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The Empty Parking Space 
 

 

 

If ye have faith as a grain of mustard seed, ye shall say unto this 

mountain, Remove hence to yonder place; and it shall remove; and 

nothing shall be impossible unto you 

(Matt. 17:20, KJV). 

 

Many years passed, and I was a young adult before I 

allowed myself to think once more of that personal God I’d 

known as a child. However, the day did come when I was 

challenged again to return to that childlike faith. A friend 

had given me a book called Think and Grow Rich by 

Napoleon Hill. It contained a collection of stories about 

successful people. The thing that was so fascinating to me 

was the common theme that ran throughout each story. 

Every person mentioned in the book spoke of a positive 

mental attitude and a faith in the power of prayer. For me 

the book was far more than a “get-out-there-and-go-for-it” 

instruction manual. It asked the reader to step out in faith 



 to not only pray for needs but to pray specifically  and 

to believe the thing we prayed for would come to pass. 

My dream had always been to become an airline pilot. 

At the time, I was a flight instructor for light airplanes at 

Carpenter’s Airport in Charlotte. I was grateful for having 

come that far, but it seemed like an awfully long way to my 

ultimate dream. While sitting at the airport one day waiting 

for my next student, I thumbed through my dog-eared copy 

of Think and Grow Rich. As always, I was captivated by 

the author’s presentation. Was he crazy? Or could what I 

was reading really work? Of course, I still believed in God, 

but I didn’t really think He concerned Himself about my 

individual problems and dreams.  After all, He had some 

genuinely big problems in the world that needed solving 

without worrying about the small daily demands of my life. 

Yet, the assertion of Napoleon Hill’s book that God does 

answer specific prayers was gnawing at me. What I wanted 

more than anything was to become an airline pilot, but I 

was afraid to even let myself think about God helping me 

become one  much less pray specifically for it. I still 

remembered the pain of His letting me lose Dad; at least, in 

my heart I blamed Him for that. But as I permitted myself 



to dream just a little, a thought occurred to me. Maybe I 

couldn’t believe for an airline job, but I could start by 

believing for something small  something not quite so 

essential to my life’s dream. 

There was one thing that had been bugging me  

something small, yet something that had become very 

irritating. Charlotte’s job as a tax consultant had played out 

with the end of tax season. She had been signing up every 

Tuesday for her unemployment check. Since we only had 

one car, I had to drive her to the employment office every 

week. The irritating part of the ordeal was that the place 

was so busy on sign-up day that I usually had to park at 

least two or three blocks away. I slammed the book shut 

and sat up straight. “That’s it,” I said to myself. “That’s the 

perfect place to start.” 

“OK,” I said, now directing my words to God. “I’m 

going to accept Mr. Hill’s challenge.” I tried to make my 

voice sound firm with confidence. “I’m asking You for an 

empty parking space right in front of the employment 

office: the first one to the right of the handicap spaces.” I 

wanted to be absolutely sure if the experiment did work 



that there would be no doubt left in my mind. If that 

particular space was empty, it could not be a coincidence! 

It was almost a week before the next sign-up Tuesday, 

and every day I would remind God of the parking space I 

wished to be empty. Every day I would tell myself, “I 

believe that the first parking space to the right of the 

handicap space will be vacant.”  

It was a few days before I found the nerve to tell 

Charlotte. “Oh, sure,” she said laughing. “You actually 

expect that exact parking space to be empty.” 

“You’ll see.” I said, trying to sound more confident than 

I felt. 

Finally the day arrived. We lived in a house trailer on 

the airport property, so I waited until after my morning 

training flight to pick up Charlotte. I knew that would put 

us at the employment office during the busiest part of the 

day. If it worked, I wanted to be sure it was God who did it. 

It was about 10:30 a.m. when I drove over to our trailer and 

honked the horn to let her know I was ready to go. 

Soon she was sliding into the seat next to me with her 

purse tucked under her arm, trying her best to act as usual, 

but she couldn’t quite hide the sly grin that kept popping 



out. I backed out of the drive and headed toward downtown 

Charlotte  and my rendezvous with God. Charlotte had to 

keep cautioning me to slow down. I was in a hurry by then 

to see if it was going to work. But halfway there, I got 

scared. What was I doing? This was not something to play 

around with. What if it really did work? My next thought 

was: But on the other hand, what will I do if it doesn’t 

work? I knew it’d be hard to handle the disappointment. 

Charlotte had stopped teasing me and sat very still 

looking quietly out her window. “O.A.,” she said, her voice 

serious this time. “Do you really think it’ll be empty?” 

“Yes, I do,” I confessed, surprising myself at my own 

firm response. Even more surprising was the confidence 

that suddenly began welling up inside me. 

Soon I was turning into the front parking lot, and 

confidence or no confidence, my hair practically stood on 

end when I saw a car slowly backing out of my exact 

designated parking space as we approached. I couldn’t get a 

word out. Charlotte sat there staring at the empty space, her 

laughter and “I told you so” suspended in midair. Neither 

of us moved at first. Then we started beating each other on 

the shoulders, laughing, and talking at the same time. Even 



after I’d parked, it took several minutes for us to compose 

ourselves enough for her to get out of the car and go in. 

I watched her walk toward the office and turn again to 

stare at the packed parking lot. Some cars were even parked 

illegally. And she was still shaking her head when she 

disappeared through the office doors. 

I smiled as the doors closed behind her and slumped 

silently back in my seat. I was alone with my thoughts, but 

at the same time, I wasn’t alone. All of a sudden, I was 

sharply aware of His presence  the same awareness I 

remembered feeling as a child when somehow I just knew 

He was there. I could even imagine the smile He must have 

had as He watched me. I was still a long way from the daily 

carefree confidence I had once known, but I knew I had 

finally taken a big step in that direction. 

The miracle for Charlotte and me was far more than just 

finding an empty parking space. It meant endless 

possibilities lay ahead for us if we could learn to follow up 

on what we had learned that day  trust and believe. 

Today, it was a parking space  perhaps tomorrow  an 

airline job. 


