. Who 
could live their life without a hand? 
 “Don’t feel sorry for yourself.” Victoria could still hear Mama’s comforting 
words the day she had received her artificial arm. “You’ll just have to be content 
and make the best of your life. There’s no way to change it now. Thank the Lord 
you’re still alive!” 
 Yes… I am thankful I’m still alive. More tears splashed from Victoria’s eyes 
and slid down her pale cheeks. We all could have been killed instantly. 
Remembering that terrible day, she squeezed her eyes shut at the painful 
memory. A drunk driver had rolled his tractor trailer off the left lane, coming 
the opposite way, and had crashed directly into Victoria’s family’s van. The van 
had been shattered, and their entire family of six had been rushed to the 
hospital. Dad, Mom, and eighteen-year-old Matt had all needed extensive 
surgery, but at least they had come out in one piece and had recovered quickly. 
Ten-year-old Grace and seven-year-old Joanna had sustained only minor cuts 
and bruises. Victoria alone had needed an amputation. 
 Well, I’m glad I’m still alive, but why did this happen to ME? It’s not fair, 
Victoria thought bitterly. She wiped her tears and stared unseeingly at the 
flowers blooming by the porch. I can’t help feeling sorry for myself. I’ll never be 
able to do anything normal people do! My life is ruined forever! 
 Mom tapped on the window. “Lunch,” she mouthed. 



 With another sigh, Victoria stood up and pulled her long shirt sleeve 
down, almost covering that horrible arm. At least she would not look at it any 
longer. 
 “Yum, yum! I love sweet potato casserole!” Ten-year-old Grace skipped in 
circles around the table. 
 Seven-year-old Joanna giggled as she tried to pour the water cups. “Stop, 
Grace. You just shook the table! I’m going to make a mess!” 
 “Oh, sorry.” Grace giggled with her sister. 
 Victoria watched her younger sisters’ joy in life and felt a twinge of 
jealousy. Again that bitter thought came to her mind: It’s not fair. Usually she 
tried to suppress the anger by comforting herself that at least she had not died. 
But not right now. They didn’t have any major injuries, and look at me. It’s not fair! 
 “What’s wrong, Victoria?” asked Matt as the family sat down. 
 Victoria frowned at her big brother. Didn’t he know? Of course he knew! 
 “Sorry for asking,” Matt said with a shrug. 
 Victoria turned her face away, trying to hide the tears that sprang to the 
surface. Oh, miserable life. Yes, she was alive, but did she really want to be? 
 What’s wrong with me? she cried mentally as soon as lunch was over, 
running to her room and sinking into her rocking chair. What’s wrong with me? 
I’m a Christian! Of course I should love life! I DON’T want to die. I should be 
grateful. Whatever is the matter with me? Something has gone terribly wrong with my 
spiritual walk! Overwhelmed with self-pity, misery, and guilt, Victoria buried 
her face in her hands and sobbed. 
 When she finally glanced up, she saw through her blurred vision a dust-
covered book lying on her night table. Slowly she picked it up and wiped the 
dust off the cover. Why, this was the book she had begun before the accident! 
She hadn’t picked it up in four months. 
 Twenty-five biographies of Christian heroes. She read the cover gloomily. 
Faithful, devout, dynamic Christian people. They did so much for God! But they had 
easy lives, and of course, they were strong and healthy! I suppose I will never be like 
them. I’ve been a failure since the accident, and besides, how can I serve the Lord 
without a hand? 
 Sadly she opened the book to where her bookmark lay. Fanny Crosby. For 
a moment she stared at the cover of the new chapter. Fanny Crosby… wasn’t 
she the blind hymn writer? Intrigued, Victoria began reading.  
 The chapter was all about Fanny’s life and childhood. Poor thing, Victoria 
thought with deep sympathy. Forever doomed to live a life of misery, all because of 
a physical ailment that was out of her control. Just like me. 



 Suddenly, Victoria sat up straight with a startled gasp. She had come to a 
poem Fanny had written at nine years old. She can’t have really written that, 
Victoria thought, her eyes wide with astonishment. There is no way. But she did! 
It says she did! Amazed, she read the poem again.  

O what a happy child am I, 
Although I cannot see; 

I am resolved that in this world 
Contented I will be.  

How many blessings I enjoy 
That other people don't; 

To weep and sigh because I'm blind, 
I cannot, and I won't.  

 “She really wrote that,” Victoria whispered aloud. “She really wrote that. 
At nine years old, blind for life.” 
 Suddenly she leapt to her feet, grabbed her hymnal off the bookshelf, 
and flipped frantically to the author index at the end. Soon she was paging 
from song to song that Fanny Crosby had written. Every line filled her 
wondering amazement. 

And I shall see Him face to face, 
And tell the story: saved by grace! 

 See? Victoria shook her head in disbelief. Fanny Crosby never saw a face in 
her life. How could she write about seeing Jesus’ face? She really had faith—much 
greater than mine. 

To God be the glory! 
Great things He hath done! 

So loved He the world, 
That He gave us His Son! 

 Victoria closed the hymnal, now thoroughly ashamed. Fanny Crosby had 
chosen to live her life praising God for the great things He had done, not 
feeling sorry for herself and useless because she was blind. I am not really like 
Fanny Crosby after all, Victoria thought. 



 She stood up once more and reached for her Bible. Slowly she opened up 
to Philippians 4:11. “Not that I speak in respect of want: for I have learned, in 
whatsoever state I am, therewith to be content.”  
  
 Oh, Lord, I am so sorry. New tears slipped down Victoria’s cheeks, but 
these were tears of deep remorse, not self-pity. My misery has not been the fault 
of my accident. It’s been the fault of my own discontentment for all You’ve given me. 

 She kept turning the pages of her Bible until more words jumped out at 
her, stopping her. Riveted, she read 2 Corinthians 12:7-10, holding her breath 
in amazement and reverence. “And lest I should be exalted above measure through 
the abundance of the revelations, there was given to me a thorn in the flesh, the 
messenger of Satan to buffet me, lest I should be exalted above measure. For this 
thing I besought the Lord thrice, that it might depart from me. And he said unto me, 
My grace is sufficient for thee: for my strength is made perfect in weakness. Most 
gladly therefore will I rather glory in my infirmities, that the power of Christ may rest 
upon me. Therefore I take pleasure in infirmities, in reproaches, in necessities, in 
persecutions, in distresses for Christ's sake: for when I am weak, then am I strong.” 

 Victoria shook her head. I’ve had it all wrong. I’ve thought the people who 
have it all together can serve Jesus. But look at Paul, who did so much for God. He 
had a physical problem too, but he wouldn’t let it stop him. Instead, he was thankful 
for it because it kept him humble and allowed Christ’s power to flow through his 
weakness. 

 Suddenly Victoria dropped to her knees beside her chair. In a whisper, 
she poured out her overwhelmed heart to God. She repented of her bitterness 
and discontentment. She asked Him to help her accept her physical deformity 
with joy and humility. When she rose from her knees, her heart overflowed 
with a peace she had not known in months! 

 Laying down her Bible, she ran downstairs to the living room. “Guess 
what, everyone!” Her face was shining. 

 Her family turned to her. “Why, Victoria, I haven’t seen you look so 
happy in months! What’s come over you?” her father marveled. 



 “I’ve found peace.” Victoria’s eyes sparkled with renewed hope. “I found 
a little poem by Fanny Crosby, and I’ve realized that I don’t have to have the 
perfect body for Jesus to use me. I’ve repented of my anger, and I know He 
wants to use my life for some incredible purpose! And I’m determined to find 
it.” 

 “That’s wonderful to hear!” Her mother sighed with relief. “I’ve been 
worried about you, Victoria.” 

 “I’ve been bitter and angry. But I’m resolved to be content now, Mama.” 
Victoria smiled again—a peaceful, happy smile. “I’m going to resign myself to 
having this plastic arm and even thank the Lord for it. ‘I am resolved that in this 
world, contented I will be.’ ” 

- The End - 


