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Letter from the Editor 

 
 

The birth of Jesus heralded the restoration of joy to our world. Joy was 

extinguished when sin entered the world through Adam and Eve, but through the 

life, death, and resurrection of Jesus each of us now has the right to experience 

this joy once again. However, this joy doesn’t just come automatically. We have 

to make a decision to receive it by receiving Jesus as our Savior.  

 

I hope this holiday season you can say that you have the joy of Christ within you. 

Christian joy does not hinge on everything being right all the time in our lives. In 

fact, believers can experience joy even when things aren’t going well. Joy is a 

blessing from God that allows us to have peace and hope within our being 

whether things are going well or not so well.  

 

A number of the articles and stories in this month’s edition focus on the joy that 

Christ restored to the world. As you read them you may come to recognize that 

you have the potential for greater joy in your life that you never realized. 

 

It is my joy to say that Believer Life continues to grow in subscribers and 

contributors. My hope is that whether you are an author, a reader, or both your 

life will be touched and changed by Christ in the stories and articles presented 

here. I continue to encourage you to share about Believer Life with others. The 

more authors and readers we have the better the magazine we can turn out. 

 

As one possible improvement, I am looking for someone who has knowledge and 

skill at e-magazine layout design and graphics to help with this aspect of Believer 

Life. It would need to be on a volunteer basis. If interested please send me an 

email at editor@believerlife.com. 

  

 

         Ramsey Coutta 

         Editor 

 

mailto:editor@believerlife.com
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Theme for February’s Edition 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Our Words Need 

Action 
 

(1 Corinthians 4:20) 

 

 
“The kingdom of God is not in word but in power.” 

  

We need God’s help to have our words accompanied by 

actions. It’s a powerful demonstration of His grace and 

love. 
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Overflowing Joy 
 

Dr. Michael Cochran 
 
 
“Joy to the World, the Lord is come!” The 
thrill of hope within the message spools out 
to touch a weary world with anticipation of 
tasting some good! 
 
Romans 14:17 (NIV) says that the kingdom 
of God is "righteousness, peace, and joy in 
the Holy Spirit." That should tell us just how 
valuable joy is to the believer. Jesus spoke 
about joy a lot. It was the Savior's desire 
that His disciples would be filled with joy. 
(John 16:22, 17:13)  And, in 1 
Thessalonians 5:16 (NIV), Paul writes, "Be 
joyful always." 
 
Our joy and our praise were never intended 
to be kept hidden behind closed doors! 
Jesus is full of joy and if you are full of 
Jesus then you have all the joy you need. 
You always have a reason to rejoice. Jesus 
was able to look beyond the horrors of the 
cross because of the joy set before Him. 
We can rejoice that He paid the price for us. 
If we never had anything else to rejoice 
about, that would be plenty, but we have so 
much more to rejoice over. 
 
I can give myself freely to God and He 
gives everything He is back to me creating 
an overflowing joy that is untouchable by 
the uncertainty of life. This love becomes 
overwhelming and overflows into the lives 
of those around me because it is produced 
by a reciprocal relationship with the Living 
God. 
 
We ought to expect trouble. Jesus said, "In 
the world you [will] have tribulation" (John 
16:33). The apostle James said, "Consider 
it all joy ... when you encounter various 
trials, knowing that the testing of your faith 

produces endurance" (James 1:2-3). God 
has His own profound purpose in our 
afflictions, but it's never to take away our 
joy. To maintain our joy we must adopt 
God's perspective regarding our trials. 
When we yield to the working of His Spirit in 
our lives, our difficulties will not overwhelm 
us. 
 
Joy comes from knowing we are never 
alone. Prayer is the ongoing conversation 
we have, Spirit to Spirit, with God. Giving 
thanks is the great reminder that we have 
been blessed no matter what the 
circumstances may suggest. Joy is not 
about our circumstances. We rejoice in 
spite of everything. Joy is about being with 
God. Forever! 
 
We make a choice each day as Christians 
to either operate in our own strength or to 
operate in the power of the Holy Spirit and 
to ask Him to bring an abundant harvest of 
fruit into our lives. The work of the Holy 
Spirit is to point us away from ourselves 
and towards Jesus. Introspection and joy 
are not compatible, and it’s thankfulness 
which makes our hearts glad and fills us 
with joy. 
 
God’s joy is so amazing that nothing can 
suppress it. Not darkness, not hardships, 
not evil. God’s joy will always permeate 
through everything. His joy energizes, 
empowers, encourages. It is this 
overflowing joy God tells us to share with 
the world around us. 
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April 5th: A Day of Mourning Turned 
Into a Day of Rejoicing 

 

David Joseph Noe 

 

April 5th, 2005. A day that will forever be 
ingrained into the fabric of my mind and 
soul. I can remember it almost like it was 
yesterday. I was currently in the 4th grade 
and it was the very first day of spring break. 
I awoke that morning to a reality that would 
take years to fully comprehend. My father 
had suffered a massive heart-attack. I can 
remember us putting him in our Ford 
Taurus and driving to the emergency room. 
While my father sat in the passenger seat in 
front of me experiencing excruciating pain, I 
laid my hands upon his shoulders. Within 
just a few short minutes, around 7:40 that 
morning, my father went to be with Jesus.  
 

I can remember the pain. I can remember 
the grief. I can remember the tears, the 
regrets, the anger. Why didn't I spend more 
time with him? Why didn't I obey him 
better? Why did God do this? As a 10 year 
old kid, my entire life as I knew it had been 
thrown into a complete whirlwind. Still to 
this day, the amount and degree of 
suffering that took place in that time and 
even in the present time, is trembling to 
think about. Just a few months ago, I 
celebrated my 18th birthday. Easily…the 
most difficult birthday I have ever 
celebrated. I'm officially an adult now. 
  
When writing to the church in Corinth, Paul 
tells the saints a very compelling testimony. 
He says, "When I was a child, I spoke like a 
child, thought like a child, I reasoned like a 
child. When I became a man, I put childish 
ways behind me." (1 Corinthians 13:11) The 
words that God communicates through Paul 
hit me hard that day. It brought me to the 
conclusion that the whole "being a kid" 
thing was over. It was done. It was time to 
be a man. It also flooded me with emotions 

as I looked back and would think about all 
the things I missed out on not having my 
dad. Small things mostly…like how to fix a 
car, how to play sports, or how to handle 
criticism. It took an emotional and spiritual 
toll on me as I looked back and saw that I 
never had the chance to enjoy those 
opportunities with my dad. But something 
greater and more overwhelming filled the 
depths of my soul. 
 

"A father to the fatherless, a defender of 
widows, is God in His holy dwelling." 
Psalms 68:5 
 

Today marks 8 years since my dad's death. 
This is what I can say…God is a father to 
the fatherless!! It took me several years to 
talk hold of that fact, but by God's grace I 
can say that I have a daddy that never 
grows tired, weak, or annoyed with my 
requests. Because of the death of my dad I 
have been able to embrace and experience 
the scriptural truths of God's love toward us 
as His holy and beloved children more than 
I could ever have imagined. "How great is 
the love the Father has LAVISHED on us, 
that we should be called children of God! 
And that is what we are!" (1 John 3:1) I 
believe that sufferings in this life are 
constant preparations and bestowments of 
the fullness of God's beauty and love that 
can be understood by no other means. 
There is absolutely no way that I could 
understand the relationship of God's 
fatherly role to us, His children, had not my 
father died. Because of that I rejoice! I 
rejoice to know that God is my "Abba" and 
has adopted me from the family of slavery 
into His eternal family of love and joy!  
 

I entitled this April 5th: A Day of Mourning 
Turned Into A Day of Rejoicing for a 
specific reason. I did not entitle it that 
because of the incredible fatherly 
relationship God has with us, although that 
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is nothing short of amazing and true! Here 
is why I rejoice today… 

 

About a year ago I noticed my mom 
wrestling with some things. Spiritual things. 
Now take into consideration that my mom 
has always pretty much been the spiritual 
leader in our home. She tithed, she taught 
Sunday school, the whole 9 yards. Well she 
began to ask me some various questions 
about God and our reconciliation to Him in 
Christ. We began talking about conversion 
and signs of that true conversion. That was 
it. Never really talked about it again. A week 
or so later I was at the church playground 
with some friends and I got a text message 
from my mom. Easily the best text I have 
ever gotten. It said, "I just got saved!" You 
would think I would have been leaping for 
joy but I wasn't. Why? Well I assumed she 
was just confused about something, 
because she had always "seemed " to be 
saved simply by the appearance of her 
works. Upon having a conversation with my 
mom, the joy exploded! She began telling 
me about her heart and lack of personal 
relationship to God. She told me about the 
despair and dread every year of the 
anniversary of dad's death. Well guess 
what, it was on the seven year anniversary 
that God gave life to my mom! Eight years 
ago today my father was brought to death, 
but one year ago today my mother was 
brought to life!!! While today may be difficult 
as I reflect on the death of my dad, I rejoice 
all the more because my mom was dead 
but is now ALIVE!!  
 

"What we have lost, God will restore. 
That and Himself, forevermore.  
When He is finished with His art. 
The silent worship of our heart. 
When God creates a humble hush,  
and makes Leviathan His brush, 
It won't be long before the rod 

becomes the tender kiss of God." 
-John Piper 

The Mysterious Presence of Peace 
 

Abigail Kelly 
 
If I told you there is peace on earth, you 
might call me crazy.  
 
Where is peace? Nearly every man-made 
institution grapples with the illusive longing 
for world peace. Natural disasters wreak 
havoc across the globe every second. 
Conflicts and wars erupt so consistently 
they bleed together in our history books. 
Families are falling apart, crime winds 
through our streets like the angel of death 
and we find no recourse to stop the 
madness. Where is peace? 
 
I promise you peace is here, but like the 
restless nation of Israel 2000 years ago, we 
are looking in all the wrong places. A song 
by Casting Crowns illumines that ancient 
mysterious peace with words that reach into 
our own generation: 
 
Oh little town of Bethlehem  
Looks like another silent night  
Above your deep and dreamless sleep  
A giant star lights up the sky  
And while you're lying in the dark  
There shines an everlasting light  
For the King has left His throne  
And is sleeping in a manger tonight  
 
Oh Bethlehem, what you have missed while 
you were sleeping  
For God became a man  
And stepped into your world today  
Oh Bethlehem, you will go down in history  
As a city with no room for its King  
While you were sleeping 
 
Christ’s birth was the pivotal moment in 
history; world peace became not merely an 
abstract idea, but a tangible promise robed 
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in human flesh. That night in Bethlehem 
God sent the Prince of Peace.  
 
“And he will be called Wonderful Counselor, 
Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of 
Peace.” Isaiah 9:6 
 
That night, very few people recognized 
Peace. Only a handful of shepherds came 
to claim Him as their own; weeks later a few 
wise men acknowledged this gift of God. 
But most of the world went on as usual. 
Most of the world remained ignorant of 
prophecy’s fulfillment, of God’s 
reconciliation, of God’s extension of Peace 
to the world.  
 
Even as the angels declared it from the 
heavens, the world slept. “Glory to God in 
the highest, and on earth peace among 
those with whom He is pleased,” Luke 2:14.  
 
The next morning, oblivious to the arrival of 
Peace, men resumed their struggles for 
personal power, political advancement and 
temporary truces. For the next 33 years, the 
known world beheld Peace in flesh and 
blood. A few recognized Him, spoke to Him, 
listened to Him and followed Him as He 
taught them the ways of peace. “To give 
light to those who sit in darkness and in the 
shadow of death, to guide our feet into the 
way of peace.” Luke 1:79  
 
His peace surpassed all their 
understanding, because unlike the world’s 
temporary peace, His would never leave, 
dissipate or disappoint. “And behold, I am 
with you always, to the end of the age.” 
Matt. 28:20.  
 
And He gave them His own peace, “But the 
Advocate, the Holy Spirit, whom the Father 
will send in my name, will teach you all 
things and will remind you of everything I 
have said to you. Peace I leave with you; 

my peace I give you. I do not give to you as 
the world gives. John 14:26-27 
 
The rest of the world continued in darkness. 
“And when He drew near and saw the city, 
He wept over it, saying, ‘Would that you, 
even you, had known on this day the things 
that make for peace...you did not know the 
time of your visitation.’” 
 
The Prince of Peace physically came to 
earth about 2000 years ago. When He 
ascended to the Father, He left His peace 
and promised to never forsake us. But often 
in the chaos and pursuit of the feeling of 
peace, we ignore the Person of Peace who 
resides within those who believe in Jesus 
Christ.  
 
Today, even many Christians search for 
peace in the change of policies, powers and 
principles. We assume peace will 
accompany morality, movements and more 
godly men. If we could only feed the 
hungry, fuel the planet and fund the church, 
then we might find peace. But we are 
missing our day of visitation; the presence 
of the Prince of Peace is among us.  
 
In John 1, Jesus is also called The Word. 
Every day, we have the choice to linger with 
Him, consume Him, follow Him, proclaim 
Him, know Him and experience the Prince 
of Peace. The evidence of His presence in 
our lives is our love for each other.  
 
“A new commandment I give to you: Love 
one another as I have loved you. By this 
everyone will know that you are my 
disciples, if you love one another.” John 
13:34 
 
Peace walks the streets of our cities. Peace 
pervades the air of our homes. Peace for 
the world lives in the hands and hearts of 
Christians. When we love as Christ loved, 
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the world will recognize Him. Only the 
revelation of the Prince of Peace will 
restore peace to the world.  
 
“May the God of hope fill you with all joy and 
peace as you trust in him, so that you may 
overflow with hope by the power of the Holy 
Spirit.” Romans 15:13 

 

Christmas Gift 
 

Donna J. Howard 
 
Christ Jesus! 
 
He was born in a stable, 
 
Reared as a lowly carpenter, yet 
 
Infinite, eternal. He 
 
Submitted to the cross on our behalf and 
died 
 
To save us from our sin. He was buried. 
Then He 
 
Moved the stone and 
 
Arose from the grave, the triumphant 
 
Savior of the world! 
 
Give your life to Christ, 
 
Invite Him into your heart today. 
 
Faith in Him is all you need 
 
To live with Him throughout eternity. 
 
The first letter of each line spells "Christmas 
Gift." 

 

Joy 

Kelly Braun 

“Be joyful always; pray continually; give 
thanks in all circumstances, for this is God’s 
will for you in Christ Jesus” 1 Thessalonians 
5:16-18 

The bell rings. The loud hum of anxious 
elementary students trail down the hallway. 
Little voices bounce off the walls and out 
the doors. The school becomes silent and 
peaceful once again. I settle into my desk 
and begin reviewing George’s progress for 
the day. 

I’m so proud of how good he is doing. To 
think that just months earlier he was 
screaming and running around the 
classroom like a caged animal. I lost count 
of how many times he needed to be 
restrained for his own safety and that of the 
other students. College definitely did not 
prepare me for that!  

So what do we have for today? Looks like 
all I need to record is that small disruption 
during math class. Even that was pretty 
minor. Not a bad day at all.  

Hopefully, Ms. Lauren sees his progress 
too. It’s been a hard year, and she never 
signed up for this. She went to school to 
teach general education; that is her 
passion. I, on the other hand, love working 
with kids who have Autism. The phone 
rings. 

“Hello.” 

“Hey Kelly, it’s Jamie.” 

“Oh, Hi.”  
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“The district wanted an update on how 
things have been going with George since 
we last spoke.” 

“Really good. As you know, his behavior 
has changed so much since I started using 
Star Wars with him. It has continued to help 
him understand the difference between 
good and bad behavior. I have the data to 
prove it!” 

“I have to admit, Kelly at the meeting when 
you were describing what you wanted to do, 
I thought you were a little nuts. I mean who 
would have thought he would have actually 
used the force?” 

“Yeah, I’m pretty sure everyone in the 
meeting felt the same way. George wouldn’t 
stop acting out for anything. I questioned 
whether anything could motivate a boy like 
George to care about his behavior, and 
then it hit me. I just needed to team George 
up with Yoda, I mean the boy can say the 
movie line by line.” 

“Well, it’s been amazing to see the 
difference in him. Once you had him 
compare his behavior to Luke everything 
changed. And to think, I was going to give 
up on him a few months ago. It was just 
after he threw that metal garbage can and 
broke the glass window. I wasn’t sure that 
we could help him.” 

“Thank God for movies with good moral 
messages!  

“Yeah, and no character has more wisdom 
than Yoda! I do believe that George has 
officially turned from 'the dark side of the 
force.”  

“Too funny. Thanks for sticking in there and 
supporting me.” 

“Well, keep up the good work. I’ll see you 
on Thursday.” 

Looking back it's amazing to see how fast 
my teaching career changed. As my 
Chronic Lyme Disease progressed, my joy 
for teaching was slowly pulled away from 
me. I went from having this energetic 
passion to reach every student, to feeling 
exhausted by just the thought of another 
school day. All I wanted to do was go home 
and lay down. The illness stretched me so 
thin that I eventually burned out. It got to 
the point that I couldn’t get out of bed to go 
to school. Days turned into weeks and 
weeks turned into months, eventually I had 
to face the obvious. 

The day I went on disability I felt like 
someone had stabbed me in the heart. At 
the time, I thought my heartache was 
because I had lost the ability to work, and 
the ability to earn a living. Now, in 
retrospect, I think the bigger issue was that 
I had lost a huge part of the joy in my life.  

For those of you who have never 
experienced being on disability, let me tell 
you, joy is not something that is knocking 
on your door. It’s true, I no longer had 
anywhere I had to be, no schedule to 
adhere to, and no alarm to set. Sounds 
great, right? A vacation of sorts? Well it’s 
not. Sitting at home cooped up like a 
prisoner is very depressing. It takes away a 
will to live. When I went on disability 
through Teacher Retirement, I was only in 
my mid- twenties. I should have been out 
with friends dancing and laughing, and 
starting to really celebrate life. Instead, I 
was stuck at home, unable to go anywhere. 
It was the perfect time for the enemy to hit 
me with despair, boredom, lack of purpose, 
and utter depression. 
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That first year on disability is when God 
showed me that joy is something you have 
to fight for. He showed me that joy is 
always there even in the darkest most 
painful times. He never leaves us without 
some opportunity for joy. At the same time, 
joy doesn’t always come served to you on a 
platter. Joy is something you have to seek 
and crave more than earthly things. As my 
illness advanced this lesson became 
clearer. I was either going to cling to life 
and the joy that God can bring; or give into 
despair and end it all.  

I couldn’t go to work to teach. Did that 
mean I was done teaching? Not to God. He 
had a different type of teaching in mind, but 
like I said I had to seek it out. I couldn’t just 
stay cooped up and gripe about the fact 
that I missed teaching. I had to pay 
attention. One day, God urged me to sit on 
my front steps, and when I did, what a 
blessing it became.  

Next door to me lived three wonderful 
children, soon to be four little blessings. By 
sitting on those steps, I got closer and 
closer to them. When the fourth child came 
along, the mother, knowing how much I 
loved kids, asked if I would be willing to 
watch the baby while she worked during the 
day. God is so awesome and generous. 
This little baby brought a whole new kind of 
joy to my life; one that I had never 
experienced before.  

Breanna (the baby) became my painkiller. 
The only painkiller that actually worked! 
When I was feeling awful, sad, and 
hopeless, one smile from her sweet baby 
face and I would forget I was sick. God’s 
arrangement was perfect. All I really had 
the ability to do was sleep and eat, turns 
out that is really all newborn babies do! 
More than that, her sister and two cousins 
loved to play school, they would come over 

almost every day after school and let me 
teach them! The fun and laughter that those 
little girls brought me during that time kept 
me going. I soon realized, if God could use 
me in that condition, He will always be able 
to use me, no matter what. This gave me 
the hope to continue day after day. If God 
wasn’t done using me in this world, then I 
had a reason to go on. I had a reason to 
endure the pain.  

The relationship that was formed with my 
neighbors just kept growing. Pretty soon my 
husband and I became Breanna and her 
sister Lazaria’s God Parents. This is 
something I wouldn’t trade for all the health 
in the world. We also formed a great 
friendship with their mother Edream who 
decided to get baptized on the same day as 
the girls. It truly is amazing how God works.  

All I had to do was reach out, fight if you 
will, for just a little piece of joy and voila! 
God poured out an avalanche of love and 
support. I think this is true a lot. The second 
we ask for His help and choose to make a 
change from our path of sorrow; God 
comes rushing in with support. I am 
learning that He loves me so much more 
than I am able to realize. Realize isn’t the 
right word. He loves me more than I can 
even comprehend.  

Lord, Help me to always remember that you 
have a divine plan for my life. Help me to 
know that your plan is always in the works, 
regardless of my current situation. Thank 
you for returning joy to my life. In Jesus’ 
Holy Name, Amen 

This is a chapter from a book that Kelly has 
been writing called My Hope Comes from Him: 
A Journey through Chronic Illness. She would 
appreciate your response and feedback to her 
writing. Please write her at 
dvdbrn79@hotmail.com. 

mailto:dvdbrn79@hotmail.com
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Did We Forget Someone? 
 

CD Swanson 
 
 “And there were in the same country 
shepherds abiding in the field, keeping 
watch over their flock by night.And lo, the 
angel of the Lord came upon them, and the 
glory of the Lord shone round about them: 
and they were sore afraid. And the angel 
said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be 
to all people. For unto you is born this day 
in the city of David a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord. And this shall be a sign 
unto you; Ye shall find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. And 
suddenly there was with the angel a 
multitude of the heavenly host praising 
God, and saying, Glory to God in the 
highest, and on earth peace, good will 
toward men.” (Luke 2:8-14) 
 
The actual reason for this time of year is so 
easily bypassed by a slew of individuals. 
Their significant indifference is glaringly 
apparent to those who recognize Christ’s 
birth with love and devotion.  There are 
those who have opposing views, and some 
who don’t possess an affiliation with any 
kind of superior being, and that is their right.  
However, for the numerous Christians at 
this time of the year, we are bound to 
something more than having a “day off” or 
“black Friday” and spanning the malls in 
search of the perfect gift.   
 
The perfect gift was given to us some two 
thousand years ago in the form of an infant 
laying deep within a manger.  He could 
have come with a crown of gold and 
majestic robes of the finest silk. Instead 
God chose to usher in the King of kings in 
meager and humble surroundings, amongst 
animals and peasants.  Our Lord of lords 
came to find us, to love us, and to save us.  

There isn’t any “gift” greater than that! 
Pause and reflect on that for one moment if 
you will. The REAL reason for the season 
is Jesus Christ, our Savior, and His 
unconditional and powerful love. 
 
He’s come to bind broken-hearts, and to 
shine His magnificent light into shadows 
and darkness.  He came to heal, to perform 
endless miracles and acts of love…along 
with the fulfillment of the scriptures. His 
gospel which preaches tolerance, love and 
kindness, is what it’s all about. Christians 
walking in His doctrine, and His Spirit, 
which lives on in each of us, is the definitive 
reality of this time of the year, which 
extends far beyond December.  It is the 
barometer in which we should measure 
ourselves as reflections of Christ, three 
hundred sixty-five days of the year, non-
stop, Amen.  
 
So, thank You Jesus for loving us, for 
finding us, for holding us in Your embrace, 
for Your sacrifice, and for giving us the 
opportunity to drink from Your living water 
for all Eternity… 
 
 
Thank you Lord and Savior for being born 

for our purposes. 
Thank you Lord and Savior for becoming 

flesh and walking amongst us. 
Thank you Lord and Savior for all You are 

have been and continue to be. 
Thank you Lord and Savior for Loving me 

and all of Your children. 
Thank you Lord and Savior for never 

leaving my side. 
Thank you Lord and Savior for coming to 

earth in search of our heart. 
Thank you Lord and Savior for Your 
miracles, Your love, Your sacrifices. 

Thank you Lord and Savior for caring 
enough to die for us to save us. 
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Thank you Lord and Savior for being our 
eternal salvation. 

Thank you Lord and Savior for being the 
Good Shepherd. 

Thank you Lord and Savior for defeating 
death. 

Thank you Lord and Savior for Your living 
water. 

Thank you Lord and Savior For watching 
over me and listening to me. 

Thank you Lord and Savior for Your blood 
on the cross that saved us. 

Thank you Lord and Savior for being our 
King of kings, and our Light 

Thank you Lord and Savior for Your 
heart and Your precious love. 

Amen & Amen. 
  
C D Swanson is a published author and 
owns and operates a website devotional 
ministry www.cdswanson.com.  In addition 
to the above she contributes to various 
websites and online Christian magazines. 
Her free-verse poems have been featured 
on a calendar that was used for a charity 
organization for childhood cancer.  She is at 
work on her fifteenth book. The author 
states, “I give all honor and praise to God 
for all that I’ve accomplished in life, I cannot 
do anything without Him… and will continue 
to write for His glory and His alone. He is 
my heart and my soul..” 

 

 
 

Room in the Heart 
 

Louie Garcia 
 
Is there room in your heart and life for 
Jesus today? 
 
And she brought forth her firstborn Son, 
and wrapped Him in swaddling cloths, and 
laid Him in a manger, because there was 
no room for them in the inn. Luke 2:7 NKJV 
 
Cesar Augustus the most powerful man in 
the world commanded that his subjects be 
counted so he could tax. Everyone was to 
return to their own city to be registered.  
Joseph took his betrothed wife Mary and 
went to Bethlehem because he was of the 
house and lineage of David.   
 
Mary was little more than a child and yet 
the Lord of Heaven and Earth chose her to 
be the mother of His Son. She would 
nurture, love, and care for the Savior of her 
people, the God Man who came to redeem 
the lost sheep of Israel. She would be 
called blessed among women. She would 
live in an intimate loving relationship with 
her Lord! 
 
The city was teeming with people and 
buzzing with excitement. The multitude 
needed to eat. They needed places to sleep 
and places to board their animals. They 
wanted to experience the city and all that it 
had to offer. They were in a buying mood. 
There was money to be made. The 
merchants, the innkeepers, and business 
men knew that it would not last long. Their 
senses heightened and fueled by nervous 
energy they were in their element. They 
were determined to profit from the royal 
decree! 
 
When the angel Gabrielle announced to 
Mary that she would give birth to a son and 
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name Him Jesus she said, “How can this 
be, since I do not know a man.” The angel 
answered and said to her, “The Holy Spirit 
will come upon you, and the power of the 
Highest will overshadow you; therefore 
also, the Holy One who is to be born will be 
called the Son of God”. Mary’s response 
was, “Behold the maidservant of the Lord! 
Let it be to me according to you word.”   
 
When Mary was found to be with child, 
Joseph being a just man and not wanting to 
make her a public example, had a mind to 
put her away secretly. But while he thought 
about these things, behold an angel of the 
Lord appeared to him in a dream, saying, 
“Joseph son of David, do not be afraid to 
take to you Mary as your wife, for that 
which is conceived in her is of the Holy 
Spirit. And she will bring forth a Son, and 
you shall call His name Jesus for He will 
save His people from their sins.” So all this 
was done that it might be fulfilled which was 
spoken by the Lord through the prophet, 
saying: “Behold, the virgin shall be with 
child, and bear a Son, and they shall call 
His name Immanuel,” which is translated 
“God with us.” 
 
The Lord of Glory stepped out of eternity 
and was born among the meek and humble 
of the Earth. No room was found or made 
for Him and so the Lamb of God was 
placed in a manager with the animals. The 
movers and shakers the tax collectors and 
business owners were unaware of the 
presence of the Savior among them. Would 
they have made room for Him if they had 
been? 
 
Mary and Joseph must have been 
awestruck and fearful when they were 
visited by the angel. They saw him with 
their eyes, heard his words with their ears 
and believed in their hearts all that the 
angel said to them. Mary stored up the 

words that were spoken to her like precious 
jewels. Her life was no longer her own! 
Joseph stepped out in faith.  He would be a 
servant leader to His Lord and Savior. He 
sacrificed his own dreams and desires. He 
died to self and lives on in eternity today! 
 
People all over the world are unaware of 
the Lord’s presence among them today! 
Some are distracted by the cares and 
busyness of life in a fallen world. Others are 
distracted by the pursuit of things that 
sparkle and shine but posses no eternal 
value. Even the redeemed of the Lord fall 
prey to the lust of the eyes. The Lord is 
here among us tonight! He is calling us to 
die to self and live for Him today! Have you 
made room for Him in your heart and life 
today? Will you choose to live in an intimate 
loving relationship with the Savior today 
and everyday! 
 

 
A Wonderful Day 

 
Earl Kugle 

 
Christmas is coming. Hurray! Hurray! 
This will be a wonderful day. 
Gifts wrapped with love are everywhere, 
Singing and laughter are in the air. 
Come and give thanks to Jesus our Lord, 
And be with Him in one accord. 
Dear God, we give glory and honor to You. 
Your gift of love is ever so true. 
Your Son, our Savior, is truly divine, 
His light thru the darkness forever will 
shine. 
We worship and praise You all thru the day, 
For You came and washed our sins all 
away. 
Come, worship the Savior, praise and pray. 
Truly this is a wonderful day. 

 
 
 



14 
 

Jesus’ Love and Joy is Restoring and 

Transforming the World! 

Toni Star 

There is little joy in the world we live in as 
many would attest to; however, Jesus can 
and does restore joy to the world in so 
many ways. He brought joy to everyone he 
met in the New Testament and after His 
resurrection. It is important to keep in mind 
that joy can be received from Jesus 
anytime and anywhere. For instance, you 
can find joy in Jesus by attending church 
and taking communion, you can find joy in 
your home by reading the Bible and praying 
or you can find joy in Jesus when you share 
your feelings of Christianity with another 
person. The joy of Jesus can also be seen 
when you lead a person closer to Jesus 
and see the relief, happiness, and pure joy 
that comes when a person  commits himself 
or herself to Jesus. 

There is no limit to how, when, where, and 
why Jesus can restore joy to the world; it’s 
happening now, has happened in the past 
and began on the very day He was born. 
Just knowing what Jesus did for us—His 
life, death, resurrection and faith in knowing 
that He will return one day—that is the best 
kind of joy you and I can experience! Most 
importantly, His joy is free, can come upon 
you anytime and His joy holds the promise 
of His return when He will come again and 
take us to Heaven! 

The joy of Jesus can be spread throughout 
the world by each of us doing what we can 
on an individual basis by helping others 
when we can and by spreading the joy of 
Jesus to everyone we know. Basically, as 
Christians, we know that Christ lives 
“within” us and because we know this to be 
true, we also know that His joy—his 
resurrection and love for us--cannot be 
contained inside our spiritual, physical, and 

mental bodies. It has to come out and when 
it does, it cannot be stopped because the 
love of Christ is like an illness in reverse—it 
spreads to everyone, anywhere and is 
highly contagious with feelings of joy, 
happiness and love.  

Rick Warren in one of his books, God’s 
Power to Change your Life, writes about 
joy. He writes that there are several ways to 
achieve real joy in your life and they are (1) 
develop an attitude of gratitude. From 
Thessalonians 5:18: “Give thanks in all 
circumstances, for this is God’s will for you 
in Christ Jesus.” Then he writes, “cultivate 
inner joy by giving.” Acts 20:35 states, “It is 
more blessed to give than to receive.” 
Third, “develop inner joy through service.” 
“Jesus said we must lose our life to save it,” 
Mark 8:35.  

So, according to God, Jesus, and Rick 
Warren, joy that comes from Jesus can be 
achieved by being grateful, by giving to 
others and by being of service to others. 
When you think of these three ways, God 
and his son Jesus Christ, show their 
gratitude to us by giving us what we need 
every day, loving us and by giving us the 
opportunity of serving others as Christ 
would want us to do.   

Mr. Warren’s words have stayed with me 
ever since I read them and maybe they will 
stay with you, too. Jesus can, and will 
continue to spread His joy to everyone who 
believes in Him and that is joy that can last 
a lifetime and beyond! 

To conclude, Jesus can restore joy to the 
world and His joy can be ours by following 
and believing in Him! I have found that one 
of the most effective ways that Jesus 
restores joy to my life is by talking with Him 
in the early morning and late at night. What 
gives me comfort and great joy from these 
conversations is that he knows what I need 
even before I ask him and that brings peace 
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and joy to my heart! And, there is no one on 
this earth—not even my husband—who 
knows what I need and can give me this 
kind of joy. Read, if you will, the following, 
“Restore to me the joy of Your salvation, 
and uphold me by Your generous Spirit. 
Then I will teach transgressors Your ways, 
and sinners shall be converted to You.  

(Psalm 51:12-13 NKJV)”  

 
Sanctuary 

 
Chris Roe 

 
Shafts of light 

Through cathedral windows. 
Dappled shade 
Upon the leaves 
Beneath my feet. 

Bird song 
In the branches above. 

In the distance 
Hind and fawn 

Cross the forest track. 
The sweet fragrance of autumn 

Fills the misty air. 
A gentle breeze 
Moving colours 

To the forest floor. 
So precious 
Such beauty, 

So hard to find 
Such peaceful sanctuary. 

 
Chris was born in the rural county of Norfolk, 

England, in 1948, where I have lived and 

worked for much of my life. Most of my working 

career has been spent within the agricultural 

industry. My love of nature and the peace and 

tranquillity of rural England is very much 

reflected in many of my poems. Individual 

poems have been published on websites and in 

small magazines around the world. 

This is Why 
 

Adria King 
 
He performs wonders that cannot be 
fathomed. Job 9:10 
 
That verse right there sums up everything I 
am about to tell you. 
 
Being a part of Passion City church there 
has been some crazy things happen that 
Jesus has orchestrated and has blessed 
me in more way than possible, but I think 
this, actually I know, that this tops them all. 
 
Passion City Church is a church that has 
recently been planted in the city of Atlanta 
by Louie and Shelley Giglio along with 
some of the biggest names in Christian 
music: Chris Tomlin, Christy Nockels, and 
Kristian Stanfill.  
 
With it being a new church there is a high 
demand for volunteers, but Passion City 
had adopted the term "door-holder" instead 
of using "volunteer."  
 
[Door-holder] someone who makes it 
possible for others to come in. Someone 
who serves, because they have been 
served.  
 
When I first started the process of applying 
to be a door-holder I asked the Lord to use 
me as much as He could wherever He 
placed me. He answered the prayer. 
 
So often when we pray we think we are 
obligated to see the result, or to see some 
type of proof that God is listening and 
working. But shouldn't we be focused more 
on having a posture of thanks to the fact we 
serve a God that even makes it possible for 
us to communicate with Him. Then when 
those moments happen that we are 
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privileged enough to see a prayer that was 
in our hearts surface to life we should be 
overwhelmed. Blown away. That is me right 
now. 
 
Back to being a door-holder. I ended up 
serving in passion kids. My first week I was 
in Kindergarten girls and absolutely loved it, 
and thought this is exactly where I am 
suppose to be. But God had other plans. 
The next week I was in the first grade girls 
tent. If you know me, you know that I 
absolutely love kids. It is no secret. But out 
of all the little girls in my tent there was one 
that stood out, one that I was drawn to 
more than the others. However, I didn't 
know why. I knew she was an absolute 
sweet heart, she listened, she responded, 
and she was always the last one to leave, 
meaning I got to spend more time with her 
than the other girls. But, I knew in my heart 
there was something special about her. 
 
I didn't think anything else about it, until the 
next Sunday I served in passion kids. The 
little girl walks in, and that feeling returns. 
After we hear the lesson, come back to the 
tent, it really is a tent, and finish talking over 
what all we learned today, I start talking to 
the little girl. She tells me all about her 
weekend and all that she did. Out of 
curiosity I ask what her parents do, what 
kind of jobs they have. She answers, "well 
my mom doesn't work, and my dad used to 
have a job but he died last year." 
 
At the time Louie, our pastor, was in the 
series "Passion and Purpose," so I had 
been asking the Lord to show me my 
purpose in the things I do. In that moment 
the innocent 7 year old girl muttered the 
words, “He died," I knew my purpose. I 
knew why I was moved from Kindergarten 
girls to first grade. I knew why I was drawn 
to her. I knew why she was special. She 
was me. I understood her, and she was 

placed in my tent so I could tell her that I 
understood. 
 
When I was 8 years old my dad passed 
away from the pancreatic cancer. The 
memories of how challenging life is without 
a father flashed before me as I looked into 
the eyes of a innocent 7 year old little girl, 
and I knew Jesus had called me to her life.  
 
Crazy huh? How the Lord made all of this 
happen. Well, it gets crazier. 
 
After all this, I wanted so desperately to talk 
to her mom, and tell her all that had 
happened. But the opportunity just never 
presented itself. But, one night after the 5 
o'clock gathering her mom stopped me and 
we began to talk. She thanked me for being 
so good to her daughter, and I began to tell 
her the story of my dad. I tell her how I had 
just turned 8 in October and then my dad 
died in November. She asked if I could 
remember what day, I tell her: November 
21. Her eyes filled with tears and she tells 
me that is the same exact day her husband 
went to be with Jesus. The same day this 
little girl lost her father is the same day I lost 
my father. With both of our eyes filled with 
tears we are both at a loss for words. This 
is not a coincidence. This is God. This is an 
answered prayer. 
 
When we lose a loved one we embark on a 
journey of the question, "Why?" Why us? 
Why my dad? Why did you do this? We 
might never get the answer we want, but 
God shows us little things, puts us in certain 
situations to where we say, "this is why." 
 
10 years later. 
 
One little girl. The same age as I was. The 
same day. Standing face to face with her 
mom who is reflecting Jesus without 
speaking any words. I know; This is why. 
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I can show this little girl there is hope. That 
she will be okay. That I was once her. That 
she is not fatherless.  
 
I can tell her that someday she will say, 
"this is why." 
 
I went from a little girl who never 
understood the loss of her father, to a girl 
who found her purpose. You see my pain 
will open up the door to helping this other 
little girl find her healing, and her pain 
opened up the door for me to find my 
healing. 
 
There is always purpose in the pain. 
 
 

 
 

Spreading the Joy 

Lynn Nicholas 

Being of a curious nature, and being one 
who is often in information-gathering mode, 
I did a quick Goggle search for Luke 2:10.  
Because The Kings James translation of 
the Bible is the only Bible text familiar to 
me, I was surprised to find two very 
different interpretations of this passage 
from Luke in two other 
translations/interpretations.   

The People’s Bible followed the quote from 
Luke 2:10, ‘I bring you good tidings…’, with 
some clarifying statements. Their 
explanation stated that the message of this 
passage is that the way to pardon and 
peace with God was about to be thrown 
open to all mankind, to all people. I read 
that to mean that The Gospel according to 
Luke, documenting the news of the birth of 
Jesus Christ, meant that God’s circle of 
love was now extended beyond the Jews to 
include Gentiles, and beyond. 

Then I read the same passage quoted from 
a version of the Bible called The New 
International Version.  As one reads on past 
Luke 2:10 to Luke 2:14, this passage was 
quoted:  ‘Glory to God in the highest, and 
on earth peace to men on whom his favor 
rests.’  I read this to mean that peace and 
God’s love would be bestowed not on 
everyone, not just on those who believed in 
the savior, Jesus Christ, but on those who 
found favor with God.  (I can’t help but 
wonder how ‘on whom his favor rests ‘ is to 
be interpreted exactly, but that could make 
for a completely different discussion.) 

The King James Bible simply states in Luke 
2:10, “And the angel said unto them, Fear 
not: for, behold, I bring you good tidings of 
great joy, which shall be to all people.” 
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Whether one reads the King James version 
of the Bible or one of the many other 
translations of Scripture, like those quoted 
above, Luke, Chapter 2, is all about the 
promise a of Savior whose birth should be 
greeted with great joy.  That is one point 
everyone seems to agree upon. 

So how does one take this Scripture into 
everyday life, especially during the weeks 
preceding the Christmas celebration, when 
all eyes are on the Christian world? Do we 
debate the nuances of interpretation with 
both believers and non believers? Do we 
give in to the desire to proselytize, which 
too often is about one’s ego rather than The 
Word? Or do we, through our actions as 
well as our words, spread the joy of 
Christian love and the promise of 
redemption simply by being joyous? In 
other words, do we ‘preach’ by example? 

The true Christian-based lifestyle should set 
the bar for bringing out the best in human 
nature:  kindness, forgiveness, acceptance, 
generosity, unconditional love, and joy.  In 
some circles, Christian has become a 
derogatory word, associated too often with 
the extremists who get the most ‘press’:  
those who have closed minds, closed 
hearts, and mean spirits; people who are 
judgmental and certainly not joyous.  The 
New Testament represented a new 
covenant with God. Certainly it was built 
upon the Old Testament, but believers were 
now to follow the humanitarian examples 
set by Jesus, rather than the specific 
directives of laws set down for the tribal 
Hebrews. 

So maybe this year, as we decorate our 
Christmas trees and listen to the carol ‘Joy 
to the World’, we will think less about being 
judgmental of those who don’t believe, and 
more about leading by example and 
spreading the joy of the season.  Maybe we 
can all devote more energy to bringing 

peace to our own little section of the Earth 
and displaying more true goodwill towards 
mankind. 

 

 

 

 

A Peace upon His Flock 

Richard Provencher 

 
A steeple nudges  
higher than tree tops, 
God pointing the way  
to Truth, Love  
and Forgiveness.  
Stars sparkle like  
diamonds, sprinkled  
above hills – 
surround families 
asleep within the castles 
of their inheritance. 
The sky fills  
with radiant energy  
stretching its redeeming fire 
as peace captures  
the essence of God’s voice. 
 

Richard L. Provencher has published poems in 
print and online with magazines such as 
Inscribed, In Touch, Ottawa Arts Review, 
Paragon 111, Tower Poetry, Caduceus, Strong 
Verse, Parenting Express and others. His work 
is a combination of nature and community 
issues. Richard also gives a voice to all other 
creatures. He and his wife, Esther, live in Truro, 
Nova Scotia, Canada.. 
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Choices 

Tendai Mwanaka 

An opportunity where one chooses 
Has been given unto us 
Between a narrow and gapping road 
Which of these roads will lead us? 
To pleasures and a shining light yonder 
To the land promised to Abraham’s heirs 
 
Will you follow that road gapping? 
Freely, uncomprehending, lapping 
Upon such a well marked road wide 
No stops, no stags, plain-sailing, all the way 
You don’t get hurt from protruding obstacles 
But where does that road leads you? 
Are you not going, the way opposite? 
Are you not going to blame it later? 
 
Then there is that one, there it is 
Strewn with potholes and ditches 
Imperfectly laid rough protruding stones 
Clothes being torn to pieces by thorns 
Striving to avoid all these stops 
That overlaps and nearly blots your road 
Yet making progress towards the top 
Is such a bitter pill to swallow! 
 
Through distance, after some years 
Are you anywhere near your destination? 
Yet so far away, are you near it 
Are you far away from your destination? 
Yet so near that you can feel it 
Where can we find you? 
 
In that wide road do you overlook- 
Those pleasures you strived for 
Only a finger far-away length 
Do you feel satisfied with your choice? 
Is that the destiny you were so longing? 
Do you want to back track 
To the starting point, all the way long 
And take the narrow thorny road 
 
In that narrow road where are you 
Still so far away from your destiny, are you? 

But aren’t you near it 
Because you chose the route right  
Are not all these trails enhancing 
To the sweetness of such a journey 
Do you want to backtrack all the way? 
And take the wide yawning road? 
 

I was born in Zimbabwe, in the remote eastern 

highlands district of Nyanga, in Mapfurira 

village. Left Nyanga for Chitungwiza city in 

1994, and I started exploring writing that year, 

when I was barely twenty. My first book to be 

published, Voices from exile, a collection of 

poetry on Zimbabwe's political situation and 

exile in South Africa, by Lapwing publications, 

Ireland, 2010. KEYS IN THE RIVER: Notes 

from a Modern Chimurenga, a novel of 

interlinked stories that deals with life in modern 

day Zimbabwe was published by Savant books 

and publications, USA 2012, found here; 

http://www.savantbooksandpublications.com/97

80985250621.php. A book of creative non-

fiction pieces, THE BLAME GAME, will be 

published by Langaa RPCIG( Cameroon 2013), 

a poetry collection of love poems will come out 

from DIPPRESS, USA, June 2013, a novel 

entitled, A DARK ENERGY will be published by 

Aignos publishing company( USA). I was 

nominated for the Pushcart twice, 2008, 2010, 

commended for the Dalro prize 2008, I was 

nominated and attended Caine African writing 

workshop, 2012, work has been translated into 

Spanish and French. Published over 250 pieces 

of short stories, essays, memoirs, poems and 

visual art. 
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Forgive to be Free 

Dorett Desiree Gunter 

I think about when Peter asked Jesus how 
many times we are supposed to forgive our 
brothers.  Jesus response is 70 times 7.  
This is not an indication that we are to keep 
track of how many times someone hurts or 
betrays us.  This is to show us that we are 
to forgive always. 

I know this hard to do, especially if you 
have been deeply betrayed. But I can tell 
you by personal experience it can be done.   

My parents separated and divorced when I 
was 18 months old.  My father chose not to 
have any part of my life.  For years, I 
literally hated him.  I could not stand to hear 
his name.  This robbed me of 21 years of 
my life, but not in the way you think.  It 
robbed me because I allowed the hate to be 
a focus in my life instead of being thankful 
for the blessings I had in my life.  I still have 
not met my father, but the hatred I had 
towards him has changed to praying for him 
and hoping he has a good life. 

I want you to know that you do not have to 
walk in a world of bitterness, hatred, and 
revenge.  You can have the peace you so 
richly deserve.  First, be honest with your 
feelings.  If you hate someone, admit it.  
Once you admit, you can move towards 
overcoming it.  Second, talk with someone 
who can help you, but make sure they are 
interested in truly helping you and not using 
your situation as dinner conversation.  
Third, you must be willing to let go and 
move on.  

 I truly understand that it will be hard, but I 
also know that the peace is so much better 
than the hate. 

Have a blessed existence for yourself and 
others. 

God’s Waiting Room 

Samantha DeFreitas-Bacon 

Everyone at some point in their lives sits 
and waits in a waiting room.  We may feel 
anxious, fearful, elated or filled with 
trepidation and dread. But sometimes a 
waiting room is a special place, a waiting 
place with other people and dog eared 
magazines thumbed through a thousand 
times.  Smiling receptionists and clocks 
keeping time. 

I made my biweekly trip to Sanctuary of 
Holy Cross, Grem’s nursing home. I always 
have mixed emotions going there. Its 
clinical nature and Lysol tainted air 
somehow unnerved me.  The nurses were 
friendly enough as they all seemed to have 
a kind word or a pleasant smile. The 
residents, all of them permanent had 
various degrees of dementia, Alzheimer’s, 
vascular dementia and Lewy bodies.  Most 
of them had a faraway look in their eyes 
remembering a different time, a simpler 
time, a more joyous time. Some of the 
residents moved with slow precision, as if 
their very actions were being filmed in slow 
motion. You could see determination and 
frustration played out on their heavily lined 
faces.  The residents, who tried to speak, 
were soft spoken and talked about 
unimportant things that held great gravity 
for them.  As I slowly made my way down 
the corridor flooded with unblinking 
harshness of fluorescent light, I came to the 
waiting room. They were all sitting in a 
circle, communing with each other silently.  
I took a breath of Lysol tainted air in and 
surveyed the room. This room was in fact, I 
thought to myself ‘God’s waiting room’.  
Some were ready, most were not, half 
didn’t even want to be there because after 
such a waiting room was the unknown.  But 
like most waiting rooms, there was a low 
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hum of unimportant words being exchanged 
and knowingness that their turn (could) 
would be next.  I looked around at God’s 
waiting room and felt a silent peaceful 
presence descend upon me.  The residents 
weren’t waiting to die they were simply in 
God’s waiting room waiting for the most 
important meeting of their lives. 

Waiting for the most important appointment 
of their lives. 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

Heaven 

Sharon Murphy 

One of those pop up ads appeared on my 
computer read “Let us help you find your 
new home or sell your old home! XYZ 
Realtors” 

I got to thinking about what the term home 
means to me. 

I would describe a home as place that is 
comfortable and relaxing. A home is 
surroundings where you can get away from 
the clamor or troubles of the outside world. 
To me a home is not a place or a particular 
building; it is where people who love you 
are. 

But my home here on this world it is only 
temporary. I am not a citizen of this world 
but of heaven. Heaven is my true home.  
My time in this world will run out but my life 
in heaven will be a never-ending one.  

My heart dreams of my heavenly home, a 
place which permeates my heart with 
feelings of longing. 

I know I have a home in Heaven because 
the word of God tells me I have a full 
guarantee as a child of God.  

(John14:2-3)  “In my Father's house are 
many mansions; if it were not so, I would 
have told you; for I go to prepare a place for 
you. 3 And if I go and prepare a place for 
you, I come again, and will receive you unto 
myself; that where I am, there ye may be 
also.” 

 I try to imagine what my home will be like 
in Heaven.  Wow just think Jesus is the       
architect of my new home.  

The Bible gives us few hints in the Bible of 
what it will be like.   
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I don’t think there are really any words that 
can be used to describe Heaven. 

Here are a few we might be able to wrap 
our brains around. Immeasurable bigger 
than anything we have ever seen or could 
imagine. No end of and no end to, Heaven 
goes on forever. Heaven in incomparable, 
there is nothing like it nothing to compare it 
to.  Heaven is transcendent, magnificent in 
every way we could think of. And heaven is 
incomprehensible in the joy and delight we 
will feel by going there to live with our 
Father.  

Believer’s minds will have a hard time 
grasping the glory that awaits us. 

It is written in (1 John 5: 13) These things 
have I written unto you that believe on the 
name of the son of god: that yea may know 
that yea have eternal life 

So the next time you see a sign that says 
Home for Sale 

Remember your home in Heaven has been 
bought and paid for with our Saviour’s 
blood. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Hope's Name is Jesus 
 

Jennifer L Griffith 
 
Rachel looked down into a valley from her 
sister's house. Living on a hillside in 
Zimbabwe, she could see the Tongogara 
Refuge Camp about a mile away. The 
Mozambicans sought a safe haven as civil 
war raged through their own country. But at 
age eleven, Rachel fought a war of her 
own. She'd left her father's home of neglect 
only to find herself in another. Her older 
sister promised to take care of her and let 
her attend school. Instead, Rachel was 
secluded, hungry, and responsible for 
keeping the baboons out of their food. The 
camp had captured Rachel's curiosity, but 
her sister forbade her to go because it was 
for Mozambicans. Not people of her own. 
 
But desperation had a stronger pull than 
her sister's restrictions. Rachel snuck out of 
the house and down the hill, barefooted, 
wearing nothing but tattered clothes. She 
hungered not only for food, but for 
protection. For community and someone to 
simply care. 
 
Rachel entered the camp and walked 
through a sea of people. She saw families 
clinging together, and yearned to be 
cherished by her own. As people passed 
around her, she spotted a white man 
wearing a safari hat walking toward her. 
Fear rose up inside. She'd never stood 
close to a white person before, and this 
man was a “giant.” Rachel tried to run 
around him. Instead, she ran right into him. 
 
The small girl cowered, expecting he would 
scold her for such a mishap. On the 
contrary, he wrapped his arms around her, 
giving her the first hug of her life. He said 
something to her, but when he let her go, 
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she ran away, confused by such kindness 
from another person. 
 
As life with her sister grew progressively 
worse, Rachel continued to escape to 
Tongogara. Yet, the giant white man had 
not returned, though deep inside she hoped 
he would. By winter, the camp had become 
more than a safe haven for just the 
Mozambicans, but also for Rachel and 
other children from her community. A 
common desperation led them all to the 
same place, just from different wars. 
 
By winter, Rachel saw a white van return to 
Tongogara. She wondered if the white man 
who'd hugged her had come back. She ran 
barefooted back to the camp, shivering in 
the cold. The man had returned, and she 
caught his eye again. He approached her, 
but this time she didn't run. He offered her a 
coat and shoes, and poured her a cup of 
hot tea from a thermos. As steam rose up 
from the cup, she thought it was magic and 
wondered if this larger-than-life man was 
really an angel. 
 

 
Snuggled warm in her new coat with her 
feet now protected from the elements, and 
filled with more hope than ever, Rachel 
hiked back up the hillside home. But her 
sister took away her coat and shoes. She 
accused her of gaining disrespectful favor 
to receive such gifts. Her sister sent her 
back to her parents due to her rebellion. 

Rachel knew that her sister had taken her 
physical gifts, but could never diminish the 
touch she'd felt she received from God 
through the giant white man wearing a 
safari hat. And little did she know at the 
time, their spirits would cross again. 
 

 
 
When Rachel returned to her parents 
home, she was thankful to go back to 
school, even if wearing a uniform held 
together by multicolored patches. But her 
father told her she needed to find a 
husband rather than go to school. She 
spiralled into rebellion and into the arms of 
an older man who promised to marry her. 
Instead, he left her pregnant and in shame, 
hiding her pregnancy until she gave birth. 
Her father's words, “Even if you die, you are 
not my daughter. I disown you. I don't want 
to see you,” sent her into the streets. A year 
later, her daughter was taken from her by 
her family. And men, including her father, 
had proven to be unreliable, unforgiving, 
and ruthless. 
 
Rachel went to work for the sugar cane 
industry where God placed someone in her 
life who lead her to freedom in Christ. After 
sharing her testimony of rising above 
hardship at a church, a man and his wife 
offered her a place to live with them in 
Zimbabwe. They needed help with their 
growing family. When this offer came more 
than once in 2000, Rachel move in with 
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them. As part of their family, she 
experienced the unconditional love and 
acceptance she hungered for. Later, she 
moved with them to Mozambique, and while 
working on her college degree 2007, she 
was prompted to check her HIV status. She 
told herself that she would only shed tears 
[of joy] if she was “negative.” When she 
learned that she was “positive,” she turned 
to Jesus. She changed her degree to 
Applied Psychology for HIV, and Rachel 
chose to help others thrive, not drown in 
self-pity. God then prompted her to share 
this news with her estranged father in 
Zimbabwe. He cried and asked for 
forgiveness. Their relationship then started 
on the road to healing and restoration, 
where it remains today. 
 
God's path eventually lead Rachel to 
Healing Place Church—Swaziland. She sat 
under the guidance of pastor and Children's 
Cup director, Ben Rodgers and his wife, 
Susan. Both mentored Rachel, and 
encouraged her to enroll and live at the 
newly completed Global Leadership 
Academy in 2011. While there, she was 
given a book written by the co-founder of 
Children's Cup, Dave Ohlerking titled, Walk 
With Me: Through some hard places of the 
world. As she read of Dave's mission work 
at Tongogora, she realized the identity of 
the man who showed her the love of Jesus 
when she was just a little girl. The giant 
white man wearing a safari hat was not only 
the founder of the very organization who 
now molded her life at GLA, but was also 
the father of Susan Rodgers. A lady who 
had nurtured God's amazing grace in her 
life in Swaziland. 
 
Rachel was never able to thank “the giant 
white man wearing a safari hat” on earth. 
Dave Ohlerking went to be with Jesus the 
day after Rachel helped Susan prepare for 
her parent's return to Swaziland in October 

2010. But she is forever connected to him 
through the eternal promise of God. Rachel 
is just one of thousands of lives touched by 
the giant heart of the man who said, “You 
can change a child’s life forever.” This is 
evident in Rachel's life. She is currently the 
HIV Counselor for the Children's Cup 
Medical Team. Her vibrant spirit now 
impacts the oppressed and vulnerable 
children of Swaziland, giving back what was 
gifted to her over twenty years earlier—
Hope, whose name is definitely Jesus!  
 

 
 
 
In 2000, God dug up the deep Louisiana 
roots of Jennifer L Griffith, MS through a 
traumatic snowmobile accident in Idaho. 
During months of recovery, she let go of her 
teaching career and business to move on 
God’s whim. Since that step of obedience, 
she's served in Teton Valley, WY & ID, 
Baton Rouge, LA, Swaziland, Africa, and is 
now in transition back in the States. 
Jennifer won literary recognition through the 
ACFW Genesis Award in 2007 and in 2009, 
writes for Inspire a Fire, and serves as the 
drummer for VISION ministry with Couples 
Care Center in Baton Rouge. Jennifer is 
available for speaking engagements where 
she shares God’s work in her life with 
various audiences. You can follow her at 
Magpies in Trees. 

 

http://www.inspireafire.com/author/jennifer-griffith/
http://couplescarecenter.com/
http://couplescarecenter.com/
http://magpiesintrees.wordpress.com/
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The Best Wedding 

Elena Trischina   

Fifteen minutes were left to the wedding but 
I still did not dare go to the church. I walked 
up and down along the street in order to 
calm myself down a little bit  and tried not to 
think about what was waiting for me on the 
other side of the gate. Tired men with fat, 
scornful, cruel glances walked towards me. 
Here they are called businessmen. They 
are usually accompanied by tall painted 
women who are a little bit smarter than their 
companions, but several times angrier than 
them. This is the world in which I lived. And 
that world outside the gates of the church 
was different. It was much worse than this. 

I forced myself to think about the innocent, 
distorted by angry faces and felt my soul 
harden. When all the senses finally died 
out, I was able to calmly approach the gate.  

I really wanted to become invisible, out of 
sight of anyone familiar and go away from 
the wedding unnoticed, but as luck would 
have it, the first one who had noticed me 
was the groom. 

“How glad I am that you're here!” he 
exclaimed. 

I forced myself to give him a sincere, happy 
smile. In a world full of hypocrisy, you can 
learn this very quickly.  

The bride saw me and grinned 
triumphantly, but then immediately pursed 
her lips. This was to mean something like 
"Nevertheless, it is not you who got him, but 
do not dare to spoil my holiday now!" 

I suddenly became very bored. How 
predictably simple are these Christians! No 
game, no adrenalin sensations, no bold 
actions. Did she think that I really needed 
her skinny arrogant betrothed? 

I looked around and did not see anything 
that could really attract attention. Pity, envy, 
hatred, contempt accumulated over several 
years was well known to me and now didn’t 
cause any real pain. 

The wedding began. The bride and groom 
exchanged rings. I saw how closely some 
of the girls from the choir looked at the 
groom. Many of them were in love with him, 
including me, but not everyone managed so 
well to deal with their feelings. 

I smiled, feeling myself as a winner. Why 
not show favor to the unhappy couple and 
pray for them? 

While I was praying for the newlyweds, the 
atmosphere in the church was changing 
significantly. I looked at the guests and saw 
that evil had disappeared from some of the 
faces. Bright colors burst into the church 
and sent the grayness out of the souls of 
many visitors, including mine. They 
reminded me of what a joy is. It was 
amazing, totally unpredictable. And 
suddenly I realized what it was: He was 
here. 

It was incredible - we were disgusting, 
starting from the bride and groom and 
ending with me. What could God like here? 

Probably I will never know. At that moment I 
just wanted to pray with those whom a few 
minutes ago I hated savagely. My soul 
melted from the love that filled the air. I 
believed that the bride and groom loved 
each other, and that the others also 
believed in this. Even the bride and groom 
believed in this. I believed that I wish them 
luck for the rest of their lives; I believed that 
they are - the most beautiful pair of all I 
have ever seen. I believed that someday I 
will be able to fall in love and someone will 
be able to love me. I looked at the guests 
and saw that they were experiencing 
something similar. 
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When the couple turned to the guests, I 
suddenly saw how beautiful the bride was 
and how happy was the groom. They 
looked like a prince and princess among 
the beautiful ladies and gentlemen. It was 
like a real fairy-tale. 

When I got back home, I cried the whole 
day. I was very ashamed before Him. This 
is not the first time He touched my stony 
heart this way and made me believe that 
life is wonderful. 

Elena Trischina, 22 years old, lives in 
Moscow. She attends Lutheran Seminary 
and  works for an insurance company. 

 

 

 

The Good Shepherd 

Donna J. Howard 

“So it was, when the angels had gone away 
from them into heaven, that the shepherds 
said to one another, ‘let us now go to 
Bethlehem and see this thing that has come 
to pass, which the Lord has made known to 
us.’ And they came with haste and found 
Mary and Joseph, and the Babe lying in a 
manger.” Luke 2:15-16 NKJV 

How fitting that the shepherds should be 
among the first to visit the newborn Savior. 
After all, He was one of them. In John 10:11 
NKJV Jesus said, “I am the Good 
Shepherd.” We can find other parallels 
between the lowly shepherds and the Good 
Shepherd as well. 

A shepherd cares for a flock or flocks of 
sheep. He knows them so well he can call 
them by name. Jesus called His followers 
His flock. He said “I am the Good 
Shepherd; and I know My sheep.” John 
10:14a and John 21:15-17 NKJV. 

A shepherd leads his sheep to water, for 
they cannot live without water. Like the 
beastly sheep, we of Jesus’ flock need 
water. Jesus gives us a different kind of 
water. He gives us Living Water. “On the 
last day, the great day of the feast, Jesus 
stood and cried out, saying, ‘If anyone 
thirsts, let him come to me and drink. He 
who believes in Me, as the Scripture has 
said, out of his heart will flow rives of living 
water.’ But He spoke concerning the Spirit, 
whom those believing in Him would receive” 
John 7:37-39 NKJV. 

Sheep have a tendency to stray and risk 
being attacked by wolves or bears. The 
shepherd sometimes risks his life to save 
them. Jesus not only risked His life for His 
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sheep (His followers), but He died for us. 
Isaiah (53:6 NKJV says: “All we like sheep 
have gone astray; we have turned every 
one, to his own way;” Like the sheep, we 
too can get ourselves into trouble when we 
turn away from God. “For all have sinned 
and fall short of the glory of God (Romans 
6:23 NKJV) and “The wages of sin is 
death.” (Romans 6:23 NKJV). 

Like the lowly shepherds, the Good 
Shepherd (Jesus) is not willing to let the 
“wolves” (Satan) conquer us. He willingly 
gave His life to save us from the penalty of 
sin. “For I delivered to you first of all that 
which I also received: that Christ died for 
our sins according to the Scriptures, and 
that He was buried, and that He rose again 
the third day according to the Scriptures.” (1 
Corinthians 15:3-4, NKKV). Glory to God! 

That shout of praise brings us back to the 
stable when Jesus was born. “Then the 
shepherds returned glorifying and praising 
God for all the things that they had heard 
and seen as it was told them.” (Luke 2:20 
NKJV). 

I’m not sure the beastly sheep glorified the 
Savior, but the shepherd’s did. Shouldn’t 
we, as Jesus’ loving flock, do the same, 
especially during this Christmas season? 

Heavenly Father, thank You for sending 
Jesus, our Good Shepherd. Like the 
shepherds of old, we bow before Him and 
glorify His name. Amen. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

God’s Guys/Gals Need Grit 
 

Janelle C. Simmons 
 
I am a teacher. Or better put, I am a 
Professor who is close to finishing her 
Doctorate degree which would give her the 
real title of Professor. There were many 
times, where I gave up and stopped fighting 
because I was too tired, wounded and/or 
weak and worn. If I, the Professor felt this 
way, then how much more do my students 
feel this way? Over the years, I have often 
wondered. 
 
You see, in education, the term grit is 
thrown around quite often. The term grit is 
defined by Goodwin (2013) as a student’s 
“will to achieve goals” (p. 74). In fact, 
“researchers have found this quality to be 
as crucial as cognitive ability to student 
success” (Goodwin, 2013, p. 74). What is 
even more fascinating is that educators can 
even cultivate resilience in their students by 
utilizing “protective factors” (Henderson, 
2013, p. 23). Henderson (2013) states; 
“One of the most effective resilience-
building actions to educators can engage in 
is to dig for and reflect back to a student 
his or her strengths” (p. 24). To clarify, 
Moore (2013) states; “Think of resilience 
[grit] as a balance between risks and 
protective factors. As long as the balance is 
manageable, people can usually cope” (p. 
8). In other words, children and other 
students will have challenges but in order to 
succeed they will need to be “gritty” and if 
they are not then their teachers can try to 
help them become “grittier.” With that being 
said, how often do we run from God’s “Grit 
Training?” 
  
As I considered the research on grit, I 
realized that God’s training is a life-long 
training in grit. From the moment that we 
were born in sin, to the day that we die will 
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be a training camp where God allows life’s 
lessons to train us, strengthen us and 
prepare us to spend an eternity in His 
Kingdom while praising Him throughout it 
all. To examine this concept, the author will 
look at three Biblical characters….Joseph, 
Job and Esther. 
 
Joseph. His name means “may Yahweh 
add.” Joseph was a man of dreams 
(Genesis 37:5). Joseph was a man who 
dreamt and could see all that Yahweh 
wished to add to him and yet, his greatest 
enemies were those in his camp…his 
brothers. Sold into slavery (Genesis 37:27), 
Joseph was promoted through suffering. He 
suffered repeatedly while God trained him 
in order to save many people (Genesis 
41:38-41). If Joseph had not become 
grittier, many more would have perished. It 
was the suffering that produced what 
educators today would call “grit.” 
 
However, Joseph was not the only one. 
There was also one called Job which 
means “He that weeps or cries.” Indeed, 
Job is known as being a man of sorrows. 
But more than that, Job was known as 
being a “righteous man” (Job 1:1). He was 
not a man of dreams but he was a man of 
duty. And yet, the Lord allowed Job to be 
tested and in seven (7) verses, the number 
of perfection, his life changed forever. He 
lost everything that meant anything to him 
(Job 1:13-19). Dozens of chapters pass 
until Job encounters God and God reminds 
him that He is God and that Job is not. And 
then, God restores all but even if He hadn’t, 
Job gained something that was almost 
more than his righteousness…he gained 
grit!  
 
Now, before we continue, I don’t want the 
ladies to feel left out. Grit is not only for the 
men but for the women too. A woman 
called Esther showed immense grit and 

courage in the midst of possible death 
when she realized that God is in charge of it 
all. Yes, there was also Esther.  
 
Esther whose name has been surmised to 
mean “star” or even “secret,” like Job had 
lost much. She was for all intents and 
purposes an orphan. Her only kin was 
Mordecai whose name meant “contrition” or 
in some translations “warrior.” Mordecai 
raised his uncle’s daughter, Esther (Esther 
2:7). And when the King called for all virgins 
in the kingdom, Esther was chosen to travel 
to the harem to compete for his affections 
(Esther 2:8). Esther obeyed Mordecai. 
Esther obeyed He’gai. Esther obeyed the 
King. But when a threat came to her 
people, the Jews, Esther was forced to 
decide whether disobedience was better 
than the death of God’s children.  
 
She had survived being orphaned. She had 
survived her year of beauty treatments. She 
had survived many lonely nights while the 
King entertained himself with other pursuits. 
However, when Queen Esther was 
informed about Haman’s plot (Esther 3: 8-9) 
through Mordecai (Esther 4:1-9), she froze. 
Fear gripped her heart and she was sore 
terrified that if she approached the King 
without his beckoning (Esther 4:11)…she 
would perish! Mordecai had only one reply; 
“and who knoweth whether thou art come to 
the kingdom for such a time as this” (Esther 
4:14d)? Then Esther replied and asked 
Mordecai to tell all the Jews to pray and fast 
(Esther 4:16). That moment was her 12th 
hour. That moment was when God formed 
the utmost grit in Esther that she may ever 
have found screaming from within her.  
 
After requesting the favor of the King and 
after many times of him requesting what 
was wrong, Esther informed the King. The 
King was upset but after seeing what he 
thought was Haman assaulting his wife, the 
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Queen; the King had Haman hung on the 
very gallows he had planned for Mordecai 
to be hung on (Esther 7:10). Most of us 
know how the story ends. Mordecai is 
celebrated, the Jews seek revenge and 
thus the holiday of Purim was born. But 
none of that would have happened if Esther 
did not stick it out, call on her God and 
show a little grittiness.  
 
It is in times, in times like that of Joseph, 
Job and Esther; we show grit or what is 
better known as resilience. Just like the 
educators noted in a number of articles who 
strove to foster this trait in their students, 
God, our teacher, continues to foster this 
trait in us. Through trials and tribulations, 
He seeks to build us up so that we can war 
on His behalf and lead them which do not 
know Him to Him, and those who have 
been wounded and strayed from Him to find 
their solace in Him again. And in the 
process, He works on our hearts too. Thus, 
James, the brother of Jesus can say with 
ease and understanding: “My brethren, 
count it all joy when ye fall into divers 
temptations; knowing this, that the trying of 
your faith worketh patience. But let patience 
have her perfect work, that ye may be 
perfect and entire, wanting nothing.” 
(James 1:2-4). So, the next time you feel 
like giving up, be encouraged. And 
remember, you are a soldier in God’s “Grit 
Training” being prepared for His army! 
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An Awakening 
 

Karen Rice 

 
When I was diagnosed with Breast cancer a 
few years back, I reacted like most who 
receive a cancer diagnose; first thing came 
to mind was a “death sentence”. However, I 
found out later that it was truly “an 
awakening” for me. I began questioning 
God, why would you do this to me? What 
had I done in life so bad to have this placed 
upon me? But instead of bemoaning my 
fate, I decided to look for the positive side 
of it. There has to be a reason for it all. I've 
past those five years for my first cancer. 
 
I also realized that I was about to face a 
new beginning, new hope, do and see more 
with a whole new prospective on life. When 
I think of the “gift of life” that was given to 
me, I know that I will develop and gain 
strength from all my experiences. After 
going through all that I did during my breast 
cancer period, I was left with, what the MD's 
called “Neuropatic Pain”; a severe nerve 
damage diagnose. The pain is usually with 
you all day; and it times worse than others. 
Later I was diagnosed with “Lymphedema”. 
Of course I just kept smiling and saying to 
myself, “Oh lucky me”. For a while, I wasn't 
happy with the way I looked around my 
breast area after my first surgery, nor the 
pain I had to endure each day, but I decided 
to snap out of it. Even after being 
diagnosed with another cancer (colon) a 
few years later. Which totally took me by 
surprise. I had already had my time with 
cancer, I thought to myself. Why another 
one? I even make jokes at times, while 
crying inside asking, “what am I”, the 
cancer carrier? But even with the pain I 
have to endure through each diagnose, and 
all the struggles I've dealt with all my life, I 
still feel truly blessed. I think about the 
individuals that are no longer among us. I 

also realized that there will always be 
someone worse off than I am. I reminded 
myself, that I “still have my life” and who am 
I to complain. 
 
One day during one of my surgeries, I 
experienced something of a miracle and felt 
the compulsion to write it down. I turned 
that experience into a poem and I called it 
“Peace”. Writing had become therapy for 
me. I took that poem, along with many 
others I had composed during my breast 
cancer period and placed them into book 
form. I was blessed enough to have that 
book published and it's titled “True Simple 
Poems of Life, Faith and Survival”. I later 
had another inspirational children's book 
published and I'm working on my third. I'm 
hoping that anyone who has the opportunity 
to read my poems, get out of them, what I 
placed in all of them. My poems are from 
the heart, as real as any could ever be. 
With the words and phrases of each poem 
of statement, I wish to make a positive 
impact on someone who's ill or otherwise, 
where they could develop the strength to 
embrace life in a whole new way. I never 
anticipated becoming a writer, I just became 
one. I truly believe when you survive a 
horrific tragedy or a horrible disease as 
cancer, it's for a reason, “you have a 
purpose” and I want to live to find out 
exactly what that is for me. 
 
That's what I'm all about now, inspiration. I 
would have never become a writer, 
producing inspirational poems and stories, 
if I had not gone through all that I did. I'm a 
true example that you can survive cancer 
not once, but twice, providing you catch it in 
time, have faith and allow that faith to 
direct your path. I've not saying all will be 
easy, but you must believe. 
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Author Interviews 

Author Interview with Abigail Kelly 

Abigail Kelly is the author of Almost 
Nothing: From the Edge of Starvation and 
the Brink of Divorce, One Girl’s God Gave 
Her Lasting Peace which will be published 
in the coming months.  

 

What inspired you to write Almost 
Nothing and what message do you hope 
to convey to your readers?  
 
I’ve always fancied myself a writer. From 
the time I was a kid, I kept a journal. I was 
the “editor” of our monthly family 
newspaper called “Petticoat Junction” that 
went out to all our extended family and 
some friends even began requesting it as 
well.  
 
When I began struggling with anorexia, and 
all the way through it, I remember thinking, 
There’s no reason to deal with something 
like this and survive if not to share the story 
with others to help them. But, at the time, I 
had quit writing. I didn’t feel like I had 
anything creative to offer.  
 
After I recovered, an agent, Vanessa 
Grossett, read a fiction piece that I had 
written in response to a prompt and posted 
on the public forum at FaithWriters. She 
contacted me and asked if I planned to 
write a book. I told her that I don’t want to 
write fiction, but had entertained the idea of 
writing my story. From then on, she didn’t 
let up. At least once a week she emailed 
me and reminded me that I could, and she 

believed I should, write a book.  
 
Finally, I decided to take another writing 
class, this one on memoir writing. Halfway 
through, the instructor told me to stop 
taking classes and just write the book. She 
believed I was ready.  
 
As per usual, I conferred with my mom who 
agreed that it was time. So, after much 
prayer, I dug out my old journals and began 
to relive the memories and this time to write 
them in a narrative format.  
 
The message that I want to convey is one 
of rescue. It continues to astonish me how 
God preserved my life through anorexia, 
though He allowed me to struggle with it for 
a long time. However, in the end He used 
that pain to rescue my marriage when I was 
ready to give up on it.  
 
Your book is very personal in nature. 
Did you find writing in such a personal 
way difficult and why?  
 
It was pretty tough. Funny, I didn’t usually 
notice it once I got going. I’d sit down and 
things would start to flow and it seemed 
pretty easy. Then, almost all of a sudden, I 
would hit a wall. My mind was exhausted. 
Words became incomprehensible syllables, 
syllables became jumbled letters and my 
creative spurt was over. For the rest of the 
day I just felt emotionally spent.  
 
I think the reason that it was so emotionally 
challenging is that I was reliving some of 
the most difficult years of my life, but this 
time I wasn’t simply reviewing my own 
footsteps, but trying to walk in others’ shoes 
- those of my family and friends. It was 
humbling to see those years through their 
eyes.  
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In a nutshell, how would you personally 
describe the interrelationship between 
your struggle with anorexia and your 
spiritual walk?  
 
Intricate. Throughout the book, and in my 
video series LASTing Peace, I refer to 
anorexia as my idol. And now I’m reading a 
book called The Religion of Thinness. I am 
so thankful for Christ’s sacrifice to pay for 
my rebellion and God’s willingness to cover 
my sins by His blood. Truthfully, for almost 
15 years, I bowed before a god of my own 
making: An ideal body, beauty, self-control, 
manipulative power. In rescuing me, God 
has won my heart again; I am a fully 
devoted follower of Christ.  
Pictorially, for a long time, it felt like God 
was near. I knew He hadn’t left me but a 
huge, stone idol stood between us. That 
has been removed and I can see clearly the 
God who has loved me even when I 
rejected His love. 
 
Did you discover or learn anything while 
writing your books?  
 
Absolutely! Something about yourself or 
your own experiences or even about God? 
As I wrote my book, I actually began to 
understand the truth that there was no 
“cause” of my eating disorder. My family 
dynamics didn’t screw me up. God wasn’t 
trying to teach me anything that He isn’t 
trying to teach all of us. God simply knows 
us - knows me. The eating disorder was the 
way I chose to deal with life’s hurdles. 
Everyone deals with them somehow. 
Healing came when I became willing to face 
those hurdles, conflicts, fears and painful 
situations differently and recognize that 
God has done all the work for me.  
“LORD, you establish peace for us; all that 
we have accomplished you have done for 
us.”   Is. 26:12 
 

Tell us about your life now. How are you 
coping with anorexia and some of the 
other challenges mentioned in your 
book?  
 
Hah! If only it were easy to put that into 
concise words. I think the best way to 
describe how I am learning to deal with 
things is detachment. That’s a big scary, 
psychiatrist’s word but I mean something 
different. I am learning to enjoy this very 
moment, to live right here and not wonder 
about how my choices affect tomorrow. As 
long as I am listening to the Holy Spirit, to 
be obedient to Him right now, then 
tomorrow will take care of itself. 
An example: I used to fret constantly over 
what workout I should do each day. “Will 
this one be hard enough that I will feel okay 
eating later? Will this workout make me 
skinnier, stronger, etc?” Or, “What’s the 
best thing to eat? Will I be fat tomorrow if I 
eat this today?” I disconnect my obedience 
to the Holy Spirit and enjoyment of His gifts 
right now from whatever I fear about 
tomorrow.  
 
Another example: We move frequently with 
the military. I tend to wonder, “Should I 
really try to deepen this friendship? Won’t I 
just lose it? Will it really matter when we 
leave in a year? Should I get a job here?” 
Instead, I need to listen to God in this 
moment, enjoy the relationships that I have 
right now, not worry about what will happen 
to them in the future.  
 
You have a blog called “Predatory Lies.” 
Tell us more about that and your 
purpose for blogging.  
 
I began blogging with the same thought as 
my book - to share my struggles and 
recovery in hopes that others would identify 
and find hope. My mom actually helped me 
come up with the title. We were talking 
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about my progress through anorexia. 
Obviously, much of what perpetuated it was 
the lies I believed about myself and God. 
These lies took on a predatory nature as 
they actually seemed determined to 
consume my life and it felt like I couldn’t get 
free. The blog has been going for almost 6 
years now. It’s my heart.  
 
What do you like to do when you are not 
writing? 
 
So much!! Mostly, I love being outdoors 
with my dog. When we are walking in the 
woods or through the neighborhoods or by 
the river, that’s when the ideas for new 
articles and stories come to me. So in a 
sense, my other hobbies fuel my writing.  
 
My husband and I enjoy watching movies 
together on the weekends or sipping a good 
beer after work in the evening. I relish every 
chance to go to Texas or Kansas and visit 
my family. I love reading, mostly true 
stories. I love to sing and most days you’ll 
find a sermon playing in the background 
while I’m doing stuff around the house. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Author Interview with Ramsey Coutta 
 
Ramsey Coutta is the author of Longing for 
Godliness: Restoring God’s Image Within 
Us. It will be available January 2014 at 
Amazon, B&N, and other distributors. 
 

 
 
What inspired you to write Longing for 
Godliness and what message do you 
hope to convey to your readers?  
 
Longing for Godliness developed as an 
idea while I was reading on the nature of 
God. My understanding of God’s nature and 
how we are made in His image has always 
been a bit unclear so the reading helped a 
lot. I felt since this helped me it could 
possibly help others understand how they 
are made in the image of God and why they 
may find they have a continual longing for 
something better in life. This longing is 
really a desire to be restored back to the 
way God originally created man. I hope 
readers will understanding this longing 
better and realize than in our life we are 
often pursuing the wrong things to fulfill our 
longing. Instead of pursuing the things of 
the world we need to be pursuing 
Godliness.  
 
So how far can we go in achieving 
Godliness in this life?  
 
It really depends on the person and the 
depth of their spiritual walk. I don’t believe 
any of us will achieve perfect godliness in 
this life, but some Christians will progress 
further down this path than others. God 
wants us to be like Him. He wants us to 
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fully possess the nature He originally gave 
us. Those who continually seek to be 
challenged spiritually and grow will see their 
lives transformed into one of greater 
godliness. Unfortunately, many if not most 
Christians probably are content just with 
becoming a Christian and seek no real 
growth after that. I believe what we learn 
and become here will bring us a greater 
blessing from God in heaven.   
 
You talk about sin and its effect on our 
godliness. Are our efforts to seek 
godliness really just in vain because sin 
will continue to disrupt our progress? 
 
Sin is a powerful force harmful to our 
spiritual walk. It is constantly trying to 
corrupt us and destroy God’s presence in 
our lives. However, we must remember that 
God will never allow sin to have complete 
victory, and in the end sin will be completely 
defeated. Often those seeking godliness 
will have two steps forward and a step back 
or even a step forward and two steps back. 
But if we keep striving for godliness while 
relying on the power of God, we will make 
progress and we will be more godly for it 
than if we hadn’t. 
 
Did you discover or learn anything while 
writing your books? Something about 
yourself or your own experiences or 
even about God? 
 
I think what stood out for me in general is 
just how much God desires for us to have 
good in our life and how this good is 
realized when we experience greater 
godliness. God is a loving God and He only 
desires what is best for us. What stood out 
personally is how much more I need to be 
following my longing for godliness and 
actually seek to possess it even more.  
 
 

Can you tell me a little bit more about 
yourself and your family? 
 
Sure. I serve as an Army chaplain 
ministering to soldiers and their families. In 
my spare time I enjoying writing and editing 
a Christian e-magazine Believer Life. 
Through this medium I am blessed to have 
contact with people from around the world 
and get to know more about their spiritual 
life. I have been married to my wife Jenny 
for eighteen years. She home schools our 
oldest son Micah who is 7. We also have 
twin boys who are two years old. Our life is 
constantly busy with work, school, activities, 
and play. We live in a rural country setting 
with plenty of hills, woods, and ponds so I 
like to do a lot of hunting and fishing. Life is 
good. God has blessed my family in too 
many ways to count. 
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Book Reviews 

 

Almost Nothing: From the Edge of 

Starvation and the Brink of Divorce, 

One Girl’s God Gave Her Lasting 

Peace 

By Abby Kelly 

 

Everyone has needs and wants, but 
imagine if yours are so deep and so strong 
that they lead you to self-destructive 
behaviors that imperil your very life. 
Imagine that in your profound need to be 
noticed, admired, and loved, that you 
literally starve your body of the nourishment 
it needs to survive and thrive. Sadly, such is 
often the life of those afflicted with anorexia. 

In her compelling new book, Almost 
Nothing, Abigail Kelly courageously lays 
bare her personal struggle with anorexia 
and the heavy toil it has taken on her life 
and those closest to her. She does not 
flinch from sharing with the reader how 
anorexia magnified her natural flaws 
causing her to act in ways that will seem 
inconceivable to those not familiar with this 
disorder. 

Kelly insightfully reveals that her lifelong 
battle with anorexia is more than just a 
human battle against mental illness; at its 
core it’s an ongoing spiritual battle, a theme 
which she skillfully weaves in and out of her 
story. She frequently acknowledges the 
power of God which strengthens her 
against the destructive effects of anorexia, 

“’I can do all things through Christ who 
strengthens me.’ Philippians 4:13…It was 
the only truth I actually believed. The road 
ahead was long; my ambition to stay well, 
still shaky. But I knew that Christ was in me. 
I knew that He was going to have to do this 
because I still wasn’t sure I wanted to.” 

Almost Nothing spans a significant portion 
of Kelly’s life from when she was a 
teenager to the present as a grown woman 
married to a career military officer. She 
details the beginnings of her experience 
with anorexia and how as a teen it started 
as a personal choice in order to appear thin 
and desirable as well as a way to compete 
for the attention she longed for. Eventually 
though the anorexia took on a life of its own 
to the point she was no longer able to 
control it, even during the rare moments 
she actually wanted to do so.  

Repeated stays at inpatient facilities and 
ongoing therapy with counselors brought 
periods of insight and healing, but inevitably 
relapses occurred leaving Kelly and her 
family feeling desperate and defeated. 

Marriage brings Kelly a sense of purpose 
and fulfillment on one hand, but on the 
other she experiences intense feelings of 
loneliness and searching. At one point, 
throwing herself into long distance running 
she once again finds the demons of her 
illness rising up causing her to grow thinner 
and thinner greatly worrying friends and 
family.  

The illness of anorexia along with the stress 
of repeated moves and deployments from 
her husband’s career eventually bring their 
relationship to the point of collapse. 
However, God is always present in Kelly’s 
narrative and it’s through His power that the 
couple is able to face their adversities 
together.  
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Almost Nothing is a compelling true life 
story of ever shifting hope and despair in 
the life of an amazing woman. The reader 
will simply shake their head and wonder at 
how one person can go though such a 
tremendously long and painful struggle and 
still come out so hopeful and determined. 
The redeeming power of God’s love and 
grace is never far away in Kelly’s saga. 
Those who read her book will come away 
feeling inspired and better as a person for 
having been introduced to the life of this 
extraordinary woman and author. 

    -Ramsey Coutta 

 

Longing for Godliness: Restoring 

God’s Image Within Us 

(Available January 2014) 

By Ramsey Coutta 

 

The word “craving” conjures up thoughts of 
ravenous appetites and desperate 
measures. Lust leaves the flavor of 
immorality and perversion. Pining lingers 
with sad notes of loss and melancholy. But 
longing lists toward sweetness, notes of 
romance, purity and eager expectation.  

Romans 8:19 says, “For all creation is 
waiting eagerly for that future day when 
God will reveal who his children really are.”  

In his new book, Longing for Godliness: 
Restoring God’s Image Within Us, author 
Ramsey Coutta discloses what can be 
known even now of who we, God’s children, 
really are. For now, we see dimly in a 
mirror, but as Christ-followers, we lean into 
the promise, indeed we long for, the 
holiness God intends for His creation.  

It’s a daunting challenge to encapsulate the 
infinite and indescribable facets of God’s 
character and the righteousness that He 
offers to those who believe in Christ Jesus.  

“God made him who had no sin to be sin for 
us, so that in him we might become the 
righteousness of God.” Romans 5:21 

Coutta does a marvelous job of mapping 
his intent for, Longing for Godliness, from 
the outset. He systematically illuminates 
twelve aspects of God’s character and 
identifies our innate longing for God due to 
that characteristic as well as our desire to 
develop that characteristic within ourselves. 

By far my favorite chapter discussed our 
longing for true beauty which is only found 
in God. Ramsey says, “Our longing for 
beauty takes several forms though most are 
a corruption of God’s will for us. First, we 
long to be perceived as beautiful...This 
longing is a very powerful one that takes 
form from our desire to be loved...The 
problem is, of course, that others can only 
love us partially and incompletely. So we 
are continuously struggling to receive love 
that will not be fully forthcoming.” (Longing 
for Godliness, pg. 83, Kindle .pdf format) 

Coutta uses unique anecdotes to make his 
point concerning man’s fallen state, the 
state from which our longing is born. 
Employing his knowledge of international 
events and locations, as well as simple 
stories from personal experience, he 
describes human imperfection, the flaws 
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that lie even undetected beneath “good” 
behaviors and intentions.  

Following the clear introduction and a 
thorough treatment of each godly attribute 
for which we long, Coutta concludes the 
book with a comprehensive summary of 
each point, tying the strands of each 
previous chapter into a concise final 
chapter. 

Longing for Godliness, is a beautiful and 
unprecedented work. It expresses the 
human purpose, and the desire of every 
believer, to become like our Creator and 
Father. “I have been crucified with Christ. It 
is no longer I who live, but Christ who lives 
in me. And the life I now live in the flesh I 
live by faith in the Son of God, who loved 
me and gave himself for me.” Galatians 
2:20 

    -Abby Kelly 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

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. 
 
 

Faded Memories Anew 
 

By C.D. Swanson 
 

 
 

Immediately following his wife’s death, 
John, a CEO, makes a life changing 
decision that sets him on a new journey. 
With a grief-stricken heart, he attempts to 
“live” again, while holding onto memories of 
his one true love. Relocating to another 
State, having accepted a new job, he slowly 
adjusts to life without his wife. He struggles 
with guilt when he begins to experience 
feelings for his co-worker Kiana, who has 
suffered an equally devastating loss. 
Together, they navigate through uncharted 
waters, each with their own story and 
“ghosts” to deal with. Their story builds 
slowly culminating into an explosive and 
powerful climax. This story of faith and 
hope along with the healing powers of love 
will linger long after you've closed the book. 
(Fiction – Christian Romance - $14.95, 
259pp., Amazon, B & N) 
 

mailto:editor@believerlife.com
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Great Messages : 
Words of Encouragement for Life's 

Worst Messes 
 

By Margaret Morenike Doherty 
 

 
 
Out of my worst messes have come my 
best messages. There is always a 
wilderness experience before the promised 
land. It is always darkest before dawn. 
There cannot be testimonies without tests, 
nor can there be triumphs without 
trials...The good news is that there is 
always a great calm to every great storm in 
your lives. 
 
Join Margaret Morenike Doherty in her 
quest to spread the gospel to the uttermost 
ends of the earth. Great Messages: Words 
of Encouragement for Life's Worst Messes 
takes readers on an exciting, uplifting, and 
thrilling experience with messages that 
were birthed from some of life's most 
difficult situations. 
 
Doherty's skillful combination of Scripture 
and real-life experience helps readers 
realign their perspective, reminding them 
that even when things seem hopeless, 
there is still reason to have faith, 'For 
nothing is impossible with God' (Luke 1:37). 
This inspirational devotional is sure to water 
every spirit and minister to every soul that 
has a holy hunger and thirst after God's 

word. (Nonfiction -  $12.99, Tate Publishing, 
http://www.tatepublishing.com/bookstore/bo
ok.php?w=978-1-60799-650-7)  
 
 
 

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. 
 

http://www.tatepublishing.com/bookstore/book.php?w=978-1-60799-650-7
http://www.tatepublishing.com/bookstore/book.php?w=978-1-60799-650-7
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(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,  $2.99 - Amazon, B&N) 
 

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) 
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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)  
 

 


