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Editor’s Note 

It is good to benefit from the wisdom of others. In 1 John 2: 12-17 the author says, “I 

write to you, fathers, because you have known Him who is from the beginning.” 

While we don’t know exactly who John was writing to, we can see that he is writing 

to these believers because of the “spiritual assets” that they possessed. Their 

collective wisdom was a blessing to him and others and from them he felt he could 

learn those things that would help him spiritually.  

 

I like to think of the contributors and readers of Believer Life in this way as well. By 

your written words you are a blessing to others and are conveying your wisdom to 

them to help in their spiritual growth. As a reader, it is my belief and hope you are 

able to take what you read here and in some way unique to your situation you are 

able to convey this same wisdom on to others.  

 

In this month’s edition you will see we have a variety of articles, stories, and poems 

by our Christ filled writers. As I read through these, I am particularly moved by those 

instances where the author bravely shared their personal experiences in life. I 

encourage you to continue to do so as I’m sure our readers are just as moved as I 

am. 

 

This month’s theme is “Renewing Your Walk with the Lord: How to Revitalize 

You Spiritual Life and Live More Fully for Him.” and you’ll see writings that 

encourage you in doing so and how. Our next publication will be April 15
th
 and our 

theme will be “My Strength is Made Perfect in Weakness” 2 Corinthians 12:9. Of 

course all writings will be considered and it doesn’t necessarily have to be on this 

theme. Please make sure your transcripts are in one week before the 15
th
. 

 

By the way, you will notice I did not include photographs this time. I have been 

concerned about copyrights and felt I should forgo them. Sorry you will not get to 

enjoy images of God’s beautiful creation. 

 

Ramsey Coutta 

Editor 

editor@believerlife.com

mailto:editor@believerlife.com
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A Sea of Blessings 

Donna J. Howard      

”When he [Jesus] finished teaching, he said 

to Simon [Peter], ‘Push out into deep water 

and let your nets out for a catch.’ 

Simon said, ‘Master, we’ve been fishing 

hard all night and haven’t caught even a 

minnow. But if you say so, I’ll let out the 

nets.’  It was no sooner said than done – a 

huge haul of fish, straining the nets past 

capacity.” (Luke 5:4-5 MSG) 

The boats went out, the nets went in, and 

Peter and his friends were blessed. They 

pulled in a ‘huge haul of fish,’ nearly 

swamping the boats. 

I love that story. It’s a story of love and 

compassion, faith and obedience, providing 

a number of lessons for us. My favorite is 

noting that Jesus encourages us to ‘let 

down our nets” into His abundant blessings, 

too. Paul wrote the following verse to the 

Christians in Philippi, but I believe it applies 

to us, too. 

“You can be sure that God will take care of 

everything you need, his generosity 

exceeding even yours in the glory that 

pours from Jesus.” (Phil. 4:19 MSG) 

He showers us with a love far greater than 

we can ever imagine. He fills our daily 

needs and shares the beauty and delights 

of nature. 

He gives us peace in the midst of our trials 

and the strength to bear them. When we 

have more questions than answers, His 

Word gives us wisdom to sort things out, 

and directs us in the way we should go. 

He provides a refuge when we are in 

distress and a stronghold in times of 

trouble. 

He gives us confidence when our self-

esteem is low, encouragement when we 

are faltering.  

He rejoices with us when thing are going 

well, and He comforts us in sorrow. When 

we laugh, He laughs, and when we cry, He 

cries.           . 

Psalms 37:4 says: “Delight yourself in the 

Lord and he will give you the desires of 

your heart.” 

These blessings and many more, fill our 

nets to overflowing. Yet, I have not 

mentioned his greatest blessing. Himself! 

He is our greatest blessing. He gave His life 

on the cross and took our sins on himself, 

so we could be forgiven and spend eternity 

with him.  

Then, He conquered death. He rose from 

the dead, and now dwells with the Father in 

eternal glory. But that’s not all. Because He 

lives, we will live, too. When our time 

comes to leave this earth, our bodies will 

return to dust, but our spirits will join Him in 

heaven, and we will spend eternity with 

Him. Isn’t that amazing? He is waiting for us 

to join him, and when we do, another 

blessing will be waiting for us. He will place 

a glorious crown of righteousness on our 

heads. (2 Tim. 4:8). Not because of our 

righteousness, but because of His.  
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Is your net overflowing with the abundance 

of Christ’s blessings? If you are not sure, I 

hope you will accept him as your Savior 

today, and dip your net into the sea of His 

blessings. 

Donna lives in Orfordville, WI.  She and her 
husband Lynn celebrated 56 years of 
marriage on October 2. They have 3 
children, 5 grandchildren, and 2 gr. 
grandchildren. Donna has published in a 
variety of publications. She enjoys spending 
time with her family; reading; writing 
devotionals, poems and children's stories; 
Bible studies, and crochet. 

 

 

 

My Miracle 
 

Carey Hauskins 
 
I was sixteen and dating the first boy in my 
life, a young man who was older—one who 
treated me special. Our emotions became 
strong. We fell in love. 
 
Not realizing I was pregnant, but because I 
was sick, my mother took me to the doctor. 
When the doctor told us I was expecting a 
baby, my mother and I didn’t know what to 
say to each other. 
 
Lots of decisions were made and none of 
them were mine. The boy’s parents and 
mine made them for me. I was told I had to 
go away so that my sister’s reputations 
would not be ruined. I was being sent to an 
all girl’s school and would give the baby up 
for adoption. I was not to see the boy any 
more. My parents put a restraining order on 
him. It was very sad. 
 

I felt ashamed, confused, scared, lonely, 
and rejected by everyone. Fear gripped my 
spirit and all that was in me. My older sister 
intervened and asked if I could come to live 
with her in California. My mother told me I 
could go under the same circumstances: 
the baby was to be given up for adoption. 
So much loss. I lost the boy I loved, my 
family, and my familiar world in Ohio. 
Saying goodbye broke my heart. And soon, 
I would say goodbye to a tiny life I wanted 
to keep. 
 
Days and months went by. My sister took 
me to a social worker who made plans for 
my baby. The day I went into labor, my 
sister took me to the hospital but left to go 
home to get my bag. Alone and afraid I had 
the baby, a girl born Nov 6th, 1996. 
 
Because of the adoption, I wasn’t allowed 
to look at my baby but a nurse let me peek 
at her. She was beautiful. I wrote her name 
on the papers, Carey Lynne Holden, my 
own name. Three days later, I looked out 
my window and saw a lady carrying my 
baby in a carrier to her car. My heart and 
life were broken and I fell into a deep pit of 
depression. Leaving the hospital, I felt so 
alone. 
 
As a little girl, I went to a Catholic school. I 
knew about God and the Trinity but at this 
time I had no personal relationship with 
Jesus as Savior. I felt God was at a high 
distance and I felt I was being punished for 
the mistake I’d made convinced I was a bad 
person who had no hope for the future. 
 
My sister helped me get into a beauty 
school and I helped her with her kids. 
Slowly, I started to get out but nothing filled 
my emptiness. Later that year I met 
someone. We went out but I trusted no one. 
I had all these issues. How could I get close 
to anyone again? But God had brought this 
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young man into my life. He made me laugh 
again and treated me with respect. He 
asked me to marry him. 
 
At first, I said “no.” I wanted him to know all 
my background. I told him about giving up 
my baby and that she would always be a 
part of my life. If she came back, I would 
have to know he could accept this part of 
my life. He cried and said he wished he’d 
met me sooner. He would have taken care 
of both of us and that part of my life he 
accepted. He was marrying me because he 
loved me. We were married on August 
20th—a happy day for us. We soon had 
three sons, John, David, and Matthew. Lots 
of love and joy surrounded our family. 
 
All the years I raised the boys, I always 
thought of my daughter, her birthdays, 
Christmas, Easter and any holiday. At 
church, I lit candles and knelt and prayed 
the “Our Father.” I prayed, “Your kingdom 
come; your will be done.” I wanted God’s 
will for my daughter. I would never try to 
find her. I felt it would disrupt her life and 
the lives of her adopted parents. Records 
closed. The social worker put my 
graduation picture in my file. But I prayed 
that somehow I might see her again. 
Whenever I lit a candle in church, my 
husband John was there. He held me 
through the darkest times, just as my sister 
Joyce had before my baby. 
 
Often I woke up praying for her. Was she 
safe? Was she ok? Was she happy? I 
prayed for her teen years that God would 
keep her close and safe. I wondered if her 
adopted parents were good to her. I’d ask 
for a Catholic home for her because I 
wanted her to know God and go to church. I 
always had a hole in my heart and life. I 
was thankful for the gifts of our sons but my 
heart still ached for my little girl. 
 

Years went by. I often went through 
depression in the fall of the year. I mourned 
the loss of my little girl so much. Then one 
day I received a letter and a tape in the 
mail. My mom had remarried years before 
but was now deceased. The letter was from 
my step dad’s second wife. My mother had 
left a letter from California Social Services. 
To me the papers being passed on were 
one of God’s miracles. 
I called my husband shaking, saying “John, 
it’s happened! I know that it’s my little girl.” 
God I cried, how can this be? When I called 
the lady she told me my daughter had been 
trying to find me for eight years. She 
wanted to mail me pictures but we were not 
allowed to talk because an affidavit had to 
be signed by my daughter, her adopted 
dad, and me. The social worker instructed 
my daughter to write the judge because of a 
closed adoption with sealed records. The 
judge allowed my records to be opened. 
We all signed the affidavit and I received a 
picture of my daughter before I even got to 
talk with her. 
 
She is beautiful, I thought, and looks like 
me. When I showed the picture, everyone 
fell in love with her. Only God could open 
the records, find favor with a judge, and 
have this miracle. 
 
I was so afraid to talk with my daughter. 
Through the social worker we set a time to 
meet. It was a precious time. We talked for 
hours trying to catch up on all the years. 
And still, we could not get enough in. We 
cried together. My daughter told me that 
before her adopted mother died she had 
always told her that her real mother was an 
angel who loved her but couldn’t take care 
of her. She planted the seeds in my 
daughter’s heart that I loved her. 
 
At the time she was born, I asked the social 
worker if she could have the baby adopted 
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before Christmas—that would be my 
Christmas present to her and to myself. 
God made it happen. He saw the desire in 
my heart. I got a phone call that my baby 
was adopted on Christmas Eve. Her 
adopted parents named her Mary Christine 
because they got her on Christmas Eve. 
 
I became a Christian and accepted Jesus 
as my Lord and Savior. Jesus has healed 
me of all my hurts and emotional pain. And 
one of the greatest miracles, I was 
privileged to lead my daughter to the Lord. 
Later, I was honored to meet her adopted 
dad who loved me like his own. Dying of 
cancer, he asked for me to sit and pray with 
him, another of God’s touches in 
completing the story of this wonderful 
miracle. Like Joseph in the Bible, what 
Satan meant for harm God used for good. 
Romans 8:28 tells us: “And we know that 
God causes all things to work together for 
good to those who love God, to those who 
are called according to His purpose.” NAS 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A New Kind of Valentines 

Carol Dee Meeks 

 

When the year is young, millions of dollars 

are spent on February 14. This day is set 

aside to show and express how important 

the mate of your life is to you. Roses and 

chocolates, sometimes champagne, 

finishes off a day of token love. If you are 

really loved, you may get a diamond. 

 

I watched this celebration for seventeen 

years in an office where I worked. It was 

pleasant to see flowers on each working 

girl’s desk. Even the men received flowers. 

I thought we were all blessed. 

 

The love my husband and I share is a deep 

physical attraction for each other. We’ve 

had forty years for our feelings to deepen, 

and they have. I love him dearly and I know 

he loves me. Our love is a mature love. We 

share. We grow. We are contented at this 

stage of our life. 

But since our retirement, the church we 

attend has studied Rick Warren’s FORTY 

DAYS OF PURPOSE. As knowledge 

unfolded in the pages of his text, I now 

have a different concept of Valentine’s Day 

and valentine love. 

 

It is nice to give and to receive these gifts 

and remembrances of love, a day set aside, 

just to experience our mate’s feelings 

toward us. I am also reminded and have 

come to know that John 3:16 NIV is a 

valentine to all of us from our Savior and 

Lord. It says: 
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For God so loved the world that He gave 

His one and only son that whoever believes 

in Him shall not perish but have eternal life.  

 

How wonderful to realize that a certain day 

of the year does not have to be set aside 

for us to celebrate and know the love of 

Jesus Christ. Jesus loves us 

unconditionally every day of the year. Our 

tokens of love from Him are:  

forgiveness of sins, a fresh new start every 

morning, (Lamentations 3:22-23 KJV), and 

eternal life. I John 4:19 KJV, tells us, “We 

love Him because He first loved us.”  

 

This is cause for celebrations every day. 

Jeremiah 3:13 NIV, says, “I have loved you 

with an everlasting love.” He loves us this 

much three hundred sixty five days of the 

year, not just February 14. How blessed we 

are. 

 

ECCLESIASTES 10:2...a wise man's heart 

directs him toward the right, but the foolish 

man's heart directs him toward the left. 

 

IN GOD WE TRUST 

2012 Oklahoma Senior Poet Laureate 

HONOR SCROLL AWARD 

2011 Senior Poet Laureate of Oklahoma 

2010 Annual Contest Poetry Society 

Oklahoma, Category #13, 3rd place Poet 

Laureate 

2009 Senior Poet Laureate of Oklahoma  

2008 Oklahoma Senior Poet Laureate 

HONOR SCROLL AWARD 

2007, 2005, 2004 Senior Poet Laureate of 

New Mexico  

2006 New Mexico Senior Poet Larueate 

HONOR SCROLL AWARD 

 
 
 
 
 

A Lesson Learned 

Jeff Houdyshelt 

My grandfather on my dad’s side was a 

quite reserved gentleman that spoke softly 

but had people’s attention. We were fishing 

on one sunny spring day when he 

overheard a man just rambling on about 

something that had garnered his interest 

and that of his friends. I remember my 

grandfather telling me to look at that group 

of men but not to focus on the man 

speaking but rather an elderly gentleman 

sitting off to the side that was listening 

intently. 

Granddaddy told me that this elderly man 

was the smartest of them all because he 

knew enough to listen to the conversation 

and to not get involved in a meaningless 

oration. He told me that the wise man is the 

one that sits back and observes and listens. 

He is the one that learns from others 

mistakes and in the long run will go furthest. 

I wasn’t exactly clear on the point that my 

grandfather was trying to make but he 

cleared it up by saying that just in our life 

our faith in God grows the most and we 

learn by listening for his spirit to speak to 

us. He further clarified by saying that if 

you’re always speaking without taking time 

to listen for a reply you’ll miss your 

message that God is trying to send. 
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That was probably one of the most 

memorable lessons that my grandfather 

taught me and one that I have carried with 

me to this very day. In my law enforcement 

days my listening skills were invaluable in 

assessing a situation and sometimes saved 

me from a physical confrontation. 

The most important part of the lesson that 

my grandfather demonstrated that day was 

to keep myself open to receive God’s word. 

I wish I could honestly say that I stored that 

lesson and put it to good use in my spiritual 

life everyday but I can’t. I went through a 

long period where I was away from God’s 

presence. It’s a period that I regret but I can 

reflect back upon it now to know that even 

during that time God was watching over 

me. I may not have always been listening 

for God’s his word but I know that he spoke 

to me and through me in some pretty dire 

circumstances that could have resulted in 

the loss of life 

He protected me as I found myself behind a 

truck filled with three dangerous felons that 

had intended on killing me, and had the 

sawed off shotgun and pistols to 

accomplish their goal. But something told 

me not to approach the truck and wait on 

my backup. Lesson learned because I 

listened to that voice and when I later spoke 

to the driver he told me that he was going to 

kill me if I walked up to the truck. I simply 

said that I had a guardian watching over 

me. The air left his sails and I went to my 

patrol car and thanked God for sparing my 

life. 

As I now approach middle age I find myself 

remembering more of the talks that I had 

with all of my grandparents and the wisdom 

that they placed in me. Because my caring 

for and desire to help people comes from 

my grandfather that once taught me a life 

lesson while fishing by the lake. 

God bless my friends.   

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

An Appointment with Shelley 

 

Mary Olender 

 

There is a little poem written by Edith Lillian 

Young titled “Disappointment—His 

Appointment.” All one needs to do is 

change one letter…so the poem goes.  I 

wish I could say I always embrace that 

point of view but truth be told, I don’t!  One 

of the hardest things I’ve had to deal with in 

my walk with the Lord has been 

disappointment, especially when I am 

dismayed as to what I see lacking in myself 

when I find I am not measuring up to what I 

know I should be. 

 

Truly seeing myself in those areas of 

personal weakness, that sense of failure, 

can really shoot me down but I have 

learned too that these can be the times the 

Lord is showing me things in my character 

that need some correction or healing.  I 

have also found that when I am weak and 

fail He has a way of entering into the picture 

and blessing me anyway - totally revitalizing 
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my walk with Him. Such I found to be the 

case with a beautiful young girl named 

Shelley. 

 

For a short period of time in the early 70’s, 

our family lived in a little Maine village 

called Castine.  And for a while, we 

attended the Methodist Church there.  

There was a very unusual set of 

circumstances regarding church life in 

Castine.  The Methodist church we 

attended was connected with the 

Community Church and both were pastored 

by the same minister!  Sunday School 

classes were always held in the Methodist 

Church but Sunday services were split 

between the two.  So this one particular 

Sunday after finishing class, the children 

dressed and readied themselves for the 

three block walk to the Community Church 

for the service.  

 

Shelley was one of the young girls in our 

Sunday School class.   She was not in my 

class.  She was in my friend Betty’s so I 

was not really acquainted with her.  The 

children were all walking together in front of 

us teachers at a quick pace.all that is 

except for Shelley.  With her head down, 

she was walking a good distance behind 

the others.  The children were all in good 

spirits.  Every one of these children was 

connected with another, but Shelley was 

truly “on her own.”  You see, Shelley was a 

Down syndrome child. 

I did not like the way I felt about those who 

were afflicted with this handicap. I was just 

not comfortable around them.  As a 

Christian, I was ashamed of the way I felt.  I 

mean, here I was with a mentally and 

physically challenged child of my own.  I 

would have felt immensely wounded if I 

perceived that someone was uncomfortable 

around my child yet I couldn’t deny that this 

was the way I felt.  Perhaps their 

appearance painfully reminded me of the 

struggles I was going through with the 

acceptance of my own child’s issues.  I 

don’t really know. 

I watched as Shelley trudged along by 

herself and became aware of just how 

lonely and rejected she must feel.  It was so 

sad.  No one wanted to be around her.  It 

was then I heard this inner voice prompting 

me, “Walk up to Shelley and put your arm 

around her.  She is feeling very alone.”  

Immediately, I knew it was the Lord.  “I can’t 

do that, Lord,” I quickly replied, “I’m sorry.  I 

can’t.”  Again He repeated Himself, “Go 

walk up to Shelley and put your arm around 

her.  She is feeling very alone!”  This time 

this inner voice was somewhat louder, but 

again, I silently responded, “I can’t do that 

Lord.  I’m so sorry, I just can’t.” 

I really don’t know how I wound up walking 

alongside Shelley!!!!  Whether she slowed 

down or the Lord Himself quickened my 

pace but suddenly I was walking by her 

side.  And then I heard this very loud 

command within my spirit…”Your Arm!!!  

Your Arm!!!  It was in a tone that meant 

“Obey Me!!  Just do what I tell you NOW!! 

I’m ashamed to say that my arm felt like a 

block of concrete.  It felt so so heavy.  With 

all my might, I raised it and dropped it 

around her shoulder.  “Hi Shelley,” I said, 

“How are you doing?” “Okay,” she replied 

never looking up.  And then the most 

unbelievable thing happened!  Suddenly I 
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was filled with this immense overpowering 

love for this child.  The rejection I felt 

toward her, the uncomfortable feelings I 

had were all completely gone – 

miraculously gone!  I walked with my arm 

around her all the way to the church…so 

caught up in the wonder of it all! 

Now I ask you, what kind of a God is this 

that blesses a child who had been so 

unwilling to obey Him?  I could understand 

His ministering to me through a warm 

reaction from this child but such was not the 

case.  She spoke not another word..just 

kept walking with her head down.  It was I 

who was blest beyond measure!  Evidently 

He saw something in me that definitely 

needed healing.  Shelley was not the only 

“handicapped” person walking on the street 

that day. 

I knew when I heard that commanding 

voice; I had to do what I was told.  But to 

bless me so!  To take my negative feelings, 

my ugly weakness, and to transform them 

into loving acceptance…Such love and 

patience with me!  And such compassion 

for Shelley!  

 I have never had those feelings for Down 

syndrome children or adults ever again.  As 

a matter of fact, I find that now when I do 

see someone with that challenging 

affliction, my heart is strangely warmed, a 

love bubbles up within me..a love that I 

know was firmly planted there by the Hand 

of my Heavenly Father.  Praise His Blessed 

Name!! 

********************************************** 

He guides me in the path of righteousness 

for His Name’s sake….My cup 

overflows….Psalm 23 

Mary Olender is retired and has been 

married for 50 years to her husband Bob. 

They have five grown children and 9 

grandchildren. 

Her main purpose in writing is to encourage 

one's faith and to reveal the reality of Jesus 

Christ and His absolute desire to become 

involved in one's everyday life and 

circumstances. 

She attends church at Christ Chapel in 

Madison Ct where she is active in Women's 

Ministry. 
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What it Takes 
 

Abby Kelly 

 
At some point, I’m sure every Christian 

wonders if they have what it takes. After 

reading stories of faithful heroes and 

martyrs, it’s easy to feel kind of wimpy.  

Would I be able to stand before lions in the 

arena? 

Would I be brave enough to congregate 

with other believers when our building had 

been burned down three times in one 

month by people who hate us? 

Would I have stood by Jesus when he was 

arrested? 

Would I be able to uphold the standards of 

my Christian business amidst lawsuits and 

boycotts? 

What does it take to be brave? Faith is the 

substance of things hoped for. Faith and 

audacity are the substance of bravery. 

Remember Peter in Acts 12? King Herod 

was having a heyday persecuting 

Christians. And he was becoming quite 

popular by doing so. Recently, he had killed 

James. Now, he had Peter in chains. He 

was simply waiting for Passover to end so 

that he could make mockery of a public trial 

and put Peter to death as well.  

The night before Herod was to bring him to 

trial, Peter was sleeping between two 

soldiers, bound with two chains, and 

sentries stood guard at the entrance. Act. 

12:6 

Seriously? Sleeping? How does someone 

fall asleep the night before he faces 

imminent death? How does one nod off 

chained between to heartless Roman 

guards whose very lives depend on the 

security of prisoners? And yet Peter felt 

calm enough to simply fall asleep.  

The story ends well. Peter is rescued by an 

angel who simply dissolves Peter’s chains, 

leads him through doors and walls, and 

then leaves him in the empty streets of 

Jerusalem. I would love to experience that 

kind a miracle. But I’m more curious about 

where Peter’s courage came from.  

Before He left, Jesus told Peter that when 

he was an old man, he would be led where 

he didn’t want to go, and he would be killed. 

I think Peter understood that it wasn’t his 

time. He wasn’t yet old and gray, therefore, 

whatever Herod might intend to do, he 

couldn’t take Peter’s life.  

Flash back to the Old Testament? How 

audacious must Joshua and Caleb have 

been to argue with the reports of 10 other 

spies sent to investigate the Promised 

Land. Against all reason, these two men 

had faith that God would deliver Canaan 

into their less than capable hands.  

“‘Caleb silenced the people before Moses 

and said, “We should go up and take 

possession of the land, for we can certainly 

do it.’ 

But the men who had gone up with him 

said, ‘We can’t attack those people; they 

are stronger than we are.” And they spread 

among the Israelites a bad report about the 

land they had explored. They said, “The 
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land we explored devours those living in it. 

All the people we saw there are of great 

size.  We saw the Nephilim there (the 

descendants of Anak come from the 

Nephilim). We seemed like grasshoppers in 

our own eyes, and we looked the same to 

them.’” Numbers 13:30-33 

Because of their lack of faith, God 

sentenced the unbelieving Israelites to 

wander in the wilderness for 40 years, until 

every single adult who had disbelieved God 

died. That meant everyone except... Joshua 

and Caleb.  

What must it have been like for 40 years to 

watch your peers and those younger than 

you die? Perhaps Caleb and Joshua got 

sick, or had to fight off wild animals in the 

desert - but they knew they were invincible. 

God had promised that they would enter the 

Promised Land. In fact, when the Israelites 

began to lay claim to their inheritance, 

Caleb was still healthy and strong, and his 

eyesight was perfect. 

Time would expire to tell of Elijah at Mount 

Carmel. Without a specific directive from 

God, he audaciously dared the prophets of 

Baal to a battle of the gods. With his life on 

the line, he bravely stood on the 

faithfulness of his God. And God sent fire.  

No tale of bravery would be complete 

without the account of David and Goliath. 

Audaciously, the shepherd boy challenged 

the giant in defense of God’s name. His 

faith in God, stacked upon his audacity 

filled him with a bravery beyond the entire 

army of Israel.  

A dear friend of mine recently referred to 

herself in years past as a fear addict. I can 

think of hundreds of incidents that verify my 

own cowardice. And I wonder, maybe I 

shouldn’t start the process of becoming 

brave by simply gritting my teeth and 

yanking up my bootstraps. Perhaps it starts 

with a little faith and a lot of audacity. You 

know, “Just Do It.” 

Maybe I won’t feel brave until I step out and 

do something crazy. Then, met by a faithful 

God, I will become brave.  

Abby Kelly is a freelance writer, blogger 
and personal trainer living in Northern, VA. 
She is the oldest of four, the wife of one, 
the owner of the world’s best dog and she 
drinks WAY too much coffee. (: 

You can follow her blog here. 

You can see her online portfolio here. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

http://www.predatory-lies.com/
http://www.abbykelly.blogspot.com/
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Beauty Adorned You 

Carol Dee Meeks 

 

You were adorned with precious gems and 

gold. The deep purplish red translucent 

ruby, the prismatic crystals of topaz, and 

the shimmer and glimmer of diamond 

splendor sparkled for all to see. You were 

perfect in every detail, created by The 

Master, an anointed cherub and celestial 

being, made to reign with Him. 

 

But pride puffed up, and an undue sense of 

your own superiority and arrogance brought 

you down. How that must have hurt the 

Architect of your designer, and being The 

Fair Judge, He cast you out of heaven 

along with all your followers. Still, you try to 

overcome Him, and you can’t admit He 

can’t be overcome.  

 

The sudden displeasure and humiliation of 

being tossed out of the Kingdom of God 

and the bliss of His holy presence, staged 

an ongoing war with Him. It brought 

antagonism and anger beyond description 

many have tried to pen. It is unfathomable 

to imagine that kind of hate harboring a 

heart. Your displeasure and wrath consume 

you and reasoning is no longer possible for 

you to handle. 

 

You lie. You deceive. You delude the truth, 

and you prey on the weak. They follow you 

and the error of your ways. They become 

as angry as you and the rage and fury 

stretches out like the roots of the mighty 

oaks. Your lies of craft and trickery look as 

inviting as the gold of Nebraska’s wheat 

fields.  

 

What a waste! Pride destroys all things, 

even perfection when anger grows. It 

flickers life like winter’s gloom and will 

always end in defeat. Pride won’t allow you 

to see this true fact. 

 

 

ECCLESIASTES 10:2...a wise man's heart 

directs him toward the right,  

but the foolish man's heart directs him 

toward the left. 
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Christ's Cross 

Earl Kugle 

When we think of the cross 

What do we see? 

Our Savior from Heaven 

Who loves you and me 

He is the Son of God 

Christ Jesus His name 

He forgives all our sins 

And bears all our shame. 

He lifts all our burdens 

And gives peace and rest. 

Now we ask Him to be 

Our daily Guest. 

With His Spirit inside us 

We will be truly blessed. 

So look to Lord Jesus 

Our Savior and friend. 

With our trust in Him 

Our lives will not end.  

(Published on "Victory Herald" 6/01/2012) 

Earl Kugle, 85, lives in Saint Joseph, MI.  

He is retired and a widower. He is an usher 

and a greeter in his church. He also works 

occasionally in the Soup Kitchen near his 

home where he puts poems on the tables in 

the dining room hoping to touch some 

hearts so they will accept Christ as their 

Lord and Savior. 

 

 

 

The Proposal 

Ramona Cook 

Valentine’s Day is the time for Celebration 

of Love.  Love has many faces, and truly 

Love is a celebration for every moment of 

the year.  The Love experience we most 

celebrate and desire is to be loved, to be 

selected, to be desired.   

As a mature person now, thoughts of the 

proposals of marriage that have been my 

experience come to my mind.  It is almost 

amusing to me that there have been 

several of them in my history.   

The funniest proposal of marriage was 

offered to me in a restaurant, while I was 

working the late evening shift.  It was 

Friday, the bars had closed and all the party 

folks had come to eat an early breakfast.  

The restaurant was filled to capacity.  

Sitting at one end of the breakfast bar was 

a gentleman attended by a friend.  It was 

the man’s first trip out since the loss of his 

wife to death, so they said.  The widower 

was identifiably inebriated.  His friend was a 

little more in charge of himself.   

The friend was acting as the spokesman for 

the grieving man; he told me that his friend 

would like to marry me.  He continued to tell 

me about the gent’s house and how many 

vehicles he owned, and about the acres of 
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land that were his; he assured me that I 

would have a life of ease if only I would 

marry his friend.  I was embarrassed to the 

tips of my toes.   Being pressured for a 

response I was actively flipping through the 

files of my mind for something appropriate, 

because I understood that the man was in a 

sensitive time of his life.  Then it came to 

me and lifting my hand with all five fingers 

spread wide I said, “Well, I’ll tell you, all I 

have to bring to a marriage is five kids!”  

For the first time I heard the grieving man’s 

voice and he blurted out emphatically, “Oh 

no!  My house is not that big!”  Everyone in 

the restaurant had been listening so there 

was an eruption of laughter.  I had been 

rejected; to my great relief. 

The sweetest proposal of marriage was 

presented to me by two children, a boy and 

a girl, who appeared to be about 8 and 9 

years old.   

I worked in the Surgical Unit of the local 

hospital and it was my duty at times to keep 

the family members of the patients alerted 

as to when they could come in to visit.  

Every Unit bed was occupied with seriously 

ill patients.   

 I noticed that every time I went to the 

Waiting Room a boy and girl would point at 

me and whisper to each other.  Normally, I 

would have given them better attention, or 

at least have inquired if they needed 

something, but I was too busy trying to 

keep up with my duties.  On about the 

second day of this recurring experience as I 

was hurriedly walking back to the Unit, I 

heard a girl’s voice calling, “Miss, Miss.”  I 

turned around to see that the children were 

approaching me.  “Are you married?” asked 

the girl; I said, “No.”   “Our Mother is in the 

other Unit, she is dying with cancer and we 

have decided that you would be a good 

mother for us, so will you marry our 

Daddy?”  

I searched the files of my heart for a 

comfortable response.  “I don’t know your 

Daddy,” I told her.  Reaching to take my 

hand she immediately responded, “He is in 

the Waiting Room, we can introduce you to 

him and then you will know him.”  “Oh 

Sweetie, I would have to be in love with 

your Daddy before I could marry him and 

falling in love takes time,” I said to her.  I 

commented that I had to get back to the 

Unit and I left too abruptly for the tenor of 

the moment.  I checked the Waiting Room 

after my shift but they were not there.  I 

never saw them again. 

I worked two jobs most of the time because 

I had children and no income other than 

what I earned.  God is good and has 

provided unsolicited assistance when the 

need was dire, and always He has provided 

me work.  I mentioned the restaurant at 

which I worked, and it was there that I 

noticed a young and very handsome Army 

Officer who often brought his men there to 

eat.  I could hear him giving them 

instructions in proper table manners, and 

etiquette about ordering and tipping the wait 

staff also.   

Then I noticed over the many months 

following that he came alone.  We rarely 

talked because a busy restaurant does not 

permit much visiting with the customers.  

He sometimes would talk to the other 

diners, but overall he seemed very quiet 

and observing. 



17 
 

Then one evening as I passed his chair he 

said to me, “I need to talk with you.”  He 

said that he would rather it not be after my 

work, but that something had come up and 

it could not wait.”  I agreed to talk with him 

after work.  He looked me squarely in the 

face and said to me that he had been 

watching me for months and that he was in 

love with me; he asked if I would marry him.  

I was not ready for that proposal.  I had no 

idea that he would so much as consider me 

to be his wife. It had never entered my 

mind.  I offered the fact that there was eight 

years difference in our ages; his reply was 

that his mother was ten years older than his 

father and that they had a beautiful 

marriage.  He said he needed an answer 

because he was going into a serious 

situation in just a few days, and he wanted 

my answer before he left.  I later learned 

that he was of the Special Forces that went 

into Granada.  

My heart and my need wanted to respond 

to him with a “Yes,” but I was severely 

injured by a previous marriage of great 

conflict and physical abuse.  I was afraid. 

This is a grief to me to this day, because it 

is my thought that he would have provided 

the stability of commitment and love that my 

children and I needed.  I think I missed the 

opportunity of my life for a stable married 

relationship. I believed the man to be strong 

and honorable in character.  To this day I 

hold that view of him. 

I have thought upon this incident for a few 

years now and I think how awesome it is to 

be chosen, to be desired, to be selected by 

him; and how sad it is to have rejected his 

love that was offered. 

There is another Man whose proposal I did 

not reject.  He chose me, He loves me.  His 

name is Jesus.   

He desires that everyone accept His 

proposal of love and His commitment to 

them forever; a relationship without end.  A 

rock of stability and a generous provider is 

He.  Don’t reject Him.  You will have missed 

the opportunity of your Eternity.  

 Ramona Cook is a mother, grandmother 
and ordained minister of Jesus Christ. She 
has been active in prison and street 
ministries for many years.  
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My Life 

Earl Kugle 

My life is in Your hands, O Lord 

As I live and trust in You 

And watch the days go by, 

Sometimes I watch the lofty sky 

With different shades of blue 

And think about 

Eternal life with You. 

  

When my work on earth is through 

I will say, Adieu 

To all the things 

On earth I've done 

And go and live with You. 

According to Your Word, O Lord, 

That's how you have it planned. 

I'll live above the storms of earth 

In Your heavenly home so grand. 

  

Lord, while I walk here on earth, 

Lead me by my out-stretched hand 

So I will follow You 

And live my life anew. 

Then I'll live above the earth 

And sea and sky 

In a Mansion shared with You. 

(Published on "Victory Herald" - 6/01/2012) 

 

 

 

 

A Picture of the Cross 

Donna J. Howard 

Read: 2 Samuel 19:31-38  

After the death of his son Absalom, King 

David returned to Jerusalem. He invited 

Barzillai the Gileadite to go with him, but 

Barzillai was very old, and he felt unworthy 

to go. He preferred to die in his own home 

town, so he offered his servant Kimham to 

go as a substitute for him. 

Do you see a picture of the Cross in there? 

God invites all of us to go to heaven to be 

with Him. But because we have sinned, we 

are unworthy to go and be in God’s 

presence. So God not only offered, but 

provided, a substitute for us – His own son 

Jesus Christ, who died on the cross in our 

place. Now, to those who will accept Jesus 

as their Savior, the invitation is given to live 

in heaven with the King of Kings. 

“For God so loved the world that he gave 

his one and only son, that whoever believes 

in him shall not perish but have eternal life. 

For God did not send his Son into the world 

to condemn the world, but to save the world 

through him. Whoever believes in him is not 
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condemned, but whoever does not believe 

stands condemned already because he has 

not believed in the name of God’s one and 

only Son.”  John 3: 17-18, NIV  

I encourage you to accept Jesus as your 

Savior today. May God bless you as you 

do. 

(Published in Penned from the Heart, Vol. 

XIV, July 30, 2008, and on Victory Herald, 

August 2011 issue). 

Donna lives in Orfordville, WI.  She and her 
husband Lynn celebrated 56 years of 
marriage on October 2. They have 3 
children, 5 grandchildren, and 2 gr. 
grandchildren. Donna has published in a 
variety of publications. She enjoys spending 
time with her family; reading; writing 
devotionals, poems and children's stories; 
Bible studies, and crochet. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Clay Pots 

Marion Tickner 

I came home from the Christian Writers’ 

Gathering feeling down. Not actually 

discouraged, but not uplifted as I usually 

am and should have been.  

Why would that be? We had outstanding 

speakers. A pastor had written a book 

about his long drawn-out illness and 

healing. When questioned about his 

publisher, he admitted that he was the 

publisher and explained how he did it. A 

writer, who had just self-published a 

historical non-fiction book, spoke about 

writing non-fiction for children. A gal whose 

sister had been abducted and never seen 

again, wrote a soon to be published book 

about her feelings as a sibling. An editor 

spoke and we contacted an agency through 

Skype.  

It was all about books.  

I felt like a failure. For years I have been 

writing short stories and articles and selling 

both in print and on-line. My first 

introduction to anthologies was a call for 

children’s stories for a Christmas book. I 

submitted two and both were accepted. 

After that I didn’t stop with anthologies for 

children, but continued to submit to other 

anthologies.   

A few days after coming home from the 

writers’ gathering, I pulled a book from my 

bookcase for an evening of reading. 19 

Gifts of the Spirit by Leslie Flynn, one of my 

professors when I attended The Missionary 

Training Institute (now Nyack College).  
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Flynn begins by explaining the difference 

between gifts and talents. Referring to the 

church, Paul writes, “For as the body is 

one, and hath many members, and all the 

members of that one body, being many, are 

one body: so also is Christ. …. For the body 

is not one member, but many.” 1 

Corinthians 12:12, 14 (KJV)    

Paul goes on to explain that if one body 

part is not another, is it not part of the 

body? The foot, the hand, the ear, the eye 

each has its own function. All work together 

to make up the body. (1 Corinthians 12:15-

24)  

God spoke to me through the reading of 

Leslie Flynn’s book. Of all the books I 

possess, I believe He directed me to that 

very one to comfort and encourage me at 

the time. Once I had hoped to write books, 

but after I hit a milestone birthday, I realized 

that I would not be able to do the work 

promotion requires.  

I have been reading Sheila Walsh’s Get Off 

Your Knees & Pray during my morning 

devotions. A recent reading spoke to me 

again. Walsh quoted 2 Corinthians 4:5-7 

from the Message translation of the Bible.   

“Remember, our Message is not about 

ourselves; we’re proclaiming Jesus Christ, 

the Master. All we are is messengers, 

errand runners from Jesus for you. It 

started when God said, ‘Light up the 

darkness!’ and our lives filled up with light 

as we saw and understood God in the face 

of Christ, all bright and beautiful. If you only 

look at us, you might well miss the 

brightness. We carry this precious Message 

around in the unadorned clay pots of our 

ordinary lives. That’s to prevent anyone 

from confusing God’s incomparable power 

with us.” 

She likened the clay pots to Fed Ex boxes. 

No two boxes are created equal. One may 

have three things inside while another may 

have five. The boxes are just containers. 

We are just the containers and it is up to 

God what He puts in these clay pots. Our 

responsibility is to guard and protect the 

contents.  

To quote Sheila Walsh, “I found this so 

liberating! If God decided to put six things in 

my box and ten in Billy Graham’s box and 

four in Aunt Hilda’s box, that was God’s 

deal, not mine.”  

Referring back to the members of the body, 

some are book writers, some are 

journalists, some are poets, some write for 

children, some write for adults, some write 

fiction, some write non-fiction, etc. 

Together, we make up a family of writers, 

but it is up to each individual to use 

whatever talent or gift that God has put into 

our clay pot or box, to honor Him.  
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Dear God: Your Voice Calls Me 

C D Swanson 

The “voice” of the Lord is clear and 

apparent to those who “hear” it.  It’s a sheer 

delight to serve the Lord in all facets of our 

lives.  When we commit ourselves to Him, 

our paths become a vestige of honor to Him 

and all that it applies.  His voice 

reverberates to those with ears to hear, 

consider these very words:  “Commit your 

works to the Lord, and your thoughts will be 

established…” Proverbs, 16:3 NKJV  

How do we commit our works to the Lord? 

There are many ways to do so.  Do not 

merely ask Him to bless what we’ve already 

done…Instead, commit ourselves and our 

plans to Him before, during, and after we 

have done our work. The trust, the 

commitment and the acknowledgement are 

all forefronts to our vital plan.  His ways, His 

thoughts, His actions…translate to “ask 

Him, trust Him, embrace Him, and 

acknowledge Him.”  When you do 

so…consequences of all good things will 

transpire.   

 Consider a “budding rose.”  The bud is tiny 

at first.  Eventually, through care, love, and 

commitment it grows into a beautiful thing… 

much like our love and relationship with the 

Lord.  The more effort and time we put into 

the Lord, the more significant it becomes.  

The deeper and more profound it gets.  

But, now, O Lord, You are our Father; we 

are the clay, and You our potter; and all we 

are the work of Your hand. Isaiah 64:8 

NKJV…As our Father, God always will act 

on our behalf.   He acts for our benefit in 

ways that childlike minds cannot always 

understand.  As our potter, He ultimately 

molds us, and shapes us in ways that 

sometimes will hurt.  But, always He deals 

with us in love. 

Take a moment to think about past 

decisions you’ve made, on your own 

without the Father’s help or guidance.  How 

did it work out?  Usually without His voice, 

or counsel if you will, things usually don’t go 

the way we’d like.  When we take the time 

to talk with Him, listen to His voice, and 

bring Him into the equation of our life…the 

outcome will benefit us.  We may not see it 

at first, because He sees way down the 

road.  He sees ALL things before its fruition, 

and so He knows what is best for us way 

before we even realize it. We may take 

years to realize it was good.  Therefore, 

don’t despair if things don’t happen 

according to your will.  Remember, His 

will…not ours.  His plans are perfect, our 

plans are anything but.  We may be puffed 

up and think we know what’s best for 

ourselves.  We need to be humble, and 

bow to His excellent works…and listen and 

adhere accordingly. 

Do you not know that those who run in a 

race all run, but one receives the prize? 

Run in such a way that you may obtain 

it…1 Corinthians 9:24  NKJV   We can't 

accomplish much in life if we don't have a 

clear purpose and mission in mind.  The 

only way to consistency is through the 

Lord.  We need to take practice in all things, 

through Him.  Each time we accomplish 

something we draw higher and nearer to 

God and the purpose He has for us.  Our 

works, our plans, through His alone.  We 
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need to establish our mission in life, 

through Him.  His voice, His ways, and 

production will be overflowing in all good 

things.  

Now these things became our 

examples…Now all these things happened 

to them as examples, and they were written 

for our admonition…1 Corinthians 106:11  

NKJV   Everything in the Scripture exists for 

our example, warning and 

admonition.  We should note what God’s 

people did in the past and how God reacted 

to them in order to move ahead in our own 

walk of faith. 

When we live for God…all things connect in 

and outside of our very existence.  All 

things lead to peace and a transitional 

platitude of higher aspirations in and of 

Christ.  To hear His voice is to know 

peace.  To abide by Him is to know love.  

To work for Him is to obtain a chiseled 

image in Christ that reflects Christ as we 

uphold His light and shine our own light in 

His name. Bear witness in all things for 

Him, and accept His will and plans. 

Listen closely…Do you hear His voice? 

When His candle shined upon my head, 

and when by his light I walked through 

darkness…Job 29:3 KJV 

 29 Seest thou a man diligent in his 

business? he shall stand before kings; he 

shall not stand before mean men. Proverbs 

22:29 KJV 

7 The same came for a witness, to bear 

witness of the Light, that all men through 

him might believe  John 1:7 KJV  

C D Swanson is a published author. In 

addition to her books, she contributes to 

various magazines worldwide. She is an 

advocate for the Elderly and loves the Lord 

first and foremost in her life.  In addition to 

her writing she has a devotional website 

where all Glory, honor, and praise go out to 

the God.  www.cdswanson.com 
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God in a Box 

Jon Vollman 

When I said I give you my life 

I didn’t mean the things that I like 

Or the built up pride 

That I use to hide 

 

Not the root 

Just the surface  

Is what I give to you  

But I don’t want to do you 

A disservice by denying the truth 

That I pick and choose 

The sins that I want to lose 

But you wanted to give me a new life 

So you paid my dues 

Even though you knew 

That I’d still betray you 

 

That I’d still struggle  

To give you the wheel 

That I’d let my anxiety 

Get the best of me 

Regardless of your promises so real 

 

But lord Jesus 

I don’t want to put you in a box 

I don’t want to be running back to my sin 

When you broke ALL the locks 

 

Help me to see 

That this freedom wasn’t free 

Help me to realize 

What it will also cost me 

 

It means giving up my lust 

For the things of this world 

It also means putting my trust  

In you when things unfurl 

 

It means praising you 

Even when my heart breaks 

And knowing that only you 

Can heal the ache 

 

I want you to be lord of my life 

Not just with  

The things that I feel like 

But of the sins that I hide 

 

Jon Vollman has been a believer for a little 
over a year. He started writing poetry a 
couple months ago and it has brought him a 
lot of peace. 
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I Am Your Christ 

Lynn Gipson 

 

One dark and hopeless night, 
 
Nearing the end my life, 
 
A Man appeared to me, 
 
I asked who He might be, 
 
 
“I am your Christ, I bled your life, 
 
I am your Christ, You will not die.” 
 
 
“I am your King of Glory, 
 
I am your Prince of Peace, 
 
I am the One God sent to be, 
 
Your Savior for eternity.” 
  
 
Waking to live another day, 
 
As a miracle came my way, 
 
A Man appeared to me, 
 
I asked who He might be. 
 
 
“I am your Christ, I pled your life, 
 
I am your Christ, You will not die" 
  
 
 One glorious, heavenly hour, 
 
I was filled with great power, 
 

A Man appeared to me, 
 
And I knew who He might be.  
  
 
"I am your King of Glory, 
 
I am your Prince of Peace, 
 
I am the One God sent to be, 
 
Your Savior for eternity.” 
 

 Lynn Gipson is a 61 year old (oh so 

grateful) cancer survivor. Her life has been 

pretty much like a patchwork quilt, moving 

from town to town when she was a child. 

The longest she lived anywhere was in 

Memphis, Tennessee. She now lives in 

Southaven, Mississippi, which is a suburb 

of Memphis. She has a wonderful son, who 

she is proud to say is one of Memphis’ 

Finest, and two amazing granddaughters. 

She is currently writing articles and poems 

for the online publication of Christian-News-

Today. 
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I Don't Know Who I Am 

Lynn Gipson 

Six year old Emmanuel followed the crowd 

as they were lining up in the region of 

Judea to see the wise prophet all had been 

talking about. Jesus, they called him.  

 

He had a special reason for wanting to see 

Jesus. Emmanuel was an orphan, and he 

had no one. He lived on the streets. His 

mother had died and left him to fend for 

himself at the age of four. He thought 

maybe this famous man might help him. 

 

“Where's the line to see Jesus? He asked a 

man, and was promptly pushed aside. 

Emmanuel crawled through the ones 

standing and saw Jesus. He could tell right 

away He was some kind of Lord. He looked 

familiar, as if Emmanuel had seen Him 

before, but couldn’t remember where. He 

knew the second he saw this man that He 

was someone who could help. 

 

 

One of the women then pushed him forward 

in the direction of Jesus, but the men 

closest to their Lord scolded Emmanuel and 

pushed him back. 

 

 

“Please, let me see Him!” Emmanuel cried, 

and was scolded again. 

 

 

“Go away, now! You have no business with 

this man!” 

 

 

Suddenly, Emmanuel heard a gentle but 

stern voice. “Let the children come to me, 

and do not stop them! The Kingdom of 

heaven belongs to those who are like these 

children!” 

 

 

Emmanuel went to Jesus and was lifted up 

by His strong, gentle arms. Jesus held 

him close and spoke ever so softly. “Who 

are you, son?” 

 

 

“I don’t know who I am, Lord.” Emmanuel 

told Him, his little heart breaking. 

 

 

“I know you, your name is Emmanuel. Do 

you know me?” Jesus asked. 

 

 

Emmanuel nodded. “Yes, I know you, Lord, 

but I am not sure where from.” 

 

 

"I knew you before you were born, I 

fashioned you in your mother‘s womb.” 

Jesus said. 

 

 

“My mother is gone, Lord. She died, and I 

don't know who my father is.” 

 

 

Jesus looked into the crowd and said. “Who 

will take this child?" 

 

Suddenly the childless woman who had 

pushed him towards Jesus stepped forward 

and took Emmanuel by the hand and 
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smiled. He looked into her eyes and saw 

who he was. 

 

 

“Go with this woman, Emmanuel, and 

remember, God is with you.” Jesus told 

him, and then He turned His attention to the 

next child in line. 

 

 

Having decided to follow Christ, a few days 

later the woman who was now Emmanuel's 

mother stood with Emmanuel and they 

watched in horror as their Lord and Savior 

was crucified. 

 

 

God blessed Emmanuel with a fruitful life, 

and when he grew to be a man he 

celebrated the birth of his Savior every year 

on Christmas day at the orphanage he built 

for children who didn't know who they were. 

He also made sure they always 

knew where the line to see Jesus was.  

Lynn Gipson is a 61 year old (oh so 

grateful) cancer survivor. Her life has been 

pretty much like a patchwork quilt, moving 

from town to town when she was a child. 

The longest she lived anywhere was in 

Memphis, Tennessee. She now lives in 

Southaven, Mississippi, which is a suburb 

of Memphis. She has a wonderful son, who 

she is proud to say is one of Memphis’ 

Finest, and two amazing granddaughters. 

She is currently writing articles and poems 

for the online publication of Christian-News-

Today. 

 

 

Just When I thought there was no 

Hope, Hope Stepped in! 

Toni Star 

It was a cold day in October of this year--

2012, when I said to myself, “I don’t think I 

can take this anymore!” I was becoming 

despondent because of pain I had been 

having for almost two years; pain that came 

from osteoarthritis. Now, you may say, 

“Toni, I’ve heard of many more serious 

health matters than that! Aren’t you being a 

wimp?” Well, maybe, but this kind of pain is 

relentless, continuous and gets worse if you 

lift or push anything that weighs more than 

six to eight ounces. But, here’s the kicker. 

The pain doesn’t kick in until evening and 

when you want to sit down after a hard day, 

you’re not able to because the pain is so 

bad. I can’t watch TV or read, unless I 

stand up. For several years to get relief 

from this pain, my husband has had to 

routinely massage my back just so I can get 

some relief! 

Well, I diverge. In the last two weeks I have 

found actual relief from this nagging pain 

but it didn’t come until I had a heart to heart 

talk with God. I’ve been reading a book, 

“The Purpose Driven Life” by Rick Warren 

and in it he says that it’s alright to get real 

with God, even angry with God. King David 

in the Bible talked honestly with God as well 

as Moses and several others. Anyway, 

once I read those words, I prayed and said, 

“God, I believe in and love you; however, I 

need relief from this pain! I am no good to 

anyone, especially you, if I am crippled with 

this pain. Now, I need an answer soon and I 

need relief from this pain!” 
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Well it was a few days later when I went to 

a new doctor and told her about my pain. In 

about 15 minutes after I explained to her 

about my pain and how long I had suffered 

with it, she gave me several prescriptions 

and in a day or two, I began to feel better. 

(Now, along with the pain medication, I also 

did some things that also helped with the 

pain such as walking more, being careful 

what I lifted or pushed, and following 

instructions to get a better night’s sleep 

such as keeping a calm routine at night and 

having supper earlier, around 4 or 4:30 in 

the afternoon.) 

I am writing to say that if you are struggling 

with pain or anything else that has been 

hurting you in your life—doesn’t matter how 

long or if it’s with a person or group of 

people—talk with God like you would to a 

family member or anyone else who cares 

about you and if you feel the need to be 

bold and more assertive, do it! And, then do 

your part to help solve the problem. Don’t 

worry about what you should do or how it 

should be done. He will let you know—as 

he did with me—directing me to see a 

doctor-- and you will be led to an answer. 

I would like to add one more thing before I 

end this article. Like many, I read my Bible 

everyday and pray each morning and night. 

For years, I was not sure if God heard me 

but now I feel certain he hears and loves 

me. I am different now because of my more 

open conversation with God. I have never 

communicated with God like that before 

and what a difference it has made in my 

faith and my belief in God and His son, 

Jesus Christ! I now see the importance of 

communicating with God in a more honest, 

open and truthful way and that kind of 

openness is guiding me to be more open 

and honest with others in my life and that 

has been, and continues to be, a wonderful 

blessing!  

Keep in mind, too, that nothing, and I mean 

nothing, can separate you and me from the 

love of Jesus Christ and his Father, God! 

So, when something is bothering you—be it 

physical, mental or a person or group of 

people and you haven’t received an answer 

from God, speak up! Let Him know how you 

really feel! Be honest! And I guarantee that 

you will receive an answer! 

Toni Star is a professional writer and has 

been writing for over 20 years. She has 

written many fiction and non-fiction articles 

and has self-published six books. She loves 

to write and her main goal in writing is 

to spread the word of God. 
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Simplify 

Abby Kelly 

I’ve been having quiet times and doing 

Bible studies since I was 8-years-old. 

Those quiet morning moments were 

modeled by my mother. I never managed to 

wake before her, but always, if I peeked 

into her bedroom, she was propped up 

against her headboard, with her Bible open. 

As I got older, I read YouthWalk and kept a 

journal. My family went to church three 

times a week. Since my sisters and I were 

homeschooled, Bible class was the first 

lesson of everyday. We memorized Bible 

verse and old hymns.  

“I am reminded of your sincere faith, a faith 

that dwelt first in your grandmother Lois and 

your mother Eunice and now, I am sure, 

dwells in you as well.” (2 Timothy 1:5) 

But sometimes things that are old, even 

sacred old things get dusty. That’s what 

happened to my relationship with God. 

Getting up early was habit. Every CD I 

owned was Christian. I and knew not only 

every song, but the order in which they 

played. However, when I closed my Bible I 

could scarcely recall the content of the 

chapter I had just finished. My journals 

became more complaints, or a list of events 

than prayers.  

“Live simply,” is society’s mantra. Clean up, 

pare down, simplify! Desperate for 

something fresh, I decided to apply that to 

my quiet time. In a publication I write for, I 

read an article by the editor. She advocated 

listening to the scriptures out loud, but she 

highlighted even simpler steps than I had 

used before.  

Using a program called, Audio Lectio, each 

week, I listen to a short passage from the 

Gospels, usually only 5-10 verses. I listen 

to the verses slowly, three times through. 

Each time I listen differently. First, I pay 

close attention for a word or phrase that 

stands out to me. For a full minute or more, 

I just let the word of God roll over and over 

in my mind.  

The second time through, I mediate on that 

particular word or phrase again letting it 

interact with my thoughts, my memories, 

my circumstances. I wait quietly for another 

minute, focused only on those verses. 

Finally, I listen to the passage intent on 

what God is calling me to do or be through 

to those verses. And then I sit quietly, one 

more time. Just me and God’s word.  

This method has revived my quiet time with 

the Lord and subsequently my relationship 

with Him. By not trying to make it through 

multiple chapters each day, or answer 

prescribed questions in a Bible study, I am 

able to listen.  

I am respecting my awesome God enough 

to allow Him to speak to me, Him to change 

me, Him to inform my life rather than using 

my quiet time with him to simply express 

myself or do the deeds of a dutiful 

Christian.  

This is my epiphany, that His words, ways 

and thoughts are higher than my own. And I 

will never exhaust the riches of the smallest 

portion of His word. 

http://alivenow.upperroom.org/audio-lectio/
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Abby Kelly is a freelance writer, blogger 
and personal trainer living in Northern, VA. 
She is the oldest of four, the wife of one, 
the owner of the world’s best dog and she 
drinks WAY too much coffee. (: 

You can follow her blog here. 

You can see her online portfolio here. 

 

 

 

My Thoughts 

Jack Parnell 

The Christmas letter this year titled: (God’s 

Gift) which seemed like a good way to 

spread the Gospel, will be different from 

last year. Last year I expressed from myself 

as from my own opinion, even though I 

quoted from God’s Word a lot. You may ask 

what is wrong with that? But maybe you 

don’t know yourself, like I now know myself. 

But this year after finally beginning to see 

what my pastor was saying, through 

personal things he’s said to me, and his 

messages, over the years, which is much 

different from what you will hear in the 

Church as a whole today. And so far I 

haven’t heard any feedback from these 

Christmas letters from the rest of the 

Church the (Conejo Koionia Fellowship) I 

was in. Erika and I joined my pastor’s the 

(late Rev. Siegfried Enke’s) church about 

six months before my son Peter was born in 

1974 and we were there till 2006 when we 

moved from California back to Kansas. I 

see the problem in giving my own opinions, 

especially if I want to share something as 

from the Lord.  

“While Jesus was in Jerusalem for the 

Passover Festival, many believed in his 

name because they saw the miraculous 

signs that he did. But Jesus didn’t trust 

himself to them because he knew all 

people. He didn’t need anyone to tell him 

about human nature, for he knew what 

human nature was” (John 2:23-25 CEB). 

And the reason Paul expressed himself the 

way he did was for the same reason: 

“Brothers and sisters, I want you to know 

that the gospel I preached isn’t human in 

origin. I didn’t receive it or learn it from a 

human. It came through a revelation from 

Jesus Christ” (Gal. 1:11-12). I believe you 

understand what I’m saying. Why I don’t 

want to give my own opinions is because I 

know what my human nature is. 

You mentioned something important to me; 

about love and that is one of the first things 

my pastor taught me those years ago in an 

evening meeting in someone’s home. What 

he was saying was that the natural man has 

no love. I was sitting in the first row of some 

chairs that were set up in someone’s living 

room. And when he finished, I asked him 

where he got that, and that it wasn’t in my 

Bible. He was rather shocked and didn’t say 

anything about it at that time. My brother in 

law came over to me and stated arguing 

with me, saying “What is that to thee?”  

And now I remember what I was trying to 

say to you at Great Clips while my wife’s 

hair was being cut which I have included in 

my Christmas letter. It was about my 

waking in the middle of the night 

condemning myself. And the verse that 

http://www.predatory-lies.com/
http://www.abbykelly.blogspot.com/
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came to me was Philippians 3:9 “A 

righteousness not my own” so if it was a 

righteousness not my own that I had, I 

couldn’t lose it, was the way I understood it. 

And went back to sleep more relaxed. Then 

the next day I added the verse from 2nd 

Tim. 2:13 to that.  

A short time ago, we were sitting at Dillon’s 

having dinner. A girl said to me, that she 

couldn’t understand what would cause that 

guy to kill all those kids. I asked her if I 

could give her my opinion, she nodded OK, 

so I quoted a scripture to her: “He that 

doeth righteousness is righteous, even as 

he is righteous. He that committeth sin is of 

the devil.” She looked at me with a blank 

look, and didn’t say anything else. I guess 

she didn’t like that answer, maybe she’ll 

think about it? This is all rather new way of 

looking at things; maybe I’m too blunt? And 

it’s all very basic. So I would like to hear 

from you about this or some of your own 

things, as I don’t want to be selfish, as you 

know where that comes from.  So give us a 

call, anytime.  

Jack Parnel 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Reader Feedback 

Thank you for the encouraging November 

issue of Believer Life. I especially was lifted 

up with the article “I Will Not Forget You” by 

Mary Olender.  It encourages me to know 

that the Lord is with me, even when I feel 

alone and hurting. Thank you, Mary, for 

sharing your experience with me.   

                   -Arlene Lila 
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Book Notes 
 

In “Book Notes” you are invited to list any 
recent publications you would like for our 
readers to know about. Please provide a 
description and photo cover copy if 
possible. Please send to 
editor@believerlife.com. 
 

Against the Tide: 
The Valor of Margaret Wilson 

 
By Hope Irvin Marston 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Obligated to the Crown, Devoted to her 
family, Drawn to her sweetheart, She must 
prove where her greatest loyalty lies. 
  
Margaret Wilson was a Scottish girl who 
lived from 1667 to 1685. This historical 
novel is based upon her life and is one of 
the “Chosen Daughters” series. P&R 
Publishing, 2007. 
  
In late seventeenth century Scotland 
godless King Charles II turns his back on 
the Scottish Presbyterians and demands 
that everyone accept him as the head of the 
Church of Scotland. Those who refuse to 
do so are called the Covenanters. These 
include the Wilson family from Glenvernoch 
in Galloway. Charles sends his dragoons to 
enforce his demands during “the killing  
 

 
 
times.”  The Covenanters are divided. 
Some encourage militant action against the 
King, while others, like Mr. Wilson, abhor 
violence and seek a peaceful solution. 
Though his sympathies lie with the 
Covenanters, he and his family attend the 
local kirk now headed by the King’s minister 
to protect his family and his property. His 
older sons fight against this oppression and 
have to flee to Ireland to save their lives. 
  
Margaret is conflicted along with many 
Covenanters as they must decide when to 
submit to the King and when they “must 
obey God rather than men” (Acts 5:29).  In 
time she can no longer in good conscience 
attend the local kirk with her family. Though 
devoted to her family and her sweetheart, 
her first allegiance is to the Lord and her 
faith sustains her through horrible 
imprisonment and then death by drowning 
for refusing to acknowledge the King as 
Head of the Church.  
  
The major incidents of the story are true, 
and all the major characters were real 
people. A few portions of the story are 
fictionalized to enhance the plot while 
reflecting life in the seventeenth century. 
(Historical fiction -  Amazon, Grace and 
Truth Books, Crown and Covent and P&R 
Publishing.  $12.00) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://www.prpbooks.com/
http://www.prpbooks.com/
http://www.amazon.com/Against-Tide-Valor-Margaret-Wilson/dp/1596380616
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From Darkness to Light: 
A Journey of a Lifetime 

 
By Doug Leaf 

 

 
 

This book is about my life. The only 
redemption I got was when God took me 
into His arms and set me upon a solid 
foundation. To say that God cannot help me 
because I am too messed up and bad is not 
true. If God could reach down and pull me 
out of the slime pit I spent time living in, He 
can do the same for you. There is no 
mountain high enough or no valley low 
enough that the arm of the Lord cannot 
reach. This book is about walking on a path 
of destructive choices, all the while not 
realizing in the midst of rebellion and 
selfishness there was a merciful God 
standing by and waiting for me to call out to 
Him. I can say I am saved and on my way 
to heaven, and that is true. The ultimate 
aim is to inspire and encourage folks who 
are finding it difficult to believe that their 
lives can change. If one person is helped by 
my story, then I have succeeded in what I 
set out to do. 
 
(Nonfiction, ebook and paperback, $3.99 & 
&13.95 Amazon, B&N) 
 
 
 
 

Living the Amish Way: Seven Essential 
Amish Values to Enrich Your Life 

 
By Ramsey Coutta 

 

 
 
There is something about the Amish way of 
life that compelling causes us to want to 
know more about these “plain people.” 
Their emphasis on family and God, 
simplicity in living, and their humility among 
others often make us wish we had more of 
these blessings in our life as well. Most of 
us will not become Amish, but it is possible 
to learn from the Amish and incorporate 
their values into our modern life. In Living 
the Amish Way the author describes seven 
essential values of the Amish and how they 
express these through their daily living. The 
author also describes how you too can live 
these values out in your daily life and enjoy 
the sense of peace and contentment that 
the Amish experience.  
 
 
(Nonfiction, eBook only $2.99 - Amazon, 
B&N) 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



33 
 

Joined Together in Love: Forty-Five 
Practical Principles to Make Your 

Marriage Work 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 
 

 
 
A happy and successful marriage is made 
up of many small actions and attitudes that 
nourish the relationship. These actions and 
attitudes can often be described as 
principles that are beneficial to the couple. 
In Joined Together in Love: Forty-five 
Practical Principles to Make Your Marriage 
Work” the author describes these principles 
in concise, easily readable form. This short 
book contains no fluff, but goes straight to 
the heart of the matter with each principle. 
It’s written in such a way that you can easily 
reference specific marriage principles that 
are most helpful to you. Marriage principles 
emphasizing such important issues as 
commitment, handling disagreements, 
improving communication, talking like 
friends, sexual relations, making it through 
rough times and many others are included. 
Those who want to improve their marriage 
relationship or are just about to get married 
will find the principles in Joined Together in 
Love insightful and memorable. (Nonfiction, 
eBook only $2.99 - Amazon and B&N) 
 

 
 
 
 
 

The Trail 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 
 

 
 
Ray Shattles lived a blessed life, never 
experiencing the harsh realities of evil, until 
tragedy suddenly strikes. During a storm 
tossed night on a rural road, an unexpected 
accident leads to the inexplicable loss of his 
wife and unborn child. Ray seeks to 
uncover the mystery of their loss while 
struggling with a sinister spiritual darkness 
that threatens to compromise his very soul. 
 
At his lowest point, Ray encounters an 
enigmatic man who offers to reveal to him 
the true nature of evil, including that 
residing within him. Upon agreeing to 
accompany the stranger along a wooded 
trail, Ray finds himself on an epic journey in 
which he comes face-to-face with some of 
the most heart shuddering encounters with 
evil imaginable. Through this journey, Ray 
comes to recognize the insidious nature of 
evil in the world and its role in the loss of 
his beloved wife and unborn child. The 
more he learns about the true nature of evil, 
the closer he comes to understanding 
God's immense love and finally unraveling 
the mysterious loss of his loved ones. 
(Fiction, Paperback $11.95 and eBook 
$7.65, Amazon, B&N and others)  
 

 
 


