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Actions Speak Louder Than Words 

Melissa Steinour 

Yesterday I stopped at Star Bucks with my 
son.  He had just had mouth surgery and I 
promised him a milkshake afterwards.  I 
thought he would pick   a   McDonald’s  
milkshake but his idea was a Star Bucks 
double-chocolate frappuccino. While waiting 
in line behind an older gentleman who just 
ordered a simple decaf coffee, I witnessed 
something that warmed my heart and I 
thought  I’d  share  it.   
 
Just as the older gentleman was reaching for 
his wallet to pay for his coffee, a well-
dressed businessman, who was sitting at a 
table behind us with his laptop, stood up and 
holding his i-phone out to the cashier said, 
“this  one’s  on  me”.    She  scanned  his  i-phone 
and just like that he paid for the older 
gentleman’s   coffee.            I   smiled   at   him   as   I  
thought it was a very nice gesture but what I 
witnessed afterward is what warmed my 
heart even more.  
 
Most  people  would  say  their  “thank  you”  and  
“your  welcome”  and  be  on  their way, after all 
I’m  sure  that  businessman  had  a  lot  to  do  but  
this simple gesture literally made this older 
man’s   day!         He   opened   up   to   the  
businessman and began to tell him all about 
his current financial situation and how he 
believed things would look up soon.  They 
carried on a conversation that would likely 
have never taken place had love not been 
shown first.   As I left Star Bucks, the 
conversation was still in full swing and what 
warmed me is how the businessman was 
actually interested in what the older 
gentleman had to say.   
 
It’s   not   hard   to   see   that   we   live   in   a   world  
where people care less and less about each 
other.  Just pick up the latest newspaper or 
turn on the news and you will wonder about 
humanity and where exactly love for one 
another has gone.   I feel like we live in a 

“me,  myself,  and  I  culture”  and  no  one  really  
cares about others.   
 
It was refreshing to me to see this small 
gesture of love displayed and watch how it 
opened a conversation up between two 
people that would most likely have not 
spoken.  The Bible commands us in John 
15:12,  “This  is  my  commandment:  Love  each  
other   in   the   same   way   I   have   loved   you.”      
We  are  also  told  in  1  John  3:17,  “If  someone  
has enough money to live well and sees a 
brother or sister in need but shows no 
compassion – how  can  God’s  love  be  in  that  
person?”     
 
I have to say that witnessing what I did 
yesterday made me see that a small gesture 
of  love  can  go  a  very  long  way.      I’m  thankful  
to that businessman who put someone else 
ahead of himself.   What a selfless, Godly 
thing   to  do.         I’m   ready   to   reach  out,  do   the  
same, and watch the love of Jesus in action.   
I  believe  Jesus’  love  could  change  this  world.                   
 
Melissa Steinour is from Shippensburg, PA.  
She is a stay-at-home wife, and mother of 
two wonderful teenage sons, ages 14 and 
16.  She has been writing Christian short 
stories for years and loves sharing whatever 
God lays on her heart.  Please visit her 
personal blog at:  www.wordsoffaith.net for 
more of her writings. 
 

When Evil and Darkness Come 
Knocking 

Brenda Griffin 

When evil and darkness come knocking on my 
door 
I brace myself up with strength from my Lord 
With one mighty breathe I let out a roar 
God is my father to him I'll be true 
No matter how much life may make me blue 
So evil stop knocking and darkness flee now 
For the light of my Lord will always abound. 

http://www.wordsoffaith.net/
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Because He Lives 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
In the late 1960s, Gloria and Bill Gaither 
wondered if it was irresponsible to bring new 
life into the world. Newspaper headlines 
dripped with despair. The Vietnam War 
raged and by the end of 1968, over 22,000 
American soldiers had died. John F. 
Kennedy was assassinated that same year, 
the cost of living rose. Rock and roll music 
was gaining popularity, eclipsing the 
wholesome  songs  of   their  youth.   “Love”  and  
“peace”   were   being   paraded   through   the  
streets on rainbow-colored banners and in 
hazy smoke circles, irrespective of their true 
source. Peace was expected to follow, 
“whatever  makes  you  happy”.   
 
A little over a decade later, my own mother 
fretted about the wisdom of starting a family 
as morality seemed to decline and the world 
seemed headed to hell in a hand basket. Did 
God really mean to bear with His creation 
much longer? It seemed as though the days 
of   Noah,   when   “all   the   thoughts   of   men’s’  
hearts   was   always   evil   continually”,   were  
replaying on an eerie global screen.  
 
In March 1980, the month of my birth year, 
stories of riots, murders and natural disasters 
landed in the driveway with every thump of 
the daily paper. American politics grew 
steadily more liberal beneath the Carter 
administration. God was systematically 
evicted from public education.  
 
Fast forward a little more than 30 years... 
 
On a sunny, delicious day in Dallas, TX, 
three generations of my family crowded 
around  a  circular  table  in  my  sister’s  kitchen.  
Rays of warmth poured through open 
windows and drew geometric patterns across 
the crumbs of our bagel breakfast; a light 
breeze stirred the ribbons of steam rising 
from mix-matched coffee cups.  

 
“Why  do   I   deserve   to  be  here?”   the   thought  
was   half   prayer   and   joined   my   heart’s  
whispers of thankfulness to heaven. Why, in 
the midst of a crumbling economy, school 
shootings, talk of death panels, government 
shut downs, broken homes, starving 
countries, racism and deception, am I 
allowed to bask here in the love of family, the 
promise of life, the comfort of fellowship and 
full bellies? 
 
Across   the   table,   I   saw   my   dad’s   eyes  
shimmer.   They   always   do   that   when   he’s  
thrilled to bursting with the blessings of our 
High King. Next to him, my mother cradled 
her newest grandchild, gulping air into tiny 
lungs less than a month exposed to oxygen 
outside  his  mother’s  womb.  Each  of  my  three  
sisters pushed back from the table, one 
teetering on the back legs of her chair just as 
we were warned not to do as little girls. 
“Baby  Hay”,  so  nicknamed  by   the  squirming 
toddler in my lap rested quietly on the floor 
nearby. And I leaned forward to press my 
cheek to the soft pigtails of my niece. At her 
behest, I sang, Jesus Loves Me, to her, 
“again”,  hushed  so  as  not  to  interrupt  the  ebb  
and flow of conversation, like a peaceful tide 
unchecked by second thoughts.  
 
Daddy pulled an envelope from his lap under 
the table and reached across, placing it in my 
hands. Mom produced a large shoebox at 
the same time.  
 
“These  are  for  you,”  she  said.   
 
I must have looked surprised. None of their 
new or expected grandchildren were mine, 
so there was no occasion to shower me with 
gifts. Christmas was fast approaching, but 
none of us were ready to admit that, let alone 
begin shopping for gifts. My birthday had 
come and gone this year.  
 
“You’ll   understand   when   you   open   it,”   Dad  
said.  
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I peeled the paper from the box and lifted the 
lid. Folded back and forth upon itself lay a 
blue and white, latch hook banner. 
Immediately, I remembered it. Now my own 
eyes shimmered, and I pulled it out, 
stretching it to the full length.  
 
“Because  He  Lives”.   
 
About a year ago, I began signing most of 
my letters and emails with that closing 
phrase.   I   did   it   mostly   because   “Sincerely”,  
“In   Him”,   “Love”,   “Yours   Truly”   and  
“Blessings”,  seemed  over  done.  But I had no 
idea why this particular line came to me, or 
why it filled me with pure pleasure to place 
my  name   beneath   the   assurance.   “Because  
He  Lives”.  It  just  seemed  so...me.   
 
As   my   parents’   first   born,   the   latch   hook  
banner once hung in my nursery. I claimed it 
as my own, even though it hung in each 
subsequent nursery as my sisters arrived. 
But as an adult, I accepted the fact that it 
would  most   likely  hang   in  one  of  my  sisters’  
nurseries. Without children of my own, I 
hardly expected to be given the handmade 
treasure.  
 
“Open  the  envelope.”  My  mom  gestured.   
 
Still wordless, I placed the banner in my lap 
and began to read.  
 
“The   lyrics   to   this   song   have   held   true,   are  
true and will continue to hold true. As you 
have heard many times before, God placed 
this song on my heart when I was fearful of 
ever having a family. He showed himself 
faithful time and time again in raising our 
family. He took two broken people who love 
Him and brought four beautiful girls into the 
world. And now through His faithfulness He 
has started four more wonderful families. 
Families that He will continue to do His work 
in,   “because  He  who  began  a   good  work   in  
you  will  be  faithful  to  complete  it...”. 

 
Suddenly, I knew why God had given me this 
precious  phrase,   “Because  He  Lives”.  Every 
generation has grown up in the darkness of 
their own age, in the particular ills that beset 
those years. Personally, I was accosted by 
the worldly demands to have a perfect body, 
be self-sufficient, brutally self-disciplined and 
in control. I fell beneath the blows of an 
eating disorder and many nights I wondered 
if God would simply relieve my pain through 
death. He refused.  
 
After each wave of fierce battle, as I lay 
panting and still stubbornly broken by sin, 
Father God breathed hope into my spirit. My 
journal   is   replete   with   the   question,   “What  
makes life worth living for those who do not 
know  Jesus?” 
 
For 15 years, God held my frail spirit in His 
hands; He must have exhaled the breath of 
life into my lungs over and over again. In 
time, I drank that breath deep. Because He 
lives, I saw purpose lingering in front of me 
like light filtering through a dust storm. 
Slowly, I regained my health. The only 
reason I have for finding life worth living is 
“Because  He  Lives”.   
 
We live in a fallen world. Christians are full 
aware of the of spirit of anti-Christ in their 
own age. (1 John 4:3) Even the apostle John 
identified it in the fledgling years of the early 
church. But, we also live in a redeemed 
world.   For   those   who   believe   in   Christ’s  
substitutionary payment on the cross, there 
is reason to bring new life into the world. 
Indeed,   it   is   God’s   great   glory   to   push   new  
generations through human oneness into the 
world of His creation - The world, so loved by 
God that He sent His one and only Son that 
everyone who believes may have eternal life 
through Jesus Christ. (John 3:16) 
 
I remember a small plaque that perched on 
the  shelves  of  my  parents’  headboard  when  I  
was young. It read: 
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“A   baby   is   God’s   opinion   that   the   world  
should  go  on.  ~  Anonymous” 
 
Bill and Gloria Gaither grasped that truth and 
memorialized it in song. The sweet melody 
etched   itself   into   my   mother’s   heart   one  
morning in church as she agonized fearfully 
about the future of her children. And then, 
that same truth preserved my life when I too 
wondered at the purpose for living in a 
hurtful, difficult world. The truth remains, 
“Because  He  Lives”.   
 
God sent His son, they called Him, Jesus; 
He came to love, heal and forgive; 
He lived and died to buy my pardon, 
An empty grave is there to prove my Savior 
lives!  
 
Chorus 
 
Because He lives, I can face tomorrow, 
Because He lives, all fear is gone; 
Because I know He holds the future, 
And life is worth the living, 
Just because He lives! 
 
How sweet to hold a newborn baby, 
And feel the pride and joy he gives; 
But greater still the calm assurance: 
This child can face uncertain days because 
He Lives!  
 
Chorus 
 
And then one day, I'll cross the river, 
I'll fight life's final war with pain; 
And then, as death gives way to vict'ry, 
I'll see the lights of glory and I'll know He 
lives!  
 
Chorus 
 
 
 
 
 

What We Aren't Posting 
 

Jennifer Cecil 
 
I'm not the first to address this issue but it's 
been a pressing one for me these last few 
weeks so I'm going to put my two cents in on 
it as well. We all know that we put our best 
selves forward on social media. That we give 
just enough information to make it look like 
we're being vulnerable without actually being 
vulnerable. Or we're the opposite and we 
rant and rave and drive everyone crazy 
because we are giving way too much 
information. The problem is, it isn't real life. 
What's real is that I slept 4 hours last night 
because I was in incredible amounts of pain, 
that I got pulled over for speeding (but let off 
with a warning...whew!), that I'm not feeling 
great about myself because I put on a few 
vacation pounds (and I'd do it again! 
Countless helpings of the worlds best fudge 
were totally worth a few days of feeling kind 
of frumpy.) and was rejected by two different 
guys in the last month. Yea...you didn't see 
me instagramming any of that stuff. A nice 
muffin top picture would be fun though 
wouldn't it? ;) 
 
So you saw all my beautiful sunset pictures 
and my adorable nephew and shots of me at 
Disneyland and ball games and you thought 
"she is living the life! I wish I had it that 
good!" And you're right, my life is really, 
really good but it's not perfect and there is a 
lot of heartache and frustration that I just 
didn't feel like any Instagram filter could fix. 
 
In addition to the lack of contentment social 
media can bring as we compare our severely 
average lives to the apparently perfect lives 
of all our "friends" it can also bring a fair 
amount of social anxiety...at least for me. 
With every word or photo I worry...who will 
see it? What will they think? Should I have 
said it a different way? Not at all? On and on 
and on. I lose genuine connection with my 
friends in exchange for a virtual, borderline 
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imaginary, social connection. I say imaginary 
because much of what is happening is all in 
my mind based on my own fears and 
insecurities and not based on actual fact. So 
instead of spending time reading actual 
books, having conversations with those who 
actually love me or praying and growing 
spiritually, I am consumed with anxiety and 
constantly looking for someone to alleviate it 
as if just one more like of my extremely witty 
status will validate my worth as a human. But 
it won't. There's a lot to think about here; one 
issue is how social media is impacting our 
relationships (and let's face it our mental 
stability) and the other is where our worth 
and value actually comes from. 
 
Our Relationships 
 
I think social media can be really great. I 
have friends all over the world and I love that 
I can connect with them, hear details of their 
everyday life and see photos almost in real 
time through social media. I also love how 
social media has connected me to friends 
from the past who I might never have heard 
from again. But I think there are some major 
pitfalls in that social media creates an illusion 
of connection. We may have a 1,000 
"friends" but still wind up sitting home alone 
most nights. We may have dozens of social 
interactions in a day and yet we've had no 
genuine heart connection with anyone. We 
are still doing life alone, we are crying in the 
bathroom alone, we are rejoicing in our office 
alone and no amount of likes on our status or 
followers or our blog will ever make up for 
the actual presence of a friend. 
 
And let's talk about when we are with our 
friends or family but still find it necessary to 
check the status updates of our other friends 
and miss a valuable connection with the 
person sitting right in front of us. We have 
almost lost the ability to sit with one another, 
look each other in the eye and just be with 
one another. I'm as guilty of this as the next 
person but I'm trying really hard to learn to be 

present in the moment and to give my loved 
ones the attention they deserve. 
 
Our Worth 
 
There is only one person who defines your 
worth, it's the one who created you. God 
alone gives you worth and your value is 
infinite because of Him. It's not based on you 
saying the right thing or always looking your 
best, it's based on who He is. Your value is 
intrinsic and does not change with a new 
day, new blog post or photo. You can rest in 
that fact and stop striving, stop worrying and 
maybe just maybe put your phone down for a 
few minutes and thank God for loving you 
lavishly and being more than enough. Not 
only is He enough for you, but you... are 
enough. 
 
What Now? 
 
As I mentioned, I think there are some great 
reasons to use social media and it's almost 
impossible not to in some form because that 
is the way the world operates today. But we 
can change our habits and our ways of 
thinking. I have a very all or nothing 
personality. It is really hard for me to do 
things in moderation so if it is harmful in 
some way I usually have to opt not to do it 
all. As I have noticed a fair amount of social 
anxiety and a severe amount of distraction 
from using Facebook I have chosen to leave 
that form of social media indefinitely. In the 
last month and a half of being away, I have 
had richer times with those I love, more 
focused times of prayer and study, I've read 
actual books and I have been more at peace 
than I have in a long time. I still put up photos 
on Instagram but I'm seriously considering a 
"real life" series because I've managed to 
dupe everyone into believing that I live in 
some tropical paradise instead of a dirty, 
crime filled city (even though I really do think 
the city is beautiful) and I think a little realism 
might make us all feel a little better. 
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I don't know what, if any, changes you need 
to make. But it's worth taking a look at your 
social media habits, your motives behind 
using social media and how it's impacting 
your relationships and your own sanity. Ask 
yourself and then make the changes you 
need to make so that you can be fully 
present when your child says their first word 
or when your friend experiences a loss or 
even for the everyday joys of life like the first 
snowfall, a beautiful sunset or snuggling your 
kids. 
 
Today, take a step towards genuine 
connection... call a friend or write a letter or 
pop over to see a loved one and make that 
connection with those that mean the most to 
you. 
 
Jennifer Cecil is the director of a street 
outreach to men and women in prostitution, a 
lover of chai tea and the connections that 
can be made over a cup of it, the world's best 
aunt, a blogger and an aspiring photographer 
seeking to find the beauty in everyday life. 

 
 

While We Wait 
 

Arlene Lila 
 
We wait for You, Lord Jesus 
And long for Your return 
Your bride is getting ready 
For our real home we yearn 
While we wait, Lord Jesus 
Show us how, we pray 
To  do  the  work  You’ve  given  us 
To  show  others  ‘The  Way’ 
We thank you now, Lord Jesus 
For the Help You send our way 
Your precious Holy Spirit 
Who gives us words to say 
 

 

I Am Like the Trees 

Olivia Hale 

When I look around me and see all the 
women and men who appear to have it all 
together, it is easy to criticize myself. Though 
usually content with the nomadic and 
adventurous me, I often find myself looking 
at other people and saying “Am   I   supposed  
to  have  a   family?” or “Should   I   settle   in  one  
community and  commit  to  a  permanent  job?” 
 
I feel so scattered at times, always searching 
for something more, distracted by endless 
possibilities and outcomes. At those times, I 
think to myself, “I   wonder   if   God   gets  
exasperated  with  me  and  wishes  I  wasn’t  so  
‘all  over  the  place.’” 
 
Then I look around me as I walk through a 
lakeside forest, shadows cast around me as 
the light begins to draw. I think of how 
grateful I am that the trees are all scattered 
about instead of in rows and straight lines, 
the way humans would plant them. There is 
a disorganized beauty to the forest. Some 
trees grow tall while others branch out low to 
the ground. Some have trunks that grow one 
direction, then changed their minds and 
jutted off in another direction. Others shoot 
straight up to the sky, with no bends or knots 
to slow them down. 
 
No matter what direction, what the leaves 
looks like, or how many branches, I am 
grateful for each one. Even the ones on the 
ground, lying like fallen giants from some 
primeval battle, are delicious to my eyes. I 
step up and over one that has been chiseled 
down where it crosses over the walking path, 
pondering how it adds such a unique charm 
and addition to this spot. I sit and 
contemplate life on the cushioned greenery 
enveloping another uprooted tree, enjoying 
its humble place on the forest floor as it aids 
my rest. 
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I realize as I sit upon the generous trunk that 
I am like a tree; that we are all like trees of 
the forest. We each have our own path and 
stories to write. The world is delightfully 
better for it. Despite the imperfections and 
blemishes in life and in us all, we can be 
grateful that there is no point in comparing 
ourselves to one another. We can be grateful 
that we are not all meant to live identical 
lives. 
 
What if we struggle and long to be like the 
tree who shoots to the sky without a curve or 
a gnarl, and God wanted us on the forest 
floor, offering respite to those who come by? 
We may look around us and think of how 
much better is would be if we were more 
organized, or if we always took the obvious 
path. We may think we know how we can be 
of best use to God, but we could never plan 
a forest the way God does. 
 
He knows each tree and flower in his forest. 
He enjoys and nurtures the one by the river 
as much as the one struggling to find light in 
the shadowy valleys. Each of His trees add 
an element to its surroundings that would not 
be the same had it grown in any other way. 
 
We must learn to let God guide the roots and 
branches of our lives. We may see no 
pattern to the forest foliage, and the 
underbrush may be so thick at times that we 
cannot understand if or where God is guiding 
us. We have to trust that He has placed us 
each where we are for a reason.  
 
In the end, I feel relieved that nature displays 
God’s   love   of   scattered   variation   versus  
perfectly placed lines and patterns. It tells me 
that God will never force me into a particular 
mold. He places me where he does for a 
reason. Obstacles and poor decisions on my 
part may alter my course at times, but God 
will always guide me around or through, and 
upward again. I may even learn to embrace a 
spot on the forest floor, difficult as it may be 
to watch other trees continue into the sun. 

 
My Creator places me where He does for a 
reason, and I know He embraces the quirks 
and personalities of each of His creations. 
After all, those knots and mosses are part of 
who I am. He will weave me into the beautiful 
tapestry of the forest, leading me on a path 
that is all my own. 
 
 

Give God Praise 
 

Earl Kugle 
 
Dear Lord, You are my hope and I  
dream of living life with You 
And seeing the glory of Your ways. 
Though the days be gray and blue, 
You have my life within Your hands. 
O, let me hear Your voice anew 
So I may take the road of love 
That is the way to You. 
You are so true and faithful. 
Lead me so my life is faithful, too. 
Then my mouth will be full of praise 
That will last through all my days. 
My words and songs will honor You 
And others will love You, too. 
So, Lord, lead me down Your path of love 
Where others hear the praise to You, 
Then they will join their voice in praise, 
'Till all on earth will praise You, too. 
"If one of you says to him, "Go, I wish you 
well; keep warm and well fed, but does 
nothing about his physical needs, what 
good is it? In the same way, faith by 
itself, if it is not accompanied by 
action, is dear." James 2:16-17,NIV 
 
Earl Kugle is 86 years old. He lives in St.  
Joseph, Michigan. He is retired and a  
widower. He has four living sons, as well  
as a son and daughter waiting for him in  
heaven. He also has two grandsons and  
five granddaughters. 
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Walking Away From Sin and 
Developing a Lifestyle of Holiness 

Frances Luna 

Developing and maintaining a lifestyle of 
holiness might be facile for some but difficult 
for others to conquest. This planet shelters 
an abundant list of positive engagements 
that can enrich the Christian soul, but it also 
houses countless of mundane activities that 
can, in the long run, internally destruct any 
person of any age and cause a 
derailment―from   harmony―to   an   obscure  
mental state that will sooner or later urge a 
relieve from its loneliness, confusion and 
depression.  
 
We cannot use freedom to indulge the flesh, 
because the flesh can go on wanting more. 
Pleasing its desires will lead to an addiction 
that can take any person further down a hole 
of blurry exits. 
Mundane activities can range from adultery, 
alcoholism, gambling, stealing, having sexual 
intercourse out of marriage and the list goes 
on. Putting a stop to any of these doings can 
be a challenge,  but  it’s  not  impossible.  When  
there’s   an   interest   in   facing   the   facts   and   a  
will to change, a life in trouble can give a 180 
degree turn. 
 
In times of worldly pleasure where the flesh 
is  saying  yes,  but   the  mind   is  saying  no,   it’s  
extremely important  to  ask  within  if   it’s  really  
worth the aftermath of disgust and guiltiness 
that that particular action will most likely hit 
the interior and exterior with at a later second 
in time. What is more important, satisfying 
God or satisfying the flesh? This particular 
question can freeze any thought of 
wrongfulness   before   it’s   conducted   and   can  
bring a long-term reality check into present 
perspective.  
 
An individual is a true Christian by action, not 
just by word. We all know right from wrong 
and the conscious   always  notifies;;   it’s   up   to  

the individual to take or slide the warning 
message. Either the person is cold or hot: 
can’t  be  both.   
 
Once the body is disbanded from the 
destructive environment, a quiet place where 
troubles can be vent freely, in prayer, is a 
must.  A real repentance and pact of never 
turning back to those whereabouts must be 
verbally expressed to the best psychologist 
there is; he is the one that can beat any 
antidepressant by curing the issue from the 
root: Jesus.  
 
In the recuperation stage, places and 
activities that might bring a return for 
downfall must be eliminated forever from 
one’s  life.  It’s  better  to  prevent  than  lament.   
 
The Bible is the most powerful book in 
existence that can bring internal peace when 
read. The New Testament talks a lot about 
when Jesus was here on earth amongst the 
human race, and it provides insight on his 
living. He was tempted, but he never sinned. 
He was, is and will always be the best role 
model that everybody should look up to and 
try to imitate to be like. 
 
Reading the bible and praying every day, is 
the perfect combination to building a 
relationship with Jesus; without performing 
these two actions, the possibilities of 
derailing are very high. Departing from the 
messy ways of the world to obey His laws, 
leads to a permanent riddance of negativity; 
it also brings holiness and eternal salvation. 
  
Being   righteous   doesn’t   mean   that   life   is  
going to be perfect. Walking by the Spirit, its 
fruit of love, joy, peace, forbearance, 
kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness 
and self-control will be shield within, this will 
help to say no to temptations and help view 
difficulties from a different viewpoint.  
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When Ethan Sang 

Steven Conley 

It was Sunday morning, my alarm clock had 
sounded awakening me from my sleep; I 
rolled over and quickly turned it off. I lay in 
bed thinking about how exhausted I was and 
I should try to stay in bed and rest. My night 
of rest had yielded little. I had considered 
sleeping in and attending the Sunday night 
service later in the day. I tossed and turned, 
but as hard as I tried I simply could not stay 
in bed; I got up and readied myself for 
Sunday school. 

After Sunday school had finished, I found 
myself seated in the congregation. The 
Pastor had gotten up and announced that he 
would be passing an envelope around and 
we should give whatever God had put on 
heart to give; we were honoring a senior 
member of our church that Sunday morning.  

Instinctively I reached for my wallet, but had 
no money; I simply had forgotten about the 
giving opportunity. I knew my wife had some 
money; she had volunteered to sit in the 
Nursery in place of someone that was not 
feeling well. 

I stood up and exited the sanctuary. As I 
approached the nursery I could see my wife 
standing in the doorway and I ask for some 
money. She turned to retrieve her purse and 
said"  There’s  Ethan."   I   looked  down,   just  as  
Ethan looked up. He stood up, walked over 
to me and lifted his little arms up; I grabbed 
the 2 year old up in my arms and started 
talking to him. 

Ethan’s   father   was standing close by and 
said, "If you want to take him to the praise 
and worship service you can." I said, "Are 
you  sure  it’s  ok?  Joe  assured  me  it  was  fine,  
I retrieved my money and started back.  

While carrying Ethan back to the sanctuary, I 
wondered why   Ethan’s   mother   had  
reservations about allowing him to sit in the 
congregation during the praise and worship 
service; my thought was fleeting and gone 
before I had reached my seat. 

I stood in place with Ethan in my arms. He 
immediately fixed his eyes on the praise 
team singing in front of the church. No 
movement went undetected from the Praise 
team that Ethan did not notice. I held him as 
the first song ended, and another one began.  

It was quite faint at first, I could hear Ethan 
as he began to sing, the more he sang the 
louder he became. His words were inaudible, 
but amazingly, he was keeping in time with 
the music; the more he sang, the more joy I 
felt. As I held him in my arms singing, I was 
reminded of Psalms 100:1, "Make a joyful 
noise unto the Lord, all ye land." 

God, at this very moment must be smiling at 
this wonderful child; with inaudible words 
Ethan’s   angelic   voice   filled   the   air.   His  
singing must have made the angels in 
Heaven stand in silence as he praised God 
with his little voice. 

Then are many great singers; individuals and 
groups   that   are   gifted   in   song,   singer’s   that  
sing so beautifully, and yet I realized at that 
special moment in time, I would never hear 
anyone sing as beautifully as Ethan had 
sang that Sunday morning. 

Tears began to pool in my eyes. I tried to 
stop them as they cascaded down my face 
but as quickly as I wiped the tears away, they 
were back; and to think I almost missed 
coming to Sunday school this morning, 
because I was too tired.  

Today,   Ethan’s   mother   no   longer   has  
reservations about him sitting in the 
congregation during the praise and worship 
services. Now, it is not uncommon for me to 
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be standing and singing with everyone else 
and catch, out of the corner of my eye, a 
small two year old boy standing next to me in 
the isle, waiting for me to pick him up and 
hold him in my arms. 

So  the  next  time  you  just  don’t  feel  like  going  
to church, remember Ethan, he proved to me 
that Sunday morning, God desires to hear us 
praise Him and if we are too tired and worn 
out, He will call on His little angels, like 
Ethan, to lift His name in praise.  

 

Messiah 
 

Ralph Carelli 
 
I am Simon son of Jonah  
And we’d been walking many days  
As we drew close to another region  
It grew quiet along the way  
Who do people say  
The son of man is men  
We looked around at each other  
I wondered what he meant  
Some say John the Baptist  
Or Elijah even Jeremiah  
You’re one of the prophets some said  
And  that’s  when  I  shouted  Messiah  
You are the Messiah  
The son of the living God  
Blessed are you Simon Jesus shouted  
This not revealed by flesh and blood 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Veteran 
 

Joe Baginski 
 

(For security reasons I omit certain 
information and change other bits so as to 

protect the identities of those whom I 
mention.) 

 
I’m   afraid   that   not   everyone   is going to find 
this particular story intriguing because the 
context in which it is set is war, more 
specifically,  the  ruins  of  war  that  make  men’s  
post-war lives a living hell; a nightmare which 
seems to never cease. But as my reader, if 
you will look beneath the context of this story 
and peer into the heart of the person about 
whom  I’m  writing,  perhaps  you  will  find  what  I  
found.  What I found was a man like me, 
potentially like all of us really, a man trapped 
in personal memories, a man who had 
destroyed everything he once loved in the 
vain pursuit of a lie.  He was an alcoholic 
living in destitution and without any hope of 
any kind of deliverance.  The only hope he 
clung to was that one day he would drink 
himself into oblivion and that he would cease 
to be.  He lived to die. He is a Vietnamese 
veteran  of  the  American  War;;  I’ll  just  refer  to  
him as The Veteran. 
 
I met The Veteran while traveling with Tim in 
Vietnam.  The instant I laid eyes on him I 
was fascinated with his persona.  He was 
atypical, simply not cut from the same cloth 
as every other Vietnamese vet I had met.  He 
was quite thin, even by Vietnamese 
standards and most likely a chain smoker. 
When I first laid eyes on him in the dim gray 
light of the restaurant where he was seated, 
a cloud of cigarette smoke hung in the air 
over his head like a blanket of fog over a 
wintery, California marsh.  We made our way 
to where he was seated. 
 
He wore a navy blue blazer that I guessed 
never left his body; it was stained and motley 
looking, not at all like jackets worn by other 
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men his age.  His trousers showed evidence 
of wear and tear and upon closer inspection 
revealed an accumulation of grime and filth 
which would have only been possible if they 
too were worn continuously for weeks on end 
and perhaps for months.  He obviously lived 
in his clothes.   
 
The Veteran had long, shoulder length hair 
and wore a French beret cocked to one side 
of his head.  Wearing round, dark framed, 
eye glasses, his rather longish face was 
framed in a ragged beard which from 
appearances, had never been trimmed or in 
any way shaped which might suggest that he 
had some concern for good grooming habits. 
He was an outlier among Vietnamese men in 
an interesting sort of way.  My immediate 
impression was that he was a deviationist, 
marching to a drummer that he alone could 
hear and marching to a cadence that kept 
him out of step with the rest of society.  I 
looked forward to our conversation. 
 
He rose to his feet to meet Tim and me as 
we approached. He grabbed Tim and 
hugged him and speaking in Vietnamese 
said things to Tim I did not understand, but 
Tim recoiled from the touch.  He then turned 
to me and vigorously shook my hand as if we 
had been old wartime buddies.  We took our 
seats on plastic chairs the size that children 
might comfortably use and even though the 
day was gray, cool and drizzly, we ordered 
traditional steeped, black Vietnamese coffee 
served over ice.  The conversation between 
us began immediately, translated by Tim. It 
started with the usual questions about where 
I had come from, was I married and how 
many children and grandchildren I had. Other 
veterans soon joined in the conversation 
bringing their own chairs and seating 
themselves wherever they seemed to fit into 
our growing circle.  There were six of us. 
 
In a gathering of war veterans, war stories 
soon come forth as memories percolate into 
consciousness and that consciousness spills 

out in tales of woe, horror, grief and 
sometimes humor. I noticed that as the 
conversations became more pointed, The 
Veteran ceased contributing and withdrew 
himself from the gathering.  He pushed his 
chair back from the circle and picked up what 
turned out to be a sketching pad and began 
working  in  earnest.    At  length,  through  Tim’s  
translation, he asked me to turn my head just 
slightly more to the right and to maintain a 
steady pose.  He was sketching me.  In 
about ten minutes time he tore his sketching 
from his pad; and there I was, seen through 
the  eyes  of  my  former  enemy.  I  wouldn’t  call  
the likeness he drew astonishing, but it was 
recognizable and I was humbled and grateful 
for his personal gift to me.   
 
With that, The Veteran stood to his feet and 
proclaimed that all this talk of the war was 
depressing to him and that he was sick of it.  
He was tired of living it every day, tired of 
being dragged down into the chamber of 
despair that it all represented to him and sick 
of the memories that such talk evoked in his 
soul.  He confessed that he saw its visions in 
the night and drank its poison until he lost 
consciousness as empty bottles of vodka 
shattered on the floor all around him. 
Motioning Tim and me to follow him, he 
moved quickly out of the restaurant.  
Outside, he invited us to his home just down 
the forlorn, one lane dirt track on the other 
side of the rice paddies.   
 
Under the now steady rain, we mounted our 
motorbikes, Tim and The Veteran on one 
and me on the other and we splashed our 
way down the track to the house of The 
Veteran. Within a few wet and dreary 
minutes we pulled up in front of the walled 
home of The Veteran.  He opened the iron 
barred gate and we drove our bikes into the 
security of his yard.  The yard was utter 
chaos.  It was a field of weeds, derelict and 
uncared for, a place that forbid comfort and 
in my analytical mind spoke volumes about 
the turmoil inside its owner and caretaker.  
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The house itself was a cold gray color that 
had not known paint in any recent lifetime. In 
places the concrete walls were cracked and 
crumbling and I wondered if it was even in 
fact habitable. 
 
Once inside I saw that it consisted of only a 
single room with no closets or bathroom. 
From appearances, it did not seem that 
anyone actually lived there at all.  I can't 
begin to describe this man's wretched living 
conditions because I have never seen 
anything like it before; the filth, the clutter, 
the garbage strewn about.  It was an 
inexpressible disaster area like a building 
long ago abandoned and marked for 
demolition in which derelicts had deposited 
their debris for eons without restriction.  It 
seemed impossible that a human could 
comfortably call it home. Trash, loose 
papers, a dirty dish here and there on the 
floor and empty vodka bottles carelessly 
tossed about. With no electricity and no 
running water the only cooking appliance 
was a single-burner propane stove sitting 
amidst other miscellaneous nondescript 
belongings on the floor.  His bamboo 
sleeping mat was rolled up and tossed on a 
pile of garbage.  
 
He found a stool for me and dusted it off and 
motioned me to be seated.  Tim pulled up a 
bucket and turned it over and was seated 
while The Veteran went outside and soon 
reappeared with another stool upon which he 
sat.  I tried to hide my shock and disgust but I 
was soon overcome by a different emotion 
as tears clouded my eyes as the Spirit 
revealed the abject poverty, hopelessness 
and despair   of   this   man’s   soul.      I   grabbed  
him by the shoulder and I began speaking to 
him in carefully constructed English phrases 
while Tim translated. 
 
Through my veil of tears I told The Veteran 
that he was loved by God, the Creator of the 
universe, a God who came to die for his sins 
and pardon him and to set him free from his 

prison.  I prayed that God would bind the evil 
presence filling the house and set this man 
free from the chains that bind him to the utter 
lie of the devil.  And then I said to him if you 
want to be set free from this prison I invite 
you to pray for this release through the gift 
that Jesus Christ has made available to all 
men who believe.   
 
Looking him square in the eye I asked him 
point   blank:      “Do   you   desire   to   have   this  
freedom that Christ only can provide, a 
freedom   from   sin   and   a   new   life   in   Christ?”    
He looked me squarely in the eye and 
nodded yes.  With that I led him in the 
sinner’s  prayer  which  Tim   translated  and  he  
repeated.  After he prayed, he was so 
excited and overjoyed that he frantically 
began a search to find a gift for me, 
something, anything that might express his 
appreciation for what I had delivered to him.  
Rifling through the clutter he pulled out the 
only thing of value that he could find and he 
gave it to me.  It was a shirt.  Not just any 
shirt, it was the shirt of a North Vietnamese 
soldier that he had proudly worn in combat.   
 
To comprehend the meaning of his gift you 
have to climb into the psyche of the 
Vietnamese soldier who has given his all for 
the liberation of his nation.  He has 
committed his life, sacrificed his family, 
forsaken property, given up employment, and 
any claim to the pursuit of happiness to face 
uncertainty, privation, starvation and death 
itself for as long as the conflict lasted.  That 
shirt was the only badge of honor bestowed 
upon him by his nation for his sacrifice.  It 
was the only material thing of intrinsic worth 
in the possession of The Veteran and he had 
just given it to me.  I tried to refuse it but he 
persisted and I relented.  As I took it from 
him he kissed my hand, the very hand that 
45 years ago, might have been used to try to 
kill him on the battlefield, he kissed it and in 
so doing etched his portrait into my soul.  
Please pray for The Veteran; God knows 
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who  he  is  because  he’s  etched  upon  Christ’s  
heart as well. 
 
 

Incident Report 

K. A. Ailsworth 

 

At 8:00 that Tuesday morning, Mr. Brown 
was walking down Rosalind Avenue on his 
way to work. He was contemplating, with no 
little satisfaction, the closing of a lucrative 
business deal involving the exchange of a 
valuable piece on real estate for an even 
more valuable piece of real estate.  The 
meeting for that purpose was to take place at 
10 a. m., and he was going through in his 
mind last details and final tactics. 

Should he stand on his  firm’s  latest  offer,  he  
mused, or should he hold out for more?  
Would the other party be willing to close the 
deal on those new terms, or would they insist 
on further negotiations that might delay the 
closing?  How much would such a delay cost 
his firm, and would that cost be more than 
offset if the other party finally accepted the 
new offer?  What were the odds that they 
would? 

It was at this point in his musings that he 
heard the sound of bells from a nearby 
church.  The tune was familiar, one he would 
almost but not quite place.  His pace slowed 
as he briefly pondered.  Almost, almost, it 
was on the tip of his mental tongue, along 
with a memory of a Sunday morning in late 
spring, the sun shining through the branches 
of a tree, him walking with his parents to 
church along a white sidewalk— 

But then the train of thought that had been 
only briefly delayed, not derailed, by the 
sound of the bells, like a train slowing but not 
stopping at a crossing, again picked up 
speed, as did his pace, as he resumed his 
mental machinations, and the bells faded 
from his consciousness. 

If they did not accept his counteroffer, he 
thought, the negotiations would probably 
take  another  week.    Add  to  his  firm’s  time  the  
additional paperwork, notary fees, and— 

But then he realized, Of course!  The other 
party would incur the same expenses!  Their 
expenses would balance out his!  Which 
meant— 

At this point, at 8:22 a.m., Mr. Brown, so 
absorbed was he in this minor revelation, 
stepped without looking off the curb at the 
intersection of Rosalind and Church Street 
and into the path of a white 1994 Cadillac 
Coupe de Ville sedan driven by Mr. Black.  At 
84, Mr. Black was of failing eyesight and 
reflexes, and was thus unable to brake in 
time to avoid striking Mr. Brown with the 
Coupe de Ville’s   right   front   bumper,   which  
was travelling, along with the attached 
vehicle, at 28 miles per hour.  The bumper 
struck Mr. Brown at the middle of his left 
thigh, fracturing his femur.  Mr. Brown was 
thrown by the impact 15 feet westward into 
the intersection of Rosalind and Church, 
where he struck the asphalt with his head, 
fracturing his right temporal bone and 
causing a subdural hematoma. 

He was unconscious for one minute, which 
gave Mr. Black, who had managed to bring 
his Caddy to a stop less than a foot from Mr. 
Brown’s  bleeding  head,  time  to  get  out  of  his  
car,   dodder   ditheringly   over   to   Mr.   Brown’s  
prone form, bend over him, and state in a 
quavering, querulous voice: 

“You  stepped  out  right  in  front  of  me.    I  didn’t  
have time to stop.  Are you okay, mister? 

At the end of that last sentence, Mr. Brown 
regained consciousness.  He was most 
assuredly not okay, he knew that. His thigh 
felt like it contained a red-hot poker, his head 
felt like it was being struck with a ball-peen 
hammer, and in his ears was the sound of— 

The sound of bells. 



15 
 

And as he lay there, contused, confused, and 
critical, with Mr. Black hovering over him 
mumbling accusing apologies, he 
remembered the name of the song the bells 
were   playing.      It   was   called   “I   Will  
Remember,”  and  he  remembered the words: 

I will remember what You have done; 
I will remember Father, Spirit, Son. 
I will remember You are my God  
And You have called me as Your own. 
I will remember Your love for me, 
I will remember Calvary, 
I will remember the Way, the Truth, the Life, 
And all Your promises to me. 
I will remember, 
I will remember. 

Of course, Mr. Black thought.  That was it.  
How could he have forgotten? 

And the sound of the traffic and of Mr. 
Black’s  whining  voice  and  of  oncoming  sirens  
faded, until only the sound of the bells 
remained. And Mr. Brown smiled. 
 
 
 
 
 

True Act of Love 

Alexandra Momyer 

 
 Love suffers long and is kind; love does not 
envy; love does not parade itself, is not 
puffed up; does not behave rudely, does not 
seek its own, is not provoked, thinks no evil; 
does not rejoice in iniquity, but rejoices in the 
truth; bears all things, believes all things, 
hopes all things, endures all things. 1st 
Corinthians 13:4-7. 
In  Matthew  22:39  God’s  word  says ‘You  shall  
love   your   neighbor   as   yourself.’ It is one of 
God’s   greatest   commands,   but   what   does  
Love really mean? 
 

If someone were to ask you to define the 
word love, unwittingly the first thing to come 
to your mind may be a superficial answer. If 
you look up the definition of love in the 
dictionary you will probably find an answer 
such as this, an implication of positive 
sentiments toward someone, or good 
feelings towards another. But if this was true, 
why would God have sent His son to die on 
the   cross   for   us.   It   wouldn’t   have   been   a  
sacrifice of love but for His, own selfish 
purpose.  Most of us believe we are striving 
to obey this command but do we really know 
what  God   is  asking  of  us?  “Do  we  truly   love  
our  neighbors  as  ourselves”? 
  
Think about what this simple act of love truly 
means. If you search through the bible you 
will   find   eight   different   passages   in   God’s  
word on loving others. Not only does this 
show how important it must be but God 
wants to be sure we understand the true 
definition of love. In John 13:34-35 God 
commands the following - A new 
commandment I give to you, that you love 
one another; as I have loved you, that you 
also love one another. By this all will know 
that you are My disciples, if you have love for 
one  another.”  God sacrificed His own Son for 
us,   because   He   LOVES   us.   If   God’s   word  
tells us to love as He has loved than this is 
far  beyond  what  we’ve  allowed  ourselves   to  
realize. It’s  easy  to  say  we  love  one  another  
and would do anything for our friends or 
people   in   need   but   we   usually   don’t   reach  
beneath the surface.  
By this we know love, because He laid down 
His life for us. And we also ought to lay down 
our lives for the brethren. But whoever has 
this   world’s   goods,   and   sees   his   brother   in  
need, and shuts up his heart from him, how 
does the love of God abide in him? My little 
children let us not love in word or in tongue, 
but in deed and in truth - 1 John 3:16-17. 
 
God clearly tells us that we are to lay down 
our lives for the brethren. For some this may 
truly mean to give up your life for your 
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brother or sister, but for others God may not 
expect you to go that far. Would you ever 
consider giving up a meal just so some 
stranger could have a chance to eat?  Do 
you care enough to pass up those designer 
jeans so a stranger could have warm clothes 
this winter?  Here is a crazy one, would you 
ever be willing to step outside of your comfort 
zone, to push aside all your fear, to allow 
yourself to have so much love for an 
absolute stranger that you would be willing to 
take your time to share the gospel and pray 
with them and for them because you care 
about their eternal destination?  
 
God’s  word  says   in  Matthew  25:37-40 Lord, 
when did we see You hungry and feed You, 
or thirsty and give You drink? When did we 
see You a stranger and take You in, or 
naked and clothe You? Or when did we see 
You sick, or   in   prison,   and   come   to   You?’ 
 And the King will answer and say to them, 
‘Assuredly,  I  say  to  you,  inasmuch  as  you  did  
it to one of the least of these My brethren, 
you did it to Me. 
 
God calls us to feed the hungry, clothe the 
naked, visit those that are sick or in prison, 
but maybe, just maybe, this last point is the 
main definition and meaning of real love. 
Maybe this is what God was talking about 
when He said to love your neighbor as 
yourself. None of us know how much time we 
have left on this earth and   we   can’t   waste  
any more time being too afraid or selfish to 
be a light and a witness to those around us. 
Take the opportunities God gives you and be 
an   act   of   God’s   true   love   today. 
 But how we treat others reflects our true 
values - what is really important to us. Do we 
see others as objects or inconveniences, or 
as unique creations of a loving God? 

Alexandra Momyer is a 24 years old 
Christian striving to live the life God desires 
for her in everything she does including her 
writing. She loves to write and be an 
encouragement to anyone she can around 
her. She has been writing for four years and 

has over 30 articles published on 
livestrong.com, and experience writing for a 
Christian women's blog. She is a certified 
fitness trainer and enjoys writing about 
fitness and nutrition. 
 

 

By His Love 

Donna J. Howard 

 “Be   devoted   to   one   another   in   brotherly  
love.”  Rom.  12:10b,  NIV 

Judy and I seemed destined to antagonize 
each   other.   I   couldn’t   figure   out   why.   We  
were both mature Christians.  

One day, after another round of stinging jabs 
at each other, I took the matter to the Lord. 
John 15:12 quickly  came  to  mind:  “This  is  my  
command: that you love each other as I have 
loved   you.”   Then   the   Lord   seemed   to   say,  
Invite her over. Get to know her better. 
Reluctantly, I obeyed. She accepted the 
invitation. 

Judy  didn’t  know  why  we  rubbed  each  other  
the wrong way either. So we prayed together 
and asked the Lord to help us understand 
and love each other. 

During our talk, we discovered that we had a 
number of common interests. We began to 
like each other. Eventually, our conversation 
shifted to the Lord. We both truly wanted to 
please Him. We apologized for our attitude, 
smiled at each other, and God did an 
amazing thing. He softened our hearts and 
love blossomed. Today we are good friends. 

Thought: The Lord will answer prayer that 
honors Him and His Word. 

(Published in the anthology: "Love is a Verb" 
copyright 2011 by Gary Chapman) 

http://livestrong.com/
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Donna lives in Orfordville, Wisconsin with her 
husband of 58 years (as of Oct. 2, 2013). 
She has 3 children, 5 grandsons, and 4 great 
grandchildren. She enjoys writing devotions, 
poems   and   children’s   stories;;   reading;;  
crocheting; and spending time with her 
family. She has published in a variety of 
publications (both print and online) and in 
several anthologies. 

 

 
A Rise and Fall 

Sarah Seay 

As the light begins to grow dim, I can feel the 
air from my lungs escaping. I panic, take 
deeper breaths. I choke and cry. The light 
that once surrounded me becomes a small 
circle above my head and begins to shrink 
before my eyes. I feel my body being pulled 
down, surrounded by a thickness I cannot 
shake.  
 
Oh, merciful God that said He would always 
love me, why must the once beautiful light 
leave and the darkness consume me?  
 
I do not understand a world that is 
suffocating me, a world that I cannot escape. 
I claw at the walls until the skin and muscles 
tear away, bone scrapes against the bricks. I 
scream till my lungs catch on fire. No matter 
how much I claw, I cannot escape or grip 
wall. The thickness crawls down my throat as 
I scream. Soon I am silenced. Not even tears 
can properly convey the fear and the pain I 
feel in the pit of my stomach and throughout 
all of my being.  
 
I quake inside of my skin as I am smothered.  
Someone.  
 
Anyone.  
 
Have mercy.  
 

The once present speck of light vanishes, 
hidden from my heart, and I slip into 
complete darkness. I fade to nothing, my 
mind lost in a world that only I understand. 
But, I hear the faint noise of pounding fists 
against brick. My mouth opens, and the black 
thick mud oozes from between my lips. No 
words escape. They continue to slam their 
fists and scream of justified anguish. My 
eyes turn behind my heavy lids, but that is 
the only movement I am able to create. No 
reasoning is in my mind to struggle, to fight 
again. I deserve this, a phrase repeated in 
my mind as I am pulled deeper and deeper 
into the cold, black thickness. I deserve this.  
 
“No.” 
 
No? 
 
“No!”   
 
My eyes slowly open, but my sight has not 
been restored. The sludge that surrounds me 
carries vibrations that come directly from the 
wall. They quicken as the loud thuds become 
more and more audible. The once faint 
screaming becomes a booming reality. I 
slowly move my arm towards the vibrations 
and struggle to cough out:  “Help.”     
 
 “It’s  going  to  be  ok,  just  hang  on!”   
 
A familiar voice comes through. My whole 
body begins to shake, an explosion of 
desires and emotions rush into my system. I 
thrash around my hell, scratching at my arms 
and torso. Something. Anything. Let me just 
feel again. I needed to escape the sludge, 
the disgusting binding muck that kept me 
from reaching the voice that stirred my soul 
into motion. Oh, God, have you sent it just for 
me? Such warmth, such mystery, such 
misery has entered my heart. You have 
tortured me, teased me with a voice I can 
never reach.  
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My muffled scream never reaches the voice, 
only dies within the thickness of the grime. 
No one can hear me, no one will take the 
time to hear me. Why would they? I am in my 
worthy punishment, the hell I have deserved 
for years. I deserve the darkness, the cuts 
upon my body, the inability to scream and 
cry. But, why does doubt flirt with my recent 
understandings?  
 
The voice continues to call out, but I turn 
away.  
 
“Good  luck  convincing  me  to  leave.”   
 
Soon after that thought comes and goes. I 
feel pressure around my arm. It tightens and 
I wince from the intensity. What is this? I 
reach over slowly and recognize the warmth 
of another human being. A hand. A hand is 
grabbing me!  I try to pull away, but the grip 
never loosens. I fight with all of the strength I 
have left in my body, but the fingers tighten 
their  hold  on  me  and  the  human’s  arm  begins  
to pull me towards the wall.  
 
“No!”   
 
For a moment the sludge melts away from 
my body, no longer a caterpillar inside of its 
cocoon, and I see that it is not only one hand 
clenching me but numerous different hands 
pulling me towards an opening in the wall.  
Why me? Why am I worth this? No person 
would be foolish enough to save a creature 
soaked in sin, would they? But here they are, 
pulling me towards a world of light and 
beauty.  
 
I close my eyes tight and curl up into a ball 
when I am released from the darkness. Two 
arms wrap around my body and I am rocked 
back and forth. After flesh is pressed against 
my neck, I feel tears roll down my skin, but 
they are not mine. I slowly open my eyes to 
see the human gently crying against me.   
 

“Why   are   you   sad?”   I   inquire   softly.   “I   am  
sorry  if  I  upset  you.” 
 
“No.”  Their   fingers  dive   into  my  hair  as   they  
continue to  cry.  “Don’t  do  it.”   
 
“What   loss   would   you   experience   from   my  
departure?”   I   stroke   their   hair   and   whisper.  
“The  light  would  be  so  much  brighter  without  
the  darkness.”   
 
The   human’s   large,   tear-stricken eyes look 
into mine as they cup my face with their 
shaky  hands.   “You   just  don’t  get   it,  do  you?  
The  world  wouldn’t  be  the  same  without  you!”   
I  smile  a   little  at   their  attempt.   “I  understand  
that you are just being nice, but you really do 
not  need  to  waste  your  time.” 
 
“The  world  will   keep   spinning,   but   there will 
just   be   something   missing.”   The   human  
press their precious lips against my brow. 
“You   are   a   piece   of   this   world   that   I   don’t  
want  to  see  go  missing.”   
 
The sludge must be back, because I cannot 
swallow or speak. I feel my throat swell. I 
turn my eyes away. Why am I crying? I 
shake  my  head.  “Why  are  you  saying  this  to  
me? Why are you taking the time out of your 
life  to  save  me?”     
 
“Because,   you   deserve   this.”   Their   words  
smoothly exit from between their lips and 
enter into my ear. The human cradle me as 
tears escape me.  
 
Oh God, do you hear the words of the light? 
The love that exits their mouth with such 
honesty and devotion is directed at me. Why 
must I continue to deny a gift as beautiful as 
this? Why must they suffer from my 
suffering? This person understands the dark 
world that consumed me, but now I 
understand the blessings of this world of 
light.   
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I clench their shirt as I manage to say 
through   the   tears.   “I   deserve   this.”   They  
caress my cheek and smile as I whisper 
once  more.  “I  deserve  this.”   
 
 
 
The Weapons of War: Understanding 

the Truth! 

Kathleen Derbyshire 

Our quest to arm ourselves with the whole 
Armour of God is found in Ephesians 6 from 
verse 10 to 18. We will join each piece of 
armor together to make the Whole Armor of 
God. What sets us apart from the world is 
found in verse 20 of 1 John 5. We are given 
an understanding of Whom the true God is. 
To tap into this understanding is to have 
Eternal Life (Jn 17:3). Knowing the One true 
God is understanding the truth. We are 
expected to gird ourselves with the truth. To 
gird or belt oneself is to encircle or 
strengthen oneself. We are to encircle 
ourselves with the truth with the expectation 
that   we   will   allow   it   to   strengthen   us.   Don’t  
you love that God uses words that have an 
expected conclusion. Last time we talked 
about the word stand in the Bible meaning 
that we would be successful. Here again is a 
word that has an expectation - strength. 
God’s  truth  makes  us  stronger  while  Satan’s  
lies make us weaker. Someone who knows 
God should not be weak because the 
strength of the truth is in us.  

We know that the Son of God has come so 
that we may know Him who is True. He came 
to give us an understanding of the Truth. The 
first bit of truth that we must understand is 
that Jesus is who He says He is. He IS God 
and we must believe that to know the truth. 
Immanuel came that we may understand the 
deity of God – Elohim. Before Jesus came 
multiple people saw Jesus walking on the 
Earth and knew Him to be God. Every time 
we neglect to see Jesus for who He is we get 
weaker. I am expecting that after you read 

this you go on a truth-seeking mission about 
the Deity so that the trikity will not make you 
weak. Consistent weakness in a Christian is 
a sign that they do not know the truth. Strong 
Christians arise! Encircle the weak Christians 
until they become strong.  

When we become strong we are filled with a 
hope that baffles, a hope that hinges on 
God’s  truth.  We  know  that  Lucifer  will  do  his  
utmost best to discourage us by making us 
focus on our own problems rather than what 
God tells us. When we are in the midst of 
crisis it is hard to see to the other side but we 
have the understanding that we will make it 
out the other side with goodness in hand. 
God said that all things will work out for the 
good to those who love Him and to those 
who work out His purpose. If His purpose is 
for us to know Him and all is going to work 
out for the good then there is hope. In my 
moments   of   weakness   I   say,   “Really!”   I  
wonder why I have been chosen because I 
have had many weak moments, many crises 
that demanded that I make changes with no 
instant reward and moments where failure is 
much more the norm than success. I have 
nothing physical to show for my years of 
being a Christian BUT my hard heart has 
changed knowing the truth. My hope has 
flourished more now than ever before and 
yours will too. When we get our mind off 
ourselves hope flourishes. Hopeful Christians 
arise! Encircle the hopeless Christians until 
they have hope.  

The hope we have will help us to abide in the 
Truth. Our adversary is set on constant 
diversion. He will dangle our weakness in 
front of our face until we believe that it is the 
right thing to do. The truth is that what we 
desire is not truth. We may desire it so much 
that it will become truth to us until it begins to 
hurt us. Then we understand that our enemy 
is distracting us from the truth by using our 
selfish desires. Jesus wants us to abide in 
the vine. Diversions during growth will most 
certainly result in pruning. During the 
consequences phase the devil will attempt to 
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divert us from the vine and dangles a 
different kind of grape in our face. It may 
taste sweet compared to the sour grapes we 
are  currently  eating  but  don’t  let  those  sweet  
grapes fool you into everlasting sweetness. 
That is the ultimate in lies that the evil one 
will fool us with. Sour grapes are part of life 
and so are the sweet ones. If we are fooled 
into thinking that we can have everlasting 
sweet grapes we will never know that we can 
enjoy the sour ones just as well because of 
the hope we have in obtaining the sweet 
ones. Abiding Christians arise! Encircle the 
diverted Christians until they are successful 
at abiding.  

While abiding we will feel victorious. If we 
have our mind set on the larger victories all 
the time we will never be successful at the 
art of warfare. We will not always be at war 
but we will experience more battles. It is in 
those battles we will recognize victory. 
Winning the war against lies is one battle 
after another. We need to recognize all the 
victories we gain each and every day. 
Winning   isn’t   always   a   victory.   The   victory  
may not be ours, we may very well be the 
loser. A victory is based on the best outcome 
and sometimes the best outcome is letting 
someone else have the victory. Our battle 
Partner will guide us through each skirmish 
teaching us how to be the best we can be at 
the art of war while our enemy will try to keep 
us locked up in winning. As we fight the good 
fight we will become closer to the truth. WE 
will be able to visualize the truth helping us 
with winning the war. Victory is sometimes 
winning it all and sometimes losing it all.  We 
learn most from our failure however it is 
recognizing our victories that spur us forward 
toward our future. Victorious Christians arise! 
Encircle the defeated Christians until they 
know victory.  

If we recognize each victory now it will 
motivate us to continue. Procrastination is 
the killer of dreams. The devil loves this one. 
He wants to hold us back from following God 
and from knowing the Truth. If he thinks that 

he can either make us believe that we are a 
failure   or   that   we   couldn’t   possibly   have  
victory he will delay us at anything that God 
has His hand on. The truth is that we will see 
victory at every turn if we are looking which 
will motivate us to continue. Motivation 
comes from seeing our friends experience 
victory, our family, our acquaintances, our 
spouse, and our children. It comes from 
hearing wonderful stories about how others 
are succeeding through adversity. It comes 
from listening to stories of what others are 
doing to help others. Seek and you shall find! 
Motivated Christians arise! Encircle the 
delayed until they are motivated.  

Your quest until next time is to understand 
THE truth. I have listed multiple verses 
without any reference, find them in the Bible 
and KNOW that they are true. We will only 
be able to conquer lies if we know the truth. 
Do not allow the Bible to be a stumbling 
block to you nor allow the lies to make you 
let your guard down. The war we fight will be 
THE  TRUTH  against  the  lies.  We  won’t  have  
to go to war against the Trikity they will come 
after us when we seek the Truth.  The truth 
can only prevail when we know it. The truth 
is cyclical. We need to understand the truth 
to know the truth to live in it, which happens 
to be the topic for next time – Living Truth. 
May the truth permeate through you until 
next time.  

Kathleen Derbyshire has been married to a 
very supportive man for 21 years and is the 
mother of four wonderful children. She has 
been teaching advanced life skills for 8 years 
and bible studies for 3 years. She writes the 
Under the Wings of Love Newsletter monthly 
for her local Christian friends to help them 
battle the Trikity. She dares you to locate, in 
the Bible, the undocumented verses 
throughout these writings! 
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Messengers of the Lord Walk in Peace, 
Uprightness and Turn Many from Sin 

Kim Masters 

Examine yourselves to see whether you are 
in the faith; test yourselves. Do you not 
realize that Christ Jesus is in you—unless, of 
course, you fail the test?  

2 Corinthians 13:5 – If we would all learn to 
make a true assessment and see where we 
are then, the body would be free from the 
ailments that we currently have epidemics in.  
(perversion, divorce, addiction, hate, selfish 
ambition, pride, domestic violence, 
depression). We cannot over look sins, 
abuse,  pride…we  must  build  correctly  so  we  
can be healthy and strong children of God. 

These few scriptures are to help us Examine 
our   faith   level   and   trust   in   Him…do   the  
exercises and hear what the Holy Spirit is 
telling you. (yeast/sins makes us dull and 
ineffective  people)  Get  rid  of  it… 

Reference 1: Paul writes-1 Corinthians 
11:28; Besides everything else, I face daily 
the pressure of my concern for all the 
churches. Who is weak, and I do not feel 
weak? Who is led into sin, and I do not 
inwardly burn? 

We can say many were diluting the truth by 
allowing sin to be overlooked and 
acceptable, the bar was low and it is the 
same today! The toleration of wickedness in 
the body of Christ is at an all-time high, 
ignoring the erosion of our true identities, the 
subtle acts over time are insidious (control, 
perversion, slander, and adultery, 
competition, cold hearts, jealously, and 
addictions)…our   body   is   the   temple   of   the  
Holy Spirit therefore we do not look like the 
world  in  the  fruits  we  bare… 

We are the hope, the light, the love, the 
peace, the hospital, the safe house for the 
lost, the sick and brokenhearted. Ask God, 
“what  parts  of  me  look  like  the  world?”  Then  

be renewed, repent, confess, and grow in 
your faith.  

Reference 2: Lamentation 3:40 - Let us 
examine our ways and test them, and let us 
return to the Lord. What are some of the 
blocks and beliefs that keep you from the 
Lord, healing, destiny? We are made in His 
image, we are His workmanship, we can do 
the same things he did.   

Reference 3: John 6:5, 6 - When Jesus 
looked up and saw a great crowd coming 
toward him, he said to Philip, “Where   shall  
we  buy  bread   for   these  people   to  eat?”  He 
asked this only to test him, for he already 
had in mind what he was going to do. Jesus 
took the bread and gave thanks multiplying 
food  for  everyone…Miracles-Five loaves and 
two fish can feed 5 thousand!  Ask yourself: 
What is your Faith Level? Do you believe 
Jesus can work miracles in your life with 
the impossible? Even better, work though 
you to do the impossible? 

Reference 4: Romans 8:10 -  But if Christ is 
in you, then even though your body is subject 
to death because of sin, the Spirit gives life 

because of righteousness.  

Romans 8:11 -  And if the Spirit of him who 
raised Jesus from the dead is living in you, 
he who raised Christ from the dead will also 
give life to your mortal bodies because of his 
Spirit who lives in you. 

Do you believe that when God says: Be Holy 
as I am Holy that you can be holy? How can 
we see or know what life the Spirit gives us? 
You will see a difference in yourself when on 
the Vine of life- 

 Let’s   look   at   John   15- The Vine and the 
Branches: I am the true vine and my father 
is the gardener.  HE cuts off every branch in 
me that does not bear fruit, while every 
branch that does bear fruit he prunes…My 
question is this…How   can   we   possibly  
become more wicked and enter slavery when 
we are on the vine of life? We are truly 



22 
 

asleep if we cannot see the difference 
between holiness and wickedness. 

One way to stay in wickedness, dullness and 
be lukewarm is by not renewing your 
mind…not   living   life   by   the   spirit,   shutting  
Him  out…Romans 8:5-8 
 Those who live according to the flesh have 
their minds set on what the flesh desires; but 
those who live in accordance with the Spirit 
have their minds set on what the Spirit 
desires. The mind governed by the flesh is 
death, but the mind governed by the Spirit 
is life and peace.  The mind governed by the 
flesh is hostile to God; it does not submit to 
God’s  law,  nor  can  it  do  so.  Those  who  are  in  
the realm of the flesh cannot please God. 
Romans 8:5-8 

A Second way of becoming dull is by not 
remaining in him. We must remain in Him or 
you will not bear fruit.  

John 15:5, 6 - “I   am   the   vine;;   you   are   the  
branches. If you remain in me and I in you, 
you will bear much fruit; apart from me you 
can do nothing. If you do not remain in me, 
you are like a branch that is thrown away and 
withers; such branches are picked up, thrown 
into the fire and burned. 

A Third way to never grow – Using the 
wisdom from above vs. the  wisdom from 
below - there’s   a  HUGE  difference  between  
God’s   wisdom   and     man’s   carnal  mind   and  
will….we  can  see   the   fruit   of   each  one  very  
easily and what it reproduces – (represents)-
A form of godliness is not God! 

James 3:13-18 - Who is wise and 
understanding among you? Let them show it 
by their good life, by deeds done in the 
humility that comes from wisdom. But if you 
harbor bitter envy and selfish ambition in 
your hearts, do not boast about it or deny the 
truth. Such   “wisdom”   does   not   come   down  
from heaven but is earthly, unspiritual, and 
demonic.  For where you have envy and 

selfish ambition, there you find disorder 
and every evil practice. 

But the wisdom that comes from heaven is 
first of all pure; then peace-loving, 
considerate, submissive, full of mercy and 
good fruit, impartial and sincere. 
 Peacemakers who sow in peace reap a 
harvest of righteousness. 

LEADERS: Ask yourself and your team: 
Which way are we following, life by the spirit 
or  life  by  the  flesh…Make  a  true  assessment,  
repent, confess, be healed and be the people 
you were called to be.  Produce what Jesus 
would produce—make disciples, launch your 
sheep into their destinies, mentor them, 
challenge  them,  they  are  meant  to  FLY…not 
SIT!  

We Are FREE!!! 
Rescue, Renew, Restore, Rebuild and 
Reestablish is what Kim Masters has been 
trained  to  do  for  God’s  children  through  many  
years of service. The purpose and the 
mission is to help navigate the body of Christ 
to  God’s   heart,   truth,  will   and  His   love. She 
has been serving in the body of Christ for 17 
years   building   and   training   God’s   children  
through: pastoring, teaching, evangelizing, 
discipling, prayer, healing, building ministries, 
repairing breaches, music and service to the 
homeless and less fortunate. She is partners 
with Nehemiah Global foundation (rescue 
food ministry) and Denver Street School 
(high school for at risk youth) volunteering 
and serving. God's called Kim to bring His 
restoration and truth to establish hearts and 
ministries in their true identities. Seeing the 
body of Christ operating in true love and 
kingdom power is her passion and to help 
leaders   see   that   all   God’s   children   are  
important and have gifts, callings, a purpose 
and power within, to be used to build up the 
body - as we are not meant to sit but to serve 
and walk in power, light, love and bring hope 
to the lost world reproducing the kingdom as 
Jesus did. 
 



23 
 

Sometimes I Forget 
 

Jennifer Cecil 
 

I remember the first time I met her, she was 
standing in front of a church on a track 
where she was being prostituted. Her belly 
was round and swollen with life. We 
connected instantly and over the next 
couple of months we would meet up over a 
meal or in the middle of the track. 
 
This was her fourth pregnancy; her three 
children were in the system with little hope 
for reunification. Now in her seventh month 
of pregnancy fear and doubt and intense 
heartache began to set in and take over. 
How could she give another child away? 
What hope did she have of keeping this 
child? If she did what kind of life would she 
be providing? 
 
She lived her days in fear and loneliness. 
Her pimp was controlling and violent and 
she had no one. She was alone. We were 
standing right in front of her, offering her 
friendship and unconditional love and yet 
she believed she was alone. Imagine trying 
to trust someone when everyone you know 
has used you for their own gain, has 
abused you and discarded you. Imagine 
trying to hope it would be better this time 
when it always seems to be getting worse, 
when it IS getting worse. 
 
We know it's a lie, "it will be easier this 
way", "you're doing the right thing, to have 
this child would be selfish". We know 
because we are on the outside looking in or 
perhaps we are looking back on a choice 
already made. We know that it will not be 
easier to abort than to adopt, we know that 
we will never be able to talk ourselves into 
believing that we didn't take the life of our 
own child. But in that moment, when your 
world is caving in and the enemy is 

screaming in your ear and you have no 
one...you believe the lie. 
 
We begged and pleaded with her, offering 
to adopt the child ourselves, whatever it 
would take, we were there and wanted to 
help her choose life. She made the 
appointment anyways. 
 
The next time I heard from her, her words 
were barely recognizable. Taken over by 
grief she called me and through wrenching 
sobs told me she had made the wrong 
choice. She was devastated because she 
now saw, she now felt, she now lived the 
truth of the lies she had believed. 
 
I heard from her once or twice in the next 
couple of weeks and then she disappeared. 
Her number was no longer connected, I had 
no way of finding her. For the next four 
years I prayed for her, that she would heal, 
that she would find freedom, that she was 
alive... This woman that God had brought 
into my life, who I loved, who he loved. 
Sometimes I forget or my view gets 
clouded...there are so many women with 
similar stories and I can't see what God is 
doing and I wonder if He's really there and if 
He cares or is able and then on nights like 
this one, He reminds me. 
 
It had been four years since I had seen 
her... she approached with two other 
women, looked me in the eye and said "do 
you remember me?" I knew her face 
immediately but didn't quite place her so I 
asked her name. She said her name, the 
name I had been praying for, grieving for, 
believing for... We hugged for a long time 
and rejoiced together at our reunion. I told 
her how I had been praying for her, how 
thankful I was that she was alive. She told 
me that she'd had a son since I last saw 
her, he's one now. 
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I sensed that she still felt very alone yet I 
was reminded in the moment of the 
sweetness of God, the relentlessness of 
God...four years!! And He was here, with 
her, with me... He was whispering "I love 
you and I am always faithful". I prayed 
these truths over her and reminded her that 
she was not alone, that I loved her, that 
God loved her. 
 
I share this story for a few reasons; first, 
because perspective changes everything. I 
believe in the sanctity of life, meaning I 
believe every life created by God is 
valuable and beautiful and I believe that it is 
His to give and take life. However, on some 
level, after walking through this woman's 
abortion with her I can say "I get it". I get 
why it is easier to believe the lie and I get 
why people sometimes make the choices 
they do. God granted me the ability to feel 
the fear and heartache with her, He granted 
me compassion and empathy much as I 
believe He felt for her. I know His heart was 
broken at the choice that she made, at the 
life that was lost, but I also believe His heart 
was broken with hers, He was in the midst 
of her hellish circumstances, grieving with 
her as well as for her. And the point is, He 
loves her. No matter what choices she has 
made, He loves her with a steadfast love 
and goes to great lengths to prove it. 
Maybe it's not as simple as "pro-choice" or 
"pro-life" maybe, like so many other things 
it's a heart issue, it's about believing God 
rather than about right or wrong. It's about 
overcoming terrible atrocities with life-giving 
love. I know it's hard to see God in the 
midst of death and destruction but perhaps 
that's where He is most present. So in 
saying I believe in the sanctity of life I am 
not saying that I stand in opposition to 
those who choose otherwise, I am saying I 
am willing to stand with them in their fear, in 
their loneliness, in their doubt, hoping that 
they will feel a little less alone, that they will 

see Jesus standing with them, offering 
them hope where there seems to be no way 
out... just, as I hope, they will stand with 
me. 
 
That leads me to my second point, God is 
faithfully pursuing His own. That night there 
were 25 of us on the streets and I was the 
one who walked up to her. A face she 
knew, one that had loved her without 
judgment, without condition. In a world 
where she was sure she was alone, Jesus 
reminded her that she wasn't. Jesus 
reminded me. We are never really alone 
because God is with us, I believe that. But I 
think He often shows up for us through 
others. He gives us ridiculous amounts of 
love for the unloveable (you and me) and 
pours out his grace and mercy and love 
through us onto one another. Seeing her 
again was a beautiful and bittersweet gift. 
Overwhelmed with the knowledge that she 
was alive, with the evidence of God's love 
for her, for me and yet deeply saddened to 
find her in almost the exact same place 
where we first met my heart was grieved 
and elated at the same time. Through many 
tears I related this story back to my team at 
the end of the night and several people said 
they saw Jesus through me. I am sure that 
they did, because this was His doing. This 
is His heart. 
 
Jen is the director of a street outreach to 
men and women in prostitution, a lover of 
chai tea and the connections that can be 
made over a cup of it, the world's best aunt, 
blogger and an aspiring photographer.  
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More Than Words 
 

Dr. Michael Cochran 
 
 
“The  Kingdom  of  God  is  not  a  matter  of  talk,  
but  of  power.”  The  Devil  would  love  for  us  to  
believe the opposite. One can only enjoy 
the promises of God by being committed to 
the kingdom living. The kingdom is not a 
tangible physical thing that we can touch or 
see, but its principles when applied produce 
power. The Bible says the kingdom of God 
is  “righteousness  peace  and  joy   in the Holy 
Spirit”   (Romans   14:17).   The   enemy   knows  
that if we got this truth in our hearts and live 
with the awareness that though we live on 
this earth we are not of this world, we will 
be a people of great power. God wants us 
to live here being governed by the kingdom 
rules. The kingdom of God means the rule 
of God being practiced here on earth. 
The devil knows that our carnal attempts 
are nothing more than cheap facade. He 
doesn’t  mind   if  we   look  good   to  everybody  
as long as we are basically superficial 
inside.  The  word  of  God  says  the  “kingdom  
of   God   is   within   you”.   (Luke   17:21)   The  
devil knows who is inside of you; if he is not 
the one then he knows who lives in you by 
your fruits, by your conduct and behavior. 
The devil is all about image, he fears 
substance.  Colossians  2:17  says,  “Christ   in  
you”   is   the   hope   of   glory.   “When   you   are  
committed to the kingdom, the devil does 
not  fear  you  but  fears  the  “Christ  in  you”.  He  
does not care about your wisdom or your 
eloquence, he fears the Christ in you. 
Paul didn’t  use  lofty  words  or  wisdom  when  
he shared the Gospel of Jesus (1 
Corinthians 2:1).  He   also   didn’t   try   to  wow  
them with apologetics, but shared the death 
of Jesus and what it meant for them (1 
Corinthians 2:2).   When   we   don’t   rely   on  
ourselves to share the good news, we in 
turn rely on the power of God, which can do 

much  more   than  we   can.  We   shouldn’t   be  
afraid to share the gospel, because the 
power of God in our lives should be evident 
to  those  around  us.  They  don’t  always  need  
to hear it, but see it. 
He  says  in  1  Corinthians  2:4:  “My  message  
and preaching were not with wise and 
persuasive words, but with a demonstration 
of  the  Spirit’s  power, so that your faith might 
not   rest   on   men’s   wisdom,   but   on   God’s  
power”.  The  only  power  we  can  stand  on  is  
the one found within the kingdom. The devil 
knows your commitment to the kingdom, 
and he watches for any open doors in your 
life that can give him a foothold to talking 
you out of it. However, remember the 
kingdom you live in, are connected with, 
and have been bought into, is one of power. 
You need to have a strong foundation in the 
word of God and not rest on the doctrines 
of your denomination or religious beliefs, 
but stand on the power of God found in His 
kingdom through your relationship with Him. 
Do   not   stand   on   men’s   reasoning,   some  
new revelations, new interpretations of the 
word,   or   men’s   wisdom,   but   on   God’s  
power. Get to know the kingdom benefits 
and promises. Get to know God to a point 
where you know his voice. He says my 
sheep know my voice, if you develop a 
commitment to the kingdom, your Heavenly 
Father will be committed to you. If you know 
Him in his beauty, mercy and power, you 
will not need any man to talk you into living 
for God. 
Friends, the kingdom of God is not a matter 
of  talk  or  excuses,  it’s  a  matter  of  POWER.  
Not our power, mind you because we know 
that our power is limited--but His power has 
no limits. And you know, there is a key to 
unlocking this power of God....and that key 
is faith. Hebrews 11:1 tells us that faith is; 
“...being   sure   of   what   we   hope   for   and  
certain  of  what  we  do  not  see.” 
Time and time again in the scriptures we 

http://www.esvbible.org/1+Corinthians%202.1
http://www.esvbible.org/1+Corinthians%202.1
http://www.esvbible.org/1+Corinthians%202.2
http://www.esvbible.org/1+Corinthians%202.2
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see that without faith, it is impossible to 
access this power. And without this power 
from God, we are powerless against the 
devil. 
Remember if a man can talk you into 
something, they can also talk you out of it. 
The devil wants converts made by men! 
The devil is no match; he trembles, fears 
and falls down at the face of those converts 
made  by  God  for  their  faith  rests  on  “God’s  
power”   and   His   power   is   the   only   power  
there is. 
God has an unlimited amount of power that 
He is just waiting to put at our disposal, but 
we  have  to  believe  that  it’s  there. And, if we 
don’t  believe,  all  that  power  is  useless  to  us  
because  we  don’t   have   the   faith   to  access  
it.  2  Timothy  1:7   tells  us   that;;   “God  did  not  
give   us   a   spirit   of   fear,   but   of   power.”  Can  
you imagine how much we as individuals 
could grow spiritually....and how much we 
could accomplish for the kingdom of God if 
we really took full advantage of the power 
that He makes available to us? 

 

Trickery Abounds In the Breeze 
 

Sheilah W. Meade 
 
The  road   leading   to  my  parent’s  home  has  
now been hard-topped. Enjoying the bump 
free ride, I thought of the comfort that 
progress brings. Of course a new road 
causes   you   to   think   of   the   old.   It   doesn’t  
seem all that long ago that I walked 
barefoot, loving the swishy feeling of the 
dust on my feet, or the splashing in the 
mud-puddles. I had hated it when the road 
was first graveled; I suspect my sister still 
has scars from her mishaps with her bicycle 
and the gravel.  
 

Then there was my horse she was of the 
temperamental  sort,  she  didn’t   like  bridges,  
she   didn’t   like   gravel.  We had worked out 
the problem of the bridge. If we absolutely 
could not go around the bridge, or under 
the bridge, she had an instinct if there was 
any way to get out of walking on a bridge, I 
would have to dismount, and lead her 
across the bridge while promising a treat if 
she would behave. 
 
The gravel was a battle from the very first. 
She hated the sound it made, and she 
fought me any time she was required to 
walk on it. In short it was a struggle to get 
her to the places I loved to ride. It is funny 
how our brain works, I had not thought of 
“Nancy,   the   horse   of   my   child   hood”,   in  
years. The bridge that she had so rebelled 
against was just ahead on the right. As I 
slowed down to a near stop I could not 
believe my eyes. 
 
Towering above the small one lane bridge 
was mounds and mounds of purple 
blossoms completely covering a tree that I 
suspected was older than the bridge. How 
could a tree that had never had even one 
bloom now be covered with flowers? 
Perhaps our record mild winter had allowed 
something dormant for years to burst forth 
with beauty. Lifting my camera I captured 
the beauty on film. 
 
Though this was the first year this tree 
bloomed, it would not be the last. Year after 
year it faithfully showed its colors at the first 
sign of spring. While showing a picture of 
the  tree’s  beauty  to  a  co-worker, telling her 
of the story of my tree that had begun 
blooming five or six years ago; also sharing 
my secret belief that the tree might be 
considered a miracle. Why else would a full 
grown, seasoned tree suddenly start 
producing such beautiful blossoms? It 
would be wishful thinking to say that the co-
worker oohed with awe at the wonderful 
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bundles of purple flower dangling from the 
branches as displayed in my picture. 
 
That was not the case however; she a 
picture is worth a thousand words type, 
asked to use my computer and promptly 
had a picture of very similar flowers looking 
back at me. She was laughing as she 
explained that these beautiful flowers did 
not belong to the tree, they were instead a 
vine that had entwined itself around the tree 
and throughout the branches. Darn tree 
making a mockery of me. How could 
anyone, with half a brain not notice once, 
year after year that there was something 
just   not   right   with   blooms   on   an   “oak   look  
alike”   tree?  Maybe   I  should  have stayed in 
4-H.   Maybe   I   should   keep   my   “List   of  
Miracles   &   Special   Delights”   to   myself.   At  
least that way I would not hear someone 
giggling as my blooper was shared.  
Picking up the picture of the cascading 
purple blossoms I wondered at the 
deception it had fostered. Pondering on its 
trickery soon had me thinking of webs I 
myself had woven in my attempt to present 
a more appealing picture than reality 
recorded. I sheepishly remembered 
simultaneously the times I had cried foul 
when I had been deceived. 

It is absolutely amazing how God can work 
in the midst of the webs we weave. Still, He 
does work, ever seeking to bring us closer 
to Him. The God we serve is a Holy God, A 
Righteous God. He desires for us to be 
ever striving for holiness, to crave 
righteous, to hunger for a relationship with 
him above all other relationships. He has 
such   patience’s   with   us   when   we   strive   to  
carve out what we think we deserve, not 
what God has planned for us. 

I am so thankful that God is a God of Grace 
and Mercy. I am loved though I am often 
unlovable. I am blessed though I am not 
always a blessing. What a God I serve! This 

time as I looked at the picture in my hand I 
remembered the joy the tree and this 
invader vine had brought to me over the 
years. Examining the picture in detail I 
looked beyond the deception and once 
again beheld the beauty that the vine had 
brought to the tree. I turned my 
contemplations toward the beauty in my 
own life; my walk with Christ. 
 
As I have given more and more of myself 
over to Christ, it seemed as if suddenly I 
was more than I am. There seems to be 
more love, more ability, more stepping 
outside of myself. I guess one way to think 
of it is as “more   purple   flowers”.   These 
flowers have nothing to do with anything I 
am, with anything I did, but rather with 
Christ who has taken up residency within 
me. From afar someone might look at me 
and mistake me for someone who gives of 
themselves freely, someone loving, 
someone caring, and someone that goes 
out of their way to help others. I like the 
picture, but it is not the truth. I am as ugly 
as any bare dead branch can be. The only 
beauty in me is Christ who uses me as a 
backdrop to shower others with His love, 
His beauty. Wisdom can be found in a huge 
tree masquerading as something it is not. I 
am thankful for the co-worker pointing me 
toward the true beauty surrounding my tree. 
 
I stopped at the bridge this spring to admire 
once more the beautiful flowers draping the 
magnificent tree. I am a little late in the 
season, so I suspect that the flowers were 
not at their peak of beauty, still I lifted my 
camera clicked the button and captured the 
memory. 

Lord you see me as I am, not the picture I 
would paint for the world to see. Forgive me 
for all the ugliness I have produced. Thank 
you for all the beauty you have grafted in 
me. Allow me to see sin for what it is; a 
lure, a trap to seduce. Let me look to you 
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for those desires of my heart. Allow me to 
learn patience to wait on you. Protect me 
from myself and others. Keep me always 
close, and Lord please allow me to be a 
blessing to others. In   Jesus’s  Holy   name   I  
pray. 
 

Finding God in the ICU 

Arthur G. Cardenas 

It has been said that life is a journey. All 
journeys have a beginning and an end. 
Some journeys are leisurely and joyful, 
such as a family vacation. Some journeys 
are difficult and filled with challenges such 
as retiring from a life -long career.  
 
I am writing this article fresh on the brim of 
deep sorrow. My beloved son, A.J. passed 
away on October 12, 2013 after battling a 
sudden illness. Other parents, who have 
suffered the death of a child, have told me 
that you never get over the loss. However, 
with the grace of God, you do get through it.  
A.J. was only twenty eight years of age 
when he died. He lived a productive life 
filled with love for his family, friends, and 
God. I could write a whole book about his 
life and that in and of itself would not bring 
honor to A.J. or to God. Rather, I would like 
to focus on how a human being can bring 
honor to God through life's final journey. I 
believe that A.J. accomplished this during 
the last three months of his life. A.J. was 
admitted into the hospital in July of 2013. 
What appeared to be a bronchial infection 
turned into a severe respiratory disorder 
which would eventually claim his life. He 
remained in the I.C.U. (Intensive Care Unit) 
for the majority of his hospital stay.  
 
The two prominent questions that we, as 
human beings ask, during times of suffering 
are:  
 

-Why?  
 
-Where?  
 
Specifically, we ask - "Why does God 
permit suffering of any kind?" We ask - 
"Where is God during the midst of 
suffering?" These are questions that may 
not be answered until we reach heaven. 
Perhaps, the most significant question we 
should ask during times of suffering is:  
What is God trying to teach us during times 
of suffering and trial?  
Here are the lessons that I learned. Rather, 
here are the lessons that God revealed to 
me through my son's final days of life: 
  
GOD IS WITH US WHEN WE GO 
THROUGH PERIODS OF SUFFERING  
Holy Scripture states that "God is our 
refuge and strength, an ever-present help in 
trouble." (Psalm 46:1 NIV). When A.J. 
became ill, his family and friends 
immediately began to pray. We prayed for 
healing and restoration. We prayed that 
God would be with not only A.J. but also the 
medical staff and those of us who kept vigil 
at his bedside. And God, being faithful to 
His word, allowed us to feel His presence 
through the many displays of love 
presented to us. These included constant 
prayer vigils from those in our faith 
community, meals being prepared and 
delivered by friends, and visits from friends 
and family who merely wanted to hold all of 
us in their arms. Indeed, God was ever-
present during that time.  
 
GOD PROVIDES STRENGTH DURING 
TIMES OF WEAKNESS  
Sufferings and trials have a way of sapping 
us out of not only our physical strength but 
also our emotional and spiritual strength. 
This is not only true for a person 
undergoing a severe illness but also for 
those loved ones caring for that individual. 
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God states in His Holy Word that "My grace 
is sufficient for you, for my power is made 
perfect in weakness." ( 2 Corinthians 12:9 
NIV). A.J. had to endure several painful 
medical procedures during his hospital stay. 
These procedures, coupled with his illness, 
took its toll not only on his physical strength 
but also on his spiritual strength. It was 
during those times when he and I would 
speak and I would encourage him to align 
his pain and suffering with that of the Lord 
Jesus. I reminded A.J. of the physical pain 
and torture that Jesus had to endure during 
his crucifixion and told him to offer up any 
pain he was experiencing to God. He would 
never complain but would merely nod his 
head in acceptance and carry on. This 
would in turn rejuvenate my physical and 
emotional strength. Again, prayers at his 
bedside while holding his hand became the 
catalyst by which we were able to 
experience God's grace and strength.  
 
EVERY PORTION OF OUR LIVES IS 
PRECIOUS IN THE EYES OF GOD  
Without a doubt, the most profound lesson I 
have learned from my son's suffering is that 
each life is sacred to God. Indeed, each 
portion of life is sacred to God. Our children 
are gifts from God and as such bring 
blessings to our lives. God, however, is the 
real father of all of us. Our lives here on 
Earth are very brief compared to eternity. In 
the end, we all return to our true father - 
God. Therefore, we should treasure each 
portion of our lives and the lives of those we 
love. The depths of my sorrow at the loss of 
my son are unexplainable. I cannot find the 
right words to describe the sense of loss 
that we all feel. Nonetheless, in accordance 
with God's Holy Word - "I give thanks in all 
circumstances, for this is God's will for you 
in Christ Jesus." (1 Thessalonians 5:18 
NIV). I give thanks to God for the lives of 
my family and friends, and for the life of my 
son A.J.  

The Fruit of Suffering 
 

Arlene Lila 
 
Scientists tell us that hazardous growing 
conditions can be beneficial to plants. 
Drought, wild weather, and even bug 
infestation are good for the plants in the 
long run.  
 
How is this possible? 
 
When a plant is under stress, it secretes 
bioactive compounds which protect the 
plant. For instance, when wild blueberry 
plants are stressed, they bring this 
substance into the fruit produced. Animals, 
as well as people who eat the fruit, are 
protected. Blueberries 
are considered a good cancer fighting food. 
 
In the same way, when we are under stress 
with hardships. It will benefit us in ways  
we may not be aware of. Suffering draws us 
closer to God (James 1: 2-4 ) 
 
The Bible tells us that trials and hardships 
produce patience  in  God’s  people.  It  makes 
us  “perfect  and  complete”,  as  the  verse  tells  
us. The fruit of the Spirit develops within 
and we are purified. We often see those 
who have gone through financial challenges 
give to others because they themselves 
had to do without. We see in them a love 
for others and 
joy in giving. 
 
Suffering  takes  away  sin’s  power  over  us  (1  
Peter 4: 1, 2) 
 
I’ve  witnessed  transformations  in  the  hearts  
of the seriously ill when I worked as a 
nurse. A softening takes place and they 
seek a higher purpose. Their priorities 
change, and chasing after evil desires no 
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longer interests them. They begin to seek 
God’s  will. 
 
Suffering builds trust in God ( 1 Samuel 
17:37 ) 
 
In the old testament of the Bible, we see 
David, the shepherd boy who later became  
king, trusting in God as he faced Goliath. 
He   shouted   out,   “   The   Lord  who   delivered  
me 
from the paw of the lion and the paw of the 
bear will deliver me from the hand of this 
Philistine.”  David  recalled  God’s  help  in  the  
past and he trusted God again. Christians,  
too,   look   back   on   God’s   help   in   former  
times and trust Him again and again 
whenever needs arise. 
 
Suffering helps us become a blessing to 
others ( 2 Corinthians 1:4 ) 
 
When we go through suffering, we are 
eager to be of help to those who bear the 
same experiences. We see support groups 
where hurting people gather together for 
needed encouragement and hope. Those 
who minister with empathy best understand 
those who 
are hurting. 
 
God’s  Word   promises   that   “The   sufferings  
of this present time are not worth 
comparing with the glory that is to be 
revealed  in  us”  (Romans  8:18)  Christians 
are comforted and encouraged because 
they know that all suffering is worth it in 
the end. 
 

 

 

 

 

Put on the Lord 

Deepika Emmanuel Sagar 

“Keep  my  statues  and  do  them;;  I  am  the 
LORD  who  sets  you  apart”  (Lv  20:  8). 

These are the words which LORD spoke to 
Moses for the Israelites. And these are the 
words which still stand true; it is His laws 
and His commandments which separate us 
from the other communities and makes us a 
blessed one. How blessed are we to have 
the privilege of being His children and be 
under His saving grace, which we received 
through our savior Jesus Christ. What a 
blessing it is to call God our friend and give 
all our worries to Him as He cares for us 
(1Pt 5:7).  When we rejoice in being His 
children then we also need to realize that 
we have certain duties to fulfill. For if we 
live, we live for the Lord and if we die, we 
die for the Lord (Rom 14:8). When the Lord 
sees His children making efforts of getting 
closer to Him, He helps them to move on 
and climb up the ladder. Draw near to God 
and He will draw near to you (Jm 4:8). It is 
our prime duty to do what is right in the 
eyes of the Lord. As the word says- ‘you  
are not your own, for you are bought at a 
price; therefore   glorify   God   in   your   body’  
(1Cor  6:20).  We  are  God’s  sanctuary  and  it  
is very important for us to realize our own 
value in Him, the purpose of our creation 
and the purpose of our being alive.  
 
It can be so joyful to be a blessing to 
someone. Even when we are into our daily 
works we can try fulfilling His commands, 
for when we follow them we follow Christ 
and we sow what is right. A loving smile, a 
kind gesture to an elder, a compliment for 
encouragement, a warm handshake, a 
sincere time wish, sharing of blissful words 
with colleagues, there can be so many of 
such things which we can incorporate in our 
day to day activities to follow the Christian 
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Ethics which God wants to see in His 
people. God wants love not just in words or 
speech but in action (1Jn 4:18). This world 
associates Christians with some of the traits 
like affection, humbleness, diligence, 
honesty, hospitability, truthfulness and 
kindness. Why is that so? It is because this 
is how our Lord has taught us to be and this 
is how we try to be. Every generous act 
comes from the Father of lights (Jm 1:17). 
His laws sets us apart from rest of the world 
and how blessed we feel when someone 
recognizes us as Christians by our 
deportment; people of Christ, people in 
Christ. Thus says the Word- ‘put   on the 
Lord  Jesus  Christ’  (Rom  13:14). 
 
Deepika Emmanuel Sagar lives in India and 
has completed a Doctorate in Botany. God 
has blessed her with the gift of writing for 
His glory. 
 

The Heart that Breaks 

(The loss of a spouse) 

Jason Kippenberger 

I've often heard people use the phrase 
"having a heavy heart", but I guess I had 
never really known what such a phrase 
meant, until now. 

 
The heart becomes heavy when one feels 
emotional pain, such as in my case, the 
pain of losing something or someone very 
important to me. 
 
Then, following such a loss, the heart is 
overflowed and overwhelmed, might I add, 
with feelings, memories, and emotions, that 
the person was never aware of having. 
 
This, in itself, being the worst part of it all 

because the person will soon come to 
intensely regret having never been in touch 
with such feelings and/or emotions when 
they were yet manageable. 
 
Now... instead, the person feels a 
tremendously, growing and crushing 
heaviness, strain against the boarders of 
the heart, driving them towards the brink. 
 
And at this point, the body's survival 
processes kick in and it becomes harder 
and harder to breathe, as the heart, being 
of flesh, transcends the supernatural, and 
begins to weigh in upon the person's spirit, 
squeezing in on it like a vice, testing it 
against their inner most being, bringing into 
question true faith. 
 
And   if   all   this   weren’t   bad   enough,   these  
things are just the beginning of a dreaded, 
but unavoidable loneliness where those 
who are counted loved ones, family, and 
friends, appear no more than distant stars, 
millions of light-years away, They are seen 
as minute points of light only noticeable by 
their faint glow into an existence of dark 
and cold, emptiness in which you one day 
awaken. 

Here there is no warmth, no life giving rays 
of the sun, no air and no water. And 
resembling a fish out of water, you begin to 
gasp, violently bending and arching back 
and forth with involuntary inhalations, a 
futile search for desperate life. But there is 
no  air  here.  Here…  there  is  nothing. 

You are, for the first time, utterly and truly 
alone. Only the blood, flowing through your 
ears, breaks the silence. You frantically 
search for anything to occupy your time, 
your attention. But everything is empty and 
like the Wise man, so long ago stated, 
meaningless. 
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And some might say, outside of God 
Himself,   to   find   one’s   meaning,   one’s  
purpose, fulfilled within another, is 
foolishness, I having also been known to 
say such a thing. But as I now find myself 
despairing in the midst of such a void, I 
can’t   help   but   think   that  maybe,   by   finding  
oneself and personal best within another, 
the person may in turn, ultimately, satisfies 
finding God, as God, in His foreknowing, 
ordained such thing. And in the end, 
knowing  God,  is  what  life’s  all  about. 

 

Leap of Faith 

Kerry Nenn 

I was working out in my basement, which is 
equipped with two very large windows, 
complete with very large window wells. As I 
was jumping up and down from my stepper, 
I realized I had company. Someone was 
jumping along with me. A frog had hopped 
right into my window well, and now could 
not  get  out.   It’s  at   least   five   feet  deep,  so   I  
knew his little hops, no matter how mighty, 
were not going to cut it. Unless I wanted 
him to end his days there, I would have to 
help him. 
 
Out came the bucket. The well is large, but 
not big enough, I felt, for me to climb down 
there with him, within hopping distance of 
landing on me. I wanted to help him, not be 
his friend.  
 
My solution: the bucket. Tie string to 
bucket. Lower bucket. Scoop up frog. Dump 
frog in pond 200 feet away.  
 
Problem:   Frog   doesn’t   like   bucket.   Frog  
hops away from bucket. I plop bucket 
around the well after him. He hops away. 
 
This continued for a while. Sigh. 

 
New solution: Shovel. Scoop up frog with 
shovel. Dump frog in pond 200 feet away.  
Problem:  Frog  doesn’t  like  shovel.  Space  is  
barely wide enough to get a good angle for 
scooping. 
 
Are my neighbors seeing this? 
 
After many, many, MANY attempts, I finally 
climbed down the ladder to get a better 
angle. My fear was reaching shoulder level 
with the frog-filled shovel and receiving a 
face full of webbed feet. 
 
After a few miss-scoops, it finally worked. I 
ally-ooped him up out of the well, then 
followed him up. I scooped him up again 
from the grass, quickly walked him over to 
the pond, and slid him off the shovel at the 
bank.  
 
Have  a  nice   life,   little  guy.  And  don’t  come  
back! 
 
I’m   left   thinking.   I’m   sure   the   frog   wanted  
out of there. He must have realized there 
was no food or water, and he would die, 
right?  Or  maybe  not.  He  obviously  couldn’t  
tell   I  was  trying   to  help  him,  or  he  wouldn’t  
have fought me.  
 
Can   you   see   where   I’m   going   with   this?  
Yes,  I’m  the  frog.  You’re  the  frog.  We’re  all  
frogs, at least at one time or another. Ribbit. 
We  don’t  realize  we’re  in  trouble.  Or,  we  are  
sure  our   “mighty”  hops  are  going   to  get  us  
out, if we just - keep – jumping!  
 
God extends the bucket. God reaches in 
with a shovel. He even goes so far as to 
climb down into our world with us to save 
us. But, like the frog with the fly-sized brain, 
we   don’t   see   it.   We   see   threat   instead   of  
rescue,  or  help  we  don’t  want.  Why?  Wasn’t  
the frog much better off after I was finally 
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able to help him? Of course. But he did not 
realize this from his vantage point. His 
automatic response was to flee. We can be 
so stubborn, blind, rebellious, and more. If 
we  realize  God  is  trying  to  help  us,  we’ll  end  
up much better off too. We have to trust. 
At one point, I was tempted to just forget it. 
He   could   stay   there.   If   he   didn’t   want   out,  
he would suffer his fate. But, I decided to 
keep trying. I finally succeeded by forcing 
my will on him.  
 
God  won’t.  He  wants  to  save  us.  He  doesn’t  
want to leave anyone in the well. He will 
continue to extend the bucket and shovel, 
but we have to hop on.  
 
Kerry Nenn enjoys the variety of life she 
knows due to her experience, hobbies, and 
talents.  A  bachelor’s  degree  in  social  work,  
extensive U.S. travel, and creative pastimes 
have provided a wealth of knowledge for 
her mind and pleasure for her heart. 
Freelance writer, school photographer, and 
event planner are three of her favorite hats 
she currently wears. She continually seeks 
challenging assignments that utilize her 
God-given creative talents to make a 
positive impact on her community. To see 
what else Kerry is up to, visit her at 
www.nennpenn.com. 
 

A Moment to Reflect 
 

T.Young 
 
When I was younger, I used to believe that 
an  adult’s  problems  could  be  soothed  away  
by simply taking a bath.      Things getting 
hectic   at   work…take   a   bath.      The   family  
getting   on   your   nerves…take   a   bath.    
Overcome by the stresses of your bills and 
other financial  obligations…take  a  bath.     
 
Well in essence, the advertising team for 
Calgon had the right idea. Forgetting your 

worries can be achieved by being still and 
soaking.  You see, God never intended for 
His people to live stressed out lives.  He 
never intended  for  us  to  worry  about  what’s  
going to happen and how things are going 
to get worked out.   There is a place where 
you can submerge your total self and be 
given rest.  Exodus 33: 14 and Matthew 11: 
28 explain where you can find this place.  
The LORD   replied,   “My Presence will go 
with you, and I will give you rest.”  – Exodus 
33: 14 
 
“Come to me, all you who are weary and 
burdened, and I will give you rest. – 
Matthew 11: 28 
This place of rest and peace is in His 
presence. Since He is The Way, The Truth 
and the Light, you will, as you enter in and 
remain in His presence, realize that He is 
your burden bearer and heavy load sharer.   
How do you soak in His presence?   
 
First,  you  run  the  water  of  His  Word…  make  
it  hot,  because  God  doesn’t   like   lukewarm.    
Read His Word on a daily basis.  It is an 
offensive and defensive tool against the 
snares of the enemy.   
 
Next, you pour in the beads of belief 
(CALGON –Christ, Almighty, Lord, God, 
Omnipotent, Nobility) into this water.  
Hebrews 11:6 “…for  he  who  comes  to God 
must believe that He is, and that He is a 
rewarder  of  those  who  diligently  seek  Him.”  
Then, you just plop right on in, lay back and 
enjoy. Psalms 46:10 Be still, and know that 
I am God. Hey,   while   you’re   at   it,   hum   a  
little inspirational tune.  Psalm 22: 3 He 
does inhabit praises of His people. 
 
Sounds too easy huh?  But it truly is. It is 
time for us as the people of God to really 
and   truly   learn   to   forgo   our   “feelings”   and  
what we see going on around us and 
believe, truly believe His Word that He will 

http://www.nennpenn.com/
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1) Never leave us nor forsake us 
2) Give us peace in the time of a storm 
3) Make His strength sufficient in our weak 
areas 
4) Hide us from the enemy 
5) Provide for our every need as He does 
the  birds  of  the  air… 
 
The list goes on and on.  The bible speaks 
of a peace that passes all understanding.  It 
can   be   achieved.      It’s   the   peace   that   will  
cause  people  to  look  at  you  and  ask,  “How  
can you take having almost thirty kids in 
your class and still smile?  How are you still 
able   to   make   it   when   you   haven’t   had   a  
raise in over four years?  How can you still 
end your day with a laugh when you have 
that kid or those kids in  your  room?”      …but  
God 
 
So take a bath in CALGON our Christ 
Almighty Lord God Omnipotent Nobility. He 
will do as He has promised for He is faithful 
and just. 
Have a blessed week! 
 
 
 

   Religious and Lost 

                  Shaila D Touchton 

 Many people think that just by going and 
belonging to some  church  ,by mere 
confession of   Jesus Christ as their savior 
is enough ,  being a good person, doing 
religious things, etc.  are saved and is  
enough to get to heaven .  Bible does not 
teach that those who profess Christianity 
and return to their sinful ways are still 
‘guaranteed  heaven’. 
 
The   Bible   repeatedly   said   that   “the  
unrighteous shall not inherit the kingdom of 
God. The one example we see is Judas, 
even though he was a follower of Christ and 

he  was   fallen   from  grace.   “You have fallen 
from   grace’’   (Gal   5:4).   In   John   3:1-7, 
Nicodemus, a religious leader of the Jews, 
was lost in his sins without Christ. In later 
stage Nicodemus became a believer and 
was one of the disciples who later prepared 
the body of Jesus and buried him in the 
tomb. 
 
Mathew 7:21-23 reminds us that “Not 
everyone   who   says   to   Me,   ‘Lord,   Lord,’  
shall enter the kingdom of heaven, but he 
who does the will of My Father in 
heaven.  22 Many will say to Me in that day, 
‘Lord,  Lord,  have  we  not  prophesied  in  Your  
name, cast out demons in Your name, and 
done   many   wonders   in   Your   name?’  23 
And   then   I   will   declare   to   them,   ‘I   never  
knew you; depart from Me, you who 
practice lawlessness.” 
 
Many people claim to "believe in Jesus" or 
to "love Jesus Christ without obeying His 
commands are saved but they ignore the 
scripture John 14:21 says “Whoever has 
my commands and obeys them, he is the 
one who loves me. He who loves me will be 
loved by my Father, and I too will love him 
and show myself to him.” 
 
No one is going to fool God on Judgment 
Day. God will judge every man, individually, 
according to his work. 1st Peter 1:16 says 
“Because   it   is  written,  Be  ye  holy;;   for   I  am  
holy. And if ye call on the Father, who 
without respect of persons judgeth 
according to every man's work, pass the 
time  of  your  sojourning  here  in  fear.” 
 
Conclusion:  So   let’s  have  a  purpose   in  our  
heart to live right (Daniel 1:8), obey gods 
commandments, read scriptures that we 
might not sin against God (Psalm 119:11), 
pray that we enter not into temptation 
(Matthew 26:41)and put on the whole 
armour of God (Ephesians 6:13-18) and 
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cover ourselves with the precious Blood of 
Jesus Christ so that we walk holy, righteous 
and blameless before God  by forsaking our 
sins. 
 
Shaila D Touchton was born and raised in a 
well educated family in India and has 
completed her Bachelor of Electrical & 
Electronics Engineering Degree from 
NMAMIT, India and other various 
Certifications Courses in Computers & 
Networking. Also she has Doctor of Biblical 
Studies, Doctor of Theological Study 
Ministries, Doctor of Christian Counseling 
and Doctor of Internet Evangelism .She had 
worked for I.T and Engineering companies 
in the past and now she is a stay Home 
Christian Mother, Wife of Daniel B 
Touchton and a Christian writer contributing 
articles. She has self-published three books 
using print-on-demand called Christian 
Living,   Seek   God’   s   Truth   and   Living   a  
Godly Life . She has passion for writing 
Christian articles and has contributed many 
articles and blogs online. She has a great 
love for the study of God’s word in a deep 
way. She has an incredible heart to serve 
the Lord and she loves to encourage and 
uplift others to a deeper relationship with 
Jesus Christ and spread the Gospel of 
Jesus Christ through her writings. God 
bless each and every one of you who takes 
the time to read her articles.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

God is Calling: Hidden Bible 
Messages Revealed in Painting  

 
Cassandra Islam 

 

 
 
We   have   all   heard   of   “physical  
manifestations”   of   God   leading   headlines  
and breaking news. Thousands have 
flocked to see the face of the Virgin Mary in 
a tortilla, an image of Jesus in the clouds 
and so on and so forth. But one thing these 
manifestations have in common is that they 
vanish as quickly as they appear as they 
are fleeting images that fade away and are 
eventually a forgotten piece of history, only 
to be later doubted or questioned. I was 
never one to believe or even maintain the 
slightest interest in these so-called 
manifestations but the tables have turned 
as I now have my own story to tell. 
 
I am an artist, and by no means a great 
artist, but I have in my possession what 
may be the most valuable piece of art in all 
of history. My painting is no ordinary oil 
painting, it is extraordinary and 
supernatural.   I  call   it   “The  Revelation.”   It   is  
a lasting, tangible manifestation of God with 
a message for all of humanity hidden and 
scattered throughout. The message, in its 
simplest form, is to bring people to Jesus 
Christ   before   it’s   too   late.  Today’s   skeptics  
would dismiss this notion in a heartbeat but 
there are several aspects to consider that 



36 
 

make this painting incredibly unbelievable 
and unforgettable, yet very credible. 
 
First, the many hidden images embedded 
throughout the painting can only be seen 
from certain angles and only in certain 
lighting, overcast being the optimal viewing 
choice.  When looking at the painting from 
the left, the painting miraculously 
transforms into something entirely different. 
In fact, when looking at the head-on view 
and  “The  Revelation”  view  side  by  side  it  is  
difficult to fathom that they are one and the 
same   painting.   “The   Revelation”   view   is  
reminiscent of a stained glass window in a 
historic cathedral; whereas, the head-on 
view resembles a leaf or an eye. Second, 
there is not just one image in this painting 
that would warrant the claim of a physical 
manifestation; there are many images that 
are dispersed throughout the painting that 
appear to transform when viewed from 
different positions. Yes, the painting is also 
multidimensional. Images of Jesus carrying 
people,  God’s   face   in   the clouds, the Holy 
Spirit, a protective hand keeping evil spirits 
away are just some of the images that can 
be seen from one dimension. From another 
slant, a frightening image of a beast 
devouring a human head suddenly appears 
with an overarching angel and blood 
stained sickle. For a period spanning 
several months God has revealed these 
images to me and explained their 
significance and meaning. Essentially, the 
painting is representative of the New 
Testament, but this time He has chosen to 
use art to convey His message. The story 
of   “The  Revelation”  painting  starts  with   the  
Crucifixion of Christ to the Ascension to the 
Rapture to the Tribulation and finally ends 
with the Harvest of the world. 
 
If this wasn't enough persuasive evidence 
to nudge a doubting Thomas, there is also 
an inscription in the face of Jesus. The 

letters PS 512 are written vertically in the 
“crucified”   image  of  Christ.  This   represents  
Psalm  51:2  which  states  “Wash  away  all  my  
iniquity  and  cleanse  me  from  my  sins.”  This  
is   the   heart   of   God’s message   in   “The  
Revelation,”   the   call   to   come   to   Christ   for  
salvation. 
 
The  detail  and  imagery  of  “The  Revelation”  
are astonishing and compelling.  The 
transformation is astounding. This is more 
than a physical manifestation; this is a call 
from God Almighty.  
 
 
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWPjUju
ScJw  

 

Freedom 

Chris Smith 

Some of the meanings of Freedom is 
liberation or to be released from slavery, 
restraint, and from the power of another. 
Our individual liberation, or release from 
any form of slavery, any kind of restraint, 
and from the controlling power of any 
individual(s) is a spiritual condition within 
the inner man or woman that must be dealt 
with spiritually, In the name of JESUS. 
 
At this particular time, GOD, In the name of 
JESUS, whom is the same yesterday, 
today, and forever has been, will be, and 
presently represented by the Holy Spirit, the 
Holy Ghost, whom is the Spirit of The Lord 
JESUS, whom is more than able to bring 
forth individual liberation or Freedom within 
the inner man or woman in the midst of any 
form of slavery environment, any kind of 
restraining pressure(s), and from the 
controlling  power  of  any   individual(s)   that’s  
trying to hinder any other individual(s) 
spiritual, personal, financial, and physical 
growth, increase, prosperity, and success. 

http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWPjUjuScJw
http://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vWPjUjuScJw
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This is the truth because no matter what 
environment, pressure(s), and controlling 
hindering powers that exist, when the Holy 
Spirit or Holy Ghost, whom is the Spirit of 
The Lord JESUS appears spiritually in the 
midst of those hindering and controlling 
environments, pressures, and powers, 
Freedom has just taken over in the inner 
man or woman, which will carry over unto 
our outer environment(s) and 
circumstances as liberation uprooted those 
controlling and hindering powers, 
pressures, environments, and 
circumstances, In the name of JESUS.  
 
To illustrate this truth by scripture, in the 
Holy Bible, go to the book of II Corinthians, 
chapter 3, verse 17, and it reads, 
“Now  the Lord is that Spirit: and where the 
Spirit  of  The  Lord  is,  there  is  liberty.” 
 
In order for the Spirit of The Lord, the Holy 
Spirit or Holy Ghost, to bring Freedom into 
your inner man or inner woman, you as an 
individual must receive the anointing of the 
Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost, In the name of 
JESUS. Once you as an individual is 
anointed with the Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost, 
then you will have the GOD given spiritual 
ability to preach or proclaim the gospel or 
good news about JESUS Christ to yourself 
first and to those who are in need 
financially, spiritually, and physically, In the 
name of JESUS; to make whole and restore 
the positive feelings, self-esteem, 
confidence, family, or hope to those 
individuals whose positive feelings, self-
esteem, confidence, family, and hope has 
been crushed, shattered, or stolen, In the 
name of JESUS; to preach or proclaim with 
GOD given spiritual ability, confidence, and 
boldness without pride, but with humility to 
release those individuals that are in prison 
spiritually, financially, physically, or in 
bondage in a relationship(s), In the name of 
JESUS; Also, to bring back the vision, sight, 

dreams, and future to those individuals who 
cannot see with their eyes, who no longer 
have any dreams to pursue, or who has no 
future to look forward to, In the name of 
JESUS; And to give a GOD given spiritual 
ability of Freedom to those individuals who 
have been battered, disabled, broken down, 
crushed, wounded, or injured, In the name 
of JESUS.  
 
To illustrate these truths by scripture, in the 
Holy Bible, go to the book of Luke, chapter 
4, verse 18, and it reads, 
“The  Spirit  of  the  Lord  is  upon  me,  because  
he hath anointed me to preach the gospel 
to the poor; he hath sent me to heal the 
brokenhearted, to preach deliverance to the 
captives, and recovering of sight to the 
blind, to set at liberty them that are 
bruised,” 
To receive the anointing of the Holy Spirit or 
Holy Ghost, just ask GOD for the anointing 
of the Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost while 
proclaiming and believing that JESUS is 
Lord, and the Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost will 
come upon you by faith, which will be 
confirmed by you speaking in a heavenly 
language or other unknown tongues that 
you will not be familiar with. 
 
Another confirmation that you have been, 
and continuing to be anointed with the Holy 
Spirit or Holy Ghost is that you will have 
spiritual comfort in your mind, will, 
emotions, and understanding from our 
Father GOD in Heaven by faith, In the 
name of JESUS. This Spiritual Comforter, 
whom is the Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost that 
Blesses us individuals with Spiritual comfort 
from our Father GOD in Heaven, In the 
name of JESUS, will instruct us individuals 
what and what not to do concerning each 
and every situation, event, circumstance, 
deed, or act by planting the Word of GOD in 
our spirit, mind, will, emotions, and 
understanding because JESUS speaks the 



38 
 

Word of GOD that brings life, guidance, 
directions, and protection from Heaven into 
our inner man and inner woman. To 
illustrate this truth by scripture, in the Holy 
Bible, go to the book of John, chapter 14, 
verse 26, and it reads, 
“But   the   Comforter,   which   is   the   Holy  
Ghost, whom the Father will send in my 
name, he shall teach you all things, and 
bring all things to your remembrance, 
whatsoever  I  have  said  unto  you.” 
 
To get to know JESUS more personally, we 
must understand that when the Comforter, 
whom is the Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost, is 
dwelling inside of us Spiritually by faith, it is 
because the Comforter was sent by JESUS 
from our Father GOD in Heaven as the 
Spirit of Truth, which is released out of the 
Throne of GOD Almighty to bear witness, 
prove, bring evidence, and show by faith 
Spiritually and personally that JESUS is 
Lord, that we could do all things through 
Christ which strengthen us individuals.  
To illustrate this truth by scripture by 
scripture, in the Holy Bible, go to the book 
of John, chapter 15, verse 26, and it reads, 
“But  when   the  Comforter   is   come,  whom   I  
will send unto you from the Father, even the 
Spirit of truth, which proceedeth from the 
Father, he shall testify  of  me:” 
 
Once you as an individual will have 
knowledge of, believe, and receive the truth 
that JESUS is Lord, that we could do all 
things through Christ which strengthen us, 
that the anointing of the Holy Ghost or Holy 
Spirit breaks through any bondage, slavery, 
hindrance, pressure, or circumstances, that 
the Holy Spirit or Holy Ghost teaches us all 
things concerning GOD Almighty, In the 
name of JESUS, and that the Holy Spirit or 
Holy Ghost comes into us from Heaven 
through JESUS Christ only, then these 
truths will cause individuals to have liberty 
to dream, to pursue, to gather, to be 

successful, to live a clean and righteous 
life, to have divine health and prosperity, to 
look forward to a bright future, and for our 
childhood dreams to come true.  
To illustrate these truths by scripture, in the 
Holy Bible, go to the book of John, chapter 
8, verse 32, and it reads, 
“And  ye  shall   know   the   truth,  and   the   truth  
shall  make  you  free.” 
In the name of JESUS, Amen. 
 
Chris Smith, is CEO of Love of Christ 
Ministries, and is called and committed to 
teach the Gospel of The Lord Jesus Christ, 
Amen. He became a born again Christian 
believer by faith in August of 1995, and in 
1998, Love of Christ Ministries began to 
teach the Gospel of The Lord Jesus Christ. 
He received an Associates of Arts Degree 
in Business/Accounting from Ohlone 
College in 1988, which is located in 
Fremont, California. 
 

Hey Human, What Are You Doing 
With Your Life? 

Caitlin Jean LaBrie 

The American dream is a legendary ideal 
sought after instinctively as the epitome of 
human ambition. It beckons to our sense of 
pride and accomplishment. Take heed, for 
the stars always shine brighter on the other 
side. This internal perception fuels our 
subconscious every waking moment. 
Whether it is in the simplicity of the now, or 
the obscurity of the future, humans are 
irrefutably wired to seek melioration in 
every aspect of personal existence. Not one 
of   us   has  uttered   “I   hope   tomorrow  will   be  
worse  than  today.”   
 
Let   us   draw   insight   from   “If you give a 
mouse a cookie.”   The plot exemplifies a 
vicious circle of desire. When you purchase 
a home, it will inevitably need 
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improvements. When you get a car, it will 
need to be maintained. A promotion at work 
leads to an updated wardrobe or arsenal of 
gadgets and technology. At what point is 
enough, enough, and what goal will fulfill 
the pursuit of contentment? Our possessive 
nature and drive to acquire material wealth 
is fattening the beast that blinds us from 
knowing true happiness. There is an 
expiration date on the joy that monetary 
gain has to offer. A new shirt or piece of 
jewelry will undoubtedly please us for a 
while but its luster fades and leaves behind 
a  craving  for  what’s  next. 
 
There is a whimsical and romantic notion to 
life that most of us are afraid to embrace. 
You were wonderfully made, perfectly 
imperfect in all your ways and unique 
beyond definition. Meditate on the voice 
inside   your   heart.   It  may   cry   “Hey   human,  
what are you doing with your life? When did 
you lose the passion for singing, for 
dancing, for believing?”   If   we   do   not   allow  
ourselves to become crippled by the fear of 
not having enough, we will be free to use 
the gift of talent that thrives in each and 
every soul. 
 
We are creatures designed with the intent 
of   increase  for  all  humanity’s  sake.   It   is  an 
arduous journey to overthrow the mental 
binds that have been instilled in us since 
birth but there is more to be gained out of 
sacrifice than all the riches in the world. 
Take a moment to ponder a perfect life. 
Comprehend the phrase for what it truly is. 
Let it morph into a mere idiom because to 
the living, there is no such reality. Are you 
bold enough to unfetter your aspirations 
from societal decree and forge a path to 
your meaningful purpose? 
 
Caitlin Jean LaBrie has had a wild and 
colorful life so far. One could describe her 
adolescence as a toxic slew of crapulence 

and separation. Her story revives the 
accord that God is always the usher of our 
time here on earth. She had faith as a grain 
of mustard seed and by virtue of grace, was 
blessed.  Caitlin is now on miraculous 
sojourn to invest her talents in the souls of 
those adrift.  

 
Do You Know My Name? 

 
Lacey A. Beatty 

 
 
Do you know my name? 
It's doubtful that you do 
I don't get much fame 
For the things that I do 
I don't mind giving the credit 
To those I produce 
In fact I am counting on it, 
For my name to be reduced 
So that I can keep the power, 
Over what you produce 
 
Do you know my name? 
It's doubtful that you do 
 
I don't speak 
But I do sneak 
I won't kneel, 
But I will make you feel 
The hurt 
Like dirt 
The stress 
Of never coming close to being the best 
But far, far less then you want to confess 
 
What a drain 
Simply because you don't know my name 
 
I was in the garden with Adam and Eve 
Can you believe? 
 
That I was at the base of Mount Sinai with 
all of Israel 
That chosen race 
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It's hard to deny, 
No matter how hard you try 
 
Do you know my name? 
It's doubtful that you do 
 
I was there when you were born, 
Looking for who could be conformed, 
To do the harm of planting my seed 
 
Do you know my name? 
It's doubtful that you do. 
 
I am the seed that... 
Picked on you 
Ran from you 
Jumped on you 
Beat on you 
Left you 
Touched you 
Forgot you 
Yelled at you 
Disowned you 
Never wanted you 
And favored anyone but you 
 
Do you know my name? 
It's doubtful that you do. 
 
But I know your name, 
I know all about you 
 
You smoke because of me 
You lie because of me 
You brag and cheat because of me 
You snort because of me 
You can't even see, that 
You can't deal with life because of me 
 
So you 
You shoot up because of me 
You sell because of me 
You drink because of me 
You bully because of me 
You fight because of me 
You have sex, after the next, 

After the next and the next 
 
My goodness 
What a wreak 
 
Until you question God for giving you life  
All because of me 
 
Do you know my name? 
It's doubtful that you do 
 
I don't get much fame, 
For the things that I do 
I don't mind giving the credit, 
To those I produce 
In fact I am counting on it, 
That my name to be reduced. 
So that I can keep the power 
Over what you produce 
 
You see, 
I am 
The touch 
The word 
The look 
The sound 
The thought 
The seed 
I am rejection 
That's me 
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My Interview with Jeremy Boudreaux 

Andrew Brunet 

(Jeremy Boudreaux has been a part of 
Crossfire since 1999, he is also an 
Associate Pastor of Crossfire and a panel 
member on Generation of the Cross. He is 
also involved with the Prison Ministry 
through JSM and is dedicated to reaching 
souls through the Preaching and Teaching 
of the Cross without compromise.) 
 
What is your favorite portion of scripture 
and why? 
 
My favorite portion of Scripture is 
Colossians 2:6, which quotes "As you 
therefore received Christ Jesus the Lord, so 
walk ye in Him" (KJV). In today's churches, 
this scripture is misunderstood by the 
church because it talks about after you get 
saved, you not only must accept him but 
also walk in him 24/7. We have to walk in 
him by faith based on what He did at the 
cross. 
 
What are your favorite Worship songs? 
Holy,Holy,Holy Lord God Almighty 
 
Lord You're Beautiful 
He'll Calm Your Storms- Jimmy Swaggart 
featuring Phil Driscoll. 
 
In the Bible, who are your favorite 
prophets or people and why? 
 
Besides Christ, one of my favorites is the 
Apostle Paul. Paul preached on the 
meaning of the new covenant, and on 
Christ and him being crucified. The 
disciples preached on the Resurrection and 
they  didn’t  preach  the  cross  until  Paul  gave  
it to them. One of my other favorites is 
Peter, Peter has been looked down on 
because of his failures, but in the Bible 
Jesus told Peter someone here is gonna 

deny me, before the cock crows thrice. He 
told Peter "I pray that your faith faileth not" 
which means I pray that when you do deny 
me, I pray that your faith does not fail. 
 
What is your testimony on how you 
accepted Jesus Christ into your life and 
also how did the Lord call you into 
ministry? 
 
When I was little, I was raised by my 
grandma, my grandfather died when I was 
6. While I lived with my grandma, I 
remember going into the bedroom laying on 
the floor while she would play Rev. Jimmy 
Swaggart's music, I remember the peace 
that would come through the room so 
strong that I would want to come back each 
and every night that she played those 
cassette tapes. .I got saved in 1999 when I 
was 19. I was on drugs and alcohol, also 
living with a bunch of friends in a trailer who 
did the same. After I got saved, the 
presence of the Lord told me I needed to be 
in Jimmy Swaggart's church so I went and 
would listen to the message and the music 
then I would go back home. Now after 
being saved not knowing how to live for 
God, I was back on drugs, and I remember 
crying out to the Lord and saying Jesus 
over and over again. I remember this one 
particular night laying on my bed and I 
remember my grandma coming in praying 
for me and I told her that I was rededicate 
and cry out to the Lord and when I would 
cry out to him . Well she prayed for me, I 
remember the power of God being so 
strong that I rolled off of the bed into the 
floor and I remember so vividly Christ 
standing before me and I was bowing at his 
prostrate. I remember the Holy Spirit 
coming over top of me and speaking in 
other tongues and realizing that this is who 
I believed in. This Scripture was applied to 
my life it was spoken by the Apostle Paul 
"So I find it to be a law that when I want to 
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do right, evil lies close at hand. For I delight 
in the law of God in my inmost self, but I 
see in my members another law at war with 
the law of my mind and making me captive 
to the law which dwells in my members. 
 
I began ministry in 2003 when Pastor 
Gabriel Swaggart became the youth pastor 
of Crossfire Youth Ministries down in Baton 
Rouge, Louisiana. At the time, we had 
started a radio program on Sonlife Radio 
Network called "Crosstalk". The radio hosts 
were myself, Keith Babin, Gerald Moreno, 
and also the kids who were involved would 
be able to tune-in and also be on the show. 
I became an associate youth pastor with 
Crossfire under Gabriel Swaggart in 2010 
and still remain one at this present time.  
 
If you could tell the teens and adults that 
do believe in the Lord about the end-
times. How would you tell them to 
prepare? What Scriptures would you 
share? 
 
I would give them this advice "Seek the 
Lord not only for his hands but his face.  
Live according to the Word of Almighty God 
by placing your faith in Christ and what he 
did at the cross 24/7. I would share I 
Thessalonians 4:16 For the Lord himself 
shall descend from heaven with a shout, 
with the voice of the archangel, and with the 
trump of God, and the dead in Christ shall 
rise first. 1 Thessalonians 4:17 Then we 
which are alive and remain shall be caught 
up together with them in the clouds, to meet 
the Lord in the air; and so shall we ever be 
with the Lord. I Thessalonians 4:18 
Wherefore comfort one another with these 
words. The reason why I picked this 
particular scripture is because I had a 
dream 6 months after I was saved, it was 
dark I was standing outside looking up at a 
star. I wasn't thinking about God or anything 
spiritual, then all of a sudden, I felt the 

power of God from the top of my head go 
all the way down to the soles of my feet, in 
the moment that it hit the soles of my feet I 
had a sensation of being lifted up and flying 
through the air, and I was saying over and 
over again, This is it, This is it! Then I woke 
up!! So sense then I wanted to get closer 
and closer to the Lord, so I would not miss 
this upcoming advent! The rapture of the 
church. 
 
What advice would you give to the lost 
and dying world that we live in today 
and why? 
 
I would tell them that there is an answer for 
each and every broken-heart, for each and 
every sinner, for each and every believer 
and that being the Lord Jesus Christ. 
Accept Him and all will go well, not saying 
that you won't have troubles and trials but 
He will comfort you through them. 
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Book Reviews 

Learning to Walk in Freedom: A 
Journey in Five Steps 

 
By Brenna Kate Simonds 

 

 
 
I first read Brenna Kate Simonds in a brief 
blog post that she shared with 
FINDINGBalance. As the editor of that 
ministry’s   blog   I   approach   most  
submissions with a critical eye. I usually 
find a sentence or two to prune and 
sometimes   the   story   just   doesn’t   address  
our audience. However, when I read 
Brenna’s  story,   I   knew   it  was  not  only  well  
written and would appeal to any audience, 
but that it would speak to, and change, 
anyone who was blessed to read it.  
 
Immediately,   I   headed   over   to   Brenna’s  
website, Living Unveiled. I had to read more 
from this bold and beautiful woman, a 
woman who unashamedly writes from her 
pain, and bravely pours life into the secret 
wounds of strangers. It was there I 
discovered her book.  
 
Learning to Walk in Freedom: A Journey in 
Five Steps, is the culmination, for now, of 
Brenna’s  ministry  to  any  who  feel  bound  by  
sin, failure, defeat, loneliness and fear. I 
say culmination, because to produce a 
book this deep is a monstrous effort of faith 

and energy, but Brenna is only on the cusp 
of what God intends to do for and through 
her.  
 
I picked up, Learning to Walk in Freedom, 
as one now walking in freedom after 15 
years of bondage to anorexia. I felt 
camaraderie with Brenna from the very start 
as she tells her story of battling an eating 
disorder. But almost anyone will find 
common ground with the author, who also 
shares of struggling with same sex 
attraction, emotional dependency, self-
injury and chronic low self-esteem.  
 
With empathy, Brenna lays open her own 
wounds and tells of the healing Jesus 
Christ gave her—how through Him she 
learned to walk in freedom. Then, 
employing an almost simplistic strategy she 
walks her reader through five steps leading 
them straight to the throne of grace. 
 
Now lest you fear that this is a preachy 
book, written only with the holy-there-than-
thou, assured-of-their-salvation, from the 
preface, Brenna invites everyone to join her 
on this journey. She writes: 
 
“You  may  not  be  sure  you  really  know  God,  
or you may be quite confident that you 
don’t.  You  may  not  be  sure  that  you  want  to  
know Him anymore. Perhaps you have 
experienced a measure of freedom, have 
long  since  moved  past  that  “gasping  for  air”  
feeling, but still dream and hope, as I did, 
for more than this. 
 
This  book  is  for  you  all.” 
 
Brenna  doesn’t  abandon  her  readers  after  a  
careful explanation of the five steps to 
walking in freedom. Instead, she grips their 
hand a little tighter, tugs again and says, 
“Let’s  make  this  personal.”   
 

http://www.findingbalance.com/
http://www.livingunveiled.com/
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For each of the five steps, Brenna compiles 
all of the Scripture references used in the 
book. Then, she asks pointed, inductive 
questions   to   help   the   reader,   “feel   the  
ground   beneath   their   feet”,   as   they   take  
each step.  
 
Lastly, Brenna shares her testimony in full 
detail. I love that she saved the gritty 
intricacies of her story until the end. Such 
humility. She gives her readers enough to 
identify with her and feel safe as they follow 
her through the steps toward freedom. But 
she   doesn’t   offer   up   her   story   of  
courageous recovery until the very end. 
Throughout the book, the focus remains on 
the reader and on the work that God can 
do, will do and is doing in their own lives.  
 
      
                     -Abby Kelly 

 

 

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 
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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.  

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 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Predatory Lies of Anorexia, a 
Survivors Story 

 
By Abby Kelly 

 
A review by Brenda K. Blakely 

 
Golden Nuggets Weapons of 
Understanding 
 
I would almost want to elaborate the title of 
Abby  Kelly’s  book  to  The Predatory Lies of 
Satan, Self-lies, the Construction of Idols 
and Tough Love. The lies of Satan, our own 
weakness toward the idols we set up in our 
own lives and the instability of youthful 
immaturity are exposed as the reader of 
Abby  Kelly’s  book  uncovers  golden  nuggets  
of truth and testimony and the tough love of 
those around her.  
 
The term predatory so clearly states the 
truth  of  Satan’s  prowl  and  pursuit.   
 
Readers  of  Abby’s  book  are drawn into the 
journey with Abby as she bravely exposes 
her struggles, feelings, and discoveries 
along the pilgrim trail to finding that Jesus is 
the only answer. Moments of insight along 
the way and a victorious ending allow 
readers to celebrate with her as she 
journeys toward her only hope of true 
survival; real and genuine surrender to 
God’s  will  and  His  plan  for  her  life.   
 
Thru   Abby’s   revealing   her   innermost  
thoughts one can gain a new understanding 
of the struggles that many people go 
through just to survive each day. Survival 
mode   is   not   God’s   plan   for   mankind.   He  
never intended for us to be in control, He 
knew where that would lead mankind. Abby 
shares the pain, the deception, the cover 
ups and the insight that may help those of 
us who may sit in judgment of other people 
and those of us who really want to help 
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others to realize that things are not always 
what they seem to be.  
 
Surrender Your All Today doesn’t   come  
easily  or  naturally  as  Abby’s  story  so  clearly  
indicates. Just following her carefully 
detailed description of discovery, 
acceptance, steps forward and steps 
backward   as   she   moves   closer   to   God’s  
plan and surrenders to His plan and will for 
her life will bring new light for those who 
struggle with anorexia and/or any idol or 
predatory lie of which humans are prone to 
take into ownership.  
 
Her confusion and perception of the tough 
love exhibited by those around her are 
enlightening for those who desire to 
encourage our loved ones caught in the 
web of deception.  
 
Reading The Predatory Lies of Anorexia 
can be likened to an experience of mining 
gold deep in the darkness of earth. As the 
survivor story progresses and the reader 
moves from one heartbreaking event of 
Abby’s   life   to   another   golden   nuggets   of  
truth surface. Allowing God to use the 
revealed truth of these nuggets equips us 
with weapons of understanding, prepares 
us to overcome the wiles of Satan and cope 
with our own fleshly desires and 
manifestations.   
 
A must read for those who desire to join the 
celebration of victory as the crowd grows 
within those who are blessed by reading 
Abby’s   story   and   are   equipped   to   find   the  
only hope of true survival: surrender to 
God’s  plan  and  will  for  our  lives.   
 
 

 

 

Longing for Godliness: Restoring 
God’s  Image  Within  Us 

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 
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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 
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 

 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



48 
 

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) 

 
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 

mailto:editor@believerlife.com
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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. 
 

(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) 
 

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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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) 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 


