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From the Editor 

 
Welcome to April’s edition of Believer Life! April is a beautiful spring month and 

this year it’s also the time we celebrate our Savior’s resurrection. His resurrection 

is a great encouragement to every believer, and I pray in that same spirit this 

edition will be an encouragement to you. I want to welcome all of our new 

readers and authors and hope you will be blessed by what you read here.  

 

I know not everyone has taken a close look on our website of the submission 

guidelines for Believer Life at www.believerlife.com.  By following these 

guidelines you make the creation of Believer Life more uniform and simpler. One 

particular guideline I would ask that you give special attention to is this one: 

“Writings should be submitted in Word format with 12pt Arial font and 

justified margins. Please do not paste the writing in an email. Attach it to 

the email in Word format.” Additionally, if you would like a biographical snippet 

about yourself included with your writing please include it at the end of each 

submission. Otherwise it will not be included. It should be no longer than 3-4 

lines long. 

 

I also continue to look for a volunteer who would be interested in doing layout 

and graphic design for Believer Life. If you are interested please contact me at 

editior@believerlife.com. 

 

Our next edition will come out in mid-June so you can go ahead and start 

sending in your submissions. I pray many blessing upon you this Resurrection 

season. 

 

 

 

         Ramsey Coutta 

         Editor 

 

  

http://www.believerlife.com/
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Easter is for Remembering 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
How do you remember something? Do you 
tie a string around your finger? Make a 
note? Write it on your bathroom mirror or 
say it out loud to yourself over and over? 
 
Just moments ago I folded up an eight-
page letter that my grandparents wrote to 
me almost 25 years ago. I found it when I 
was going through my parents’ basement. I 
was helping them prepare to move, so we 
opened dozens of boxes that had been 
tucked away for years. As we opened each 
box and unwrapped the contents, it felt like 
Christmas discovering old toys, out-grown 
dresses and dusty photo albums. I was a 
little sad as we separated out many things 
to give away, but it was also a precious 
time of reliving special memories.  
 
As Easter draws closer, it’s important to 
remember what it’s really about—
remembering.  
 
You’re heard of The Last Supper, right? It 
was the last dinner Jesus shared with His 
disciples before His death and resurrection. 
You’ve also probably heard of Passover. 
But did you know that they are related? Did 
you know that the Last Supper and 
Passover are memorials?  
 
Just like my grandparents’ letter helps me 
to remember them, and just like the boxes 
in my parents’ basement bring special 
memories to mind, these two meals were 
given by God to help us remember. 
 
The Israelites had been slaves in Egypt for 
almost 400 years. After a series of plagues 
designed to force Pharaoh to free His 
people, God sent one final punishment. In 
order to separate out His people, to mark 

them and keep them safe as those who 
believed in the One True God, the Israelites 
killed a lamb and painted their door frames 
with its blood. Then, they ate their final 
meal in Egypt quietly inside their homes. 
That meal consisted of the lamb, 
unleavened bread and bitter herbs. That 
final meal became a feast that the Israelites 
celebrated every year called The Passover.  
 
Exodus 12:25b-27 says, “When you enter 
the land the LORD has promised to give 
you, you will continue to observe 
[Passover]. Then your children will ask, 
‘What does this ceremony mean?’ And you 
will reply, ‘It is the Passover sacrifice to the 
LORD, for he passed over the houses of 
the Israelites in Egypt. And though he 
struck the Egyptians, he spared our 
families.’” 
 
Centuries later, in a quiet, upstairs room, 
Jesus and his disciples sat down to eat the 
Passover meal together and remember how 
God freed the Israelites. But, as Jesus 
broke the bread and poured the wine, He 
told the disciples something new: 
 
“…and when he had given thanks, he broke 
it and said, ‘This is my body, which is for 
you; do this in remembrance of me.’ In the 
same way, after supper he took the cup, 
saying, ‘This cup is the new covenant in my 
blood; do this, whenever you drink it, in 
remembrance of me.’”  
(1 Corinthians 11:24-25) 
 
Jesus still wanted the Passover to help 
them remember, but now He wanted them, 
and us, to remember something different. 
When Jesus died on the cross for our sins, 
He became our Passover Lamb. Because 
He died, God now “passes over” us; He 
forgives us and we don’t have to pay for our 
sins. Those who do not believe in Jesus, 
just like the Egyptians did not believe in The 
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One True God, will not be passed over and 
they will face punishment for their sins. 
 
Lord, 
This Easter, as we sit down to special 
meals, church services and time with family 
and friends, remind us to stop and 
remember. Help us to remember what 
Jesus did for us—for everyone. And give us 
boldness to tell others about the Gospel of 
Jesus Christ. 

 

I Held the Hammer 
 

Donna Edgar 
 
The wind speaks His name and whispers 
'Calvary', 
Time echo's the sound of iron piercing tree. 
Drops of blood hit the ground as the cross 
was put in place, 
Down through the years, blood mixed with 
tears, hung God's Amazing Grace. 
 
That was so long ago, but I see it anew, 

When it comes down to decisions, what am 

I going to do? 

I'm standing in the isle now, one hand 

hanging on to the pew, 

As you speak to my heart, I let go and 

come to you. 

 

I wasn't there, But I hear Him calling my 

name, 

I wasn't there, but I held the hammer just 

the same. 

That kind of love can't be bought, it isn't for 

sale, 

I held the hammer, Are you still holding the 

nail? 

 

Dayenu 

Mark J Garmise 

As the father of three children I don’t always 
find myself with time alone during the day.  
My wife is a stay at home mother and home 
schools our children.  I work as a restaurant 
manager to pay the bills, and due to my 
schedule, my alone time is usually late at 
night. I think, watch T.V., meditate, play 
games, read, or what have you, before I 
head to bed.  The daytime however, is a 
different beast all together.  My mornings 
are often filled with the yells of playful 
children and the crying of a new born baby.  

On this day however, as I stepped into the 
shower, I found myself quite alone.   My 
wife and my children had run off together 
on an errand.  As the hot water began to 
pelt my body, I felt the need to worship my 
Lord and Savior Jesus.  I can’t say what in 
particular triggered this, maybe the sheer 
silence of the apartment, but it was clear 
that God was laying this on my heart.   

Before I tell you about my prayer, I think it is 
important to tell you about my friend Brian.  
Brian is a relatively new Christian, but filled 
with the Holy Spirit.  Brian’s spiritual growth 
has been fast, and from what I have 
observed, very intense.  One of the ways in 
which Brian worships is in tongues.  He 
believes in his heart that God wants us to 
pray to him in tongues.  He brought 1 
Corinthians 14:5, “I wish you could all 
speak in tongues, but even more I wish you 
could all prophesy.  For prophecy is greater 
than speaking tongues, unless someone 
interprets what you are saying so that the 
whole church will be strengthened,” to my 
attention the other day to show me and 
implored me to give it a try.  I did try to pray 
in tongues, but it just didn’t feel right to me.  
That is not to say that one day God may not 
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show me how to worship in this manner, but 
I didn’t feel it at the time.   

Back to the shower.  As I opened my mind 
and heart for prayer, I once again thought 
of Brian and praying in tongues.  I began to 
pray.  Not prayer based on asking for 
forgiveness, not prayer based on asking for 
God’s blessings, but truly a worship filled 
prayer.  I praised God for his love, his 
grace, and his sacrifice.  That is when it 
happened.  I began to let the words flow 
without a filter.  Letting whatever words God 
was putting on my heart to be given voice 
through my prayer.  It wasn’t tongues.  
Every word was something that could be 
found in an English dictionary, but I gave up 
control of these 
words to Him.   

I began to repeat 
the same word, in 
different phrases 
over and over.  It 
was some form of 
the word satisfy.  
Either “Lord, allow 
me to satisfy you.” 
Or “Jesus let me 
give all glory to 
you today and fill 
you with 
satisfaction.” It 
caused me to lose 
my momentum.  Satisfy? When I was in 
elementary school, if I got a “satisfactory” 
on my report card, it was NOT a good thing.  
It meant I was just doing enough to get by. 
They tell you in high-school that a C means 
the same thing, “satisfactory,” or “meets 
expectations.”  But meeting expectations is 
NOT a good thing.  We are taught that we 
should be getting B’s and A’s and 
exceeding expectations.   

So I went and looked up the word satisfy. 
Merriam- Webster’s online dictionary 

defines satisfy as:  “to cause to be happy or 
pleased.” Or “to provide, do, or have what is 
required by someone.” What an aha 
moment!  Society has been trying for so 
long to make satisfaction seem like such a 
negative thing.  We don’t want to satisfy, we 
want to do more!  We want to overachieve.  
Strive for that extra.  Push yourself to that 
next level.   

As a Christian, I know that the next level is 
eternal life with my heavenly father.  He 
isn’t asking us to go above and beyond.  He 
isn’t asking us to push ourselves to the very 
brink to achieve the unattainable.  God just 
wants us to do the job he set forth for us in 
his word.  All we have to do is satisfy him, 

please him.  He 
has given us a set 
of directions.  He 
has given us a 
handbook to 
follow.  If we 
please him, if we 
do what is 
required of us, 
then he will be 
satisfied.  He will 
be pleased.   

As all of these 
thoughts were 
cascading onto 
my heart, like the 

water onto my body, I flashed to the 
Passover ceremony that my family 
performs every year. There is a section 
called Dayenu.  Which roughly translated is, 
“it would have been enough,” or “it would 
have been sufficient.” In other words, it 
would have satisfied us.  It is an oral 
tradition in which the leader of the Seder 
reads lines from the Haggadah (the book 
everyone reads from during the dinner) and 
those around the table respond to each line 
with “Dayenu.”  It sounds something like 
this: 
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If He had brought us out of Egypt and had 
not carried out judgments against them 

DAYENU 

If He had carried out judgments against 
them and not against their idols 

DAYENU 

If He had destroyed their idols but had not 
smitten their first-born 

DAYENU 

It continues like this for around 14 verses 
depending on the translation.  What is 
important is that all of these things are 
miracles.  Miracles that God performed for 
his people.  After each one, the members of 
the family proclaim that they would have 
been satisfied.  Satisfied at being freed 
from slavery? Satisfied, not elated? 
Overjoyed? Yes! Satisfaction is powerful.  
Satisfaction can mean all these things.  So I 
tell you this, when you seek out the Lord, 
and you do his will, and you accept him as 
your lord and savior, and follow his word, 
then come judgment day, Dayenu.  

I’d like to end with a prayer.  I will be saying 
these words as I type them and I hope you 
can read them and raise them up to your 
Lord and Savior as well.   Dear Lord, in all 
things I do today allow me to give all glory 
to you.  Allow my actions, my words, and 
my thoughts to satisfy you.  Amen.  

 

 

 

 

 

  

The God of the Impossible 

Veronica McCullough 

"'If you can'?" said Jesus. "Everything is 
possible for one who believes." (Mark 9:23, 
NIV) 

It’s always amazing to see how God 
performs the impossible in our lives. Those 
goals that appear so daunting are God’s 
handiwork through us. We should never be 
intimidated by impossibilities because with 
a small mustard seed of faith, God will bring 
them all to pass. He yearns to use us in a 
mighty way, but He can’t if we don’t believe 
“He is able to do immeasurably more than 
all we ask or imagine, according to His 
power that is at work within us.” (Ephesians 
3:20, NIV) 

In Mark 9:23 above, the father asked Jesus 
doubtfully to heal his son with an evil spirit.  
Recognizing his skepticism, He had to 
question him about his lack of faith in His 
power to cast out demons. Since He is a 
heart reader, He knew the father did not 
realize that He is the Healer of all diseases. 
Even when we distrust Him, He encourages 
us to believe that He can do all things and 
to not focus on the appearances of things. 
We should never depend on our senses, for 
they will mislead us. As a result, His miracle 
working power will be hindered.  

“Everything is possible for one who 
believes.” What an awesome promise from 
our Savior! In other words, He reassures us 
that if we believe in Him, regardless of what 
we think is impossible to receive, He can 
manifest it. He expects us to come boldly to 
the throne of grace to share our hearts with 
Him to receive the peace, revelations, 
guidance, and power concerning the 
unattainable. When we depend totally on 
Him to accomplish a challenging task, He 
whispers words of inspiration to assist us to 
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be persistent and wait for His divine timing 
to pour out the blessing beyond our 
perception. 

He is a loving, patient Encourager. His 
promises of love fill us with strength, hope, 
and a vision to strive for the unthinkable 
dream.  Every time we become depressed, 
He renders a confirmation as a light to 
shine on the path we should follow. What a 
loving, intimate God we serve! We are 
constantly on His mind, and He cares about 
what matters to us. Let’s be mindful that He 
can do all things; no purpose of His can be 
thwarted. (Job 42:2, NIV) 

Veronica McCullough is a retired English 
instructor. She utilizes her free time as a 
freelance writer, online editor, and 
proofreader.  Presently, she is writing a 
devotional book, Blessings Flow in the 
Valley. As a subscriber of Authors Publish 
Magazine, she applies invaluable 
knowledge to become a published author. 
She and her husband live in Germantown, 
MD and have four grown children. When 
she is not writing, she enjoys ministry and 
cooking with her husband. 

 

All This Nothing 

Katrina Douglas 

 

Lately I find myself missing my granddaddy 

and thinking more and more often of the 

time we spent together. As a child I always 

loved going to my grandparent’s house. My 

granddaddy and I liked to take walks 

together. We walked and we talked and 

even though I don’t remember most of what 

we talked about, that has become one of 

my favorite memories of him. As I thought 

about this, it reminded me of a line from 

one of my favorite movies, “You’ve Got 

Mail”. During one of the scenes in the 

movie, Meg Ryan’s character says, 

“…You’re more likely to talk about nothing 

than something, but I just want to say that 

all this nothing has meant more to me than 

so many something’s…” Sometimes it’s not 

what you say that matters as much as just 

being there with someone. My granddaddy 

made me feel important and loved. As he 

pointed out trees, birds, and squirrels, we 

saw along the way he taught me to love 

and appreciate all the details my Lord has 

put into His creation. He taught me that 

listening to the quiet of nature was soothing 

to your soul and made you feel closer to the 

Creator. We often walked to the small 

cemetery near his home. We walked 

around the quiet cemetery and enjoyed the 

peacefulness we found there. He taught me 

that there was nothing to fear there. He 

used to laugh and tell me it wasn’t the dead 

you had to worry about; it was the living that 

could hurt you. I’ve lived long enough now 

to realize he was right. People will hurt you. 

People will let you down. I came to my 

granddaddy once, hurt over things being 

said about me and fearful he had believed 

them. He told me, “Don’t worry about that, I 

don’t believe everything I hear. I know you. 

I know your heart.” I have never forgotten 

that moment and the words he spoke to 

me. At that moment, I didn’t truly 

understand how profound those words 

would be to me. He was teaching me to 

look beyond people’s words, even their 

actions, and look into their heart. He taught 

me to be careful about believing things I 

hear. He taught me that it is not my place to 

judge people. I didn’t realize until many 
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years later that he was also teaching me 

about grace. I came to him fearing 

disappointment and judgment, instead I 

found grace. I am so thankful for the 

lessons I learned from my granddaddy. 

Although I may not have realized their 

significance at the time, he taught me so 

many important lessons about living a 

Godly life. Because of his example, I know I 

can come before the throne of God and find 

mercy and grace. My granddaddy was a 

quiet, patient 

man and I doubt 

he ever realized 

what a 

difference he 

made in my life 

and the lives of 

many others. I 

hope we all can 

learn from his 

example. 

There’s one last 

but very important lesson I learned from 

him. Take the time to invest in the lives of 

those you care about. It doesn’t have to be 

something major. Just start with small little 

ways to let them know you care. Pay 

attention. Actually listen to them. Take a 

walk. Do something together. It may not 

seem like much to you but it could mean 

the world to them! Instead, be kind to each 

other, tenderhearted, forgiving one another, 

just as God through Christ has forgiven 

you. Ephesians 4:32(NLT) 

 

 

 

Christian Liquor Sellers and the 

Wisdom of Suleman 

Susan Brooks 

It all started back in the fall of 2012, when 
we were asked to go to the airport to pick 
up a Pakistani student for the new semester 
at the University.  It was Ramadan, the 
Muslim fasting time, so my husband asked 
Younathan if he had any dietary 
restrictions.  

“No,” Younathan 
replied laughing, “I’m 
a Christian!” 

Younathan has been 
a great source of joy 
and encouragement 
to us ever since. He 
was born in a 
Christian family in 
Pakistan, and he 
came here as a 
Fulbright scholar. He 
not only has a 

contagious laugh and an easy going spirit 
that we love so much, but he also has a 
unique perspective having grown up in a 
Muslim country.  So when Younathan 
mentioned to me the week before 
Thanksgiving that his brother and family 
wanted to come visit Louisville, of course, I 
said, “They can certainly stay with us!”  

We had a great time with Suleman and his 
family. Around the breakfast table, he 
shared how it was sometimes difficult being 
in the Christian minority in Pakistan. If you 
are born in a Christian family in Pakistan, 
it’s legal to be a Christian; otherwise, it is 
not allowed by the government.  

“I am very fortunate to have been born into 
a Christian family,” said Suleman, “but still it 
wasn’t easy being a Christian in Pakistan.” 
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He shared how he grew up having Muslim 
friends; but sometimes, as he would meet 
new people, they would stereotype him for 
being a Christian. Since Christians are 
allowed a license to buy liquor in Pakistan, 
and Muslims are not, he was asked to buy 
alcohol for Muslims!! That is one of the 
stereotypes of Christians over there.  A few 
of the Christians make money by buying 
liquor for Muslims, and that makes it difficult 
for all Christians to have a good reputation. 
Living up to his name (Solomon in the 
Bible) Suleman came up with a wise 
answer when asked to buy liquor: 

“All Muslims are not terrorists, and all 
Christians are not liquor sellers,” Suleman 
would answer.   

Suleman has encountered prejudice in his 
own small town here in the U.S. as well. He 
told us about a time when a grocery clerk 
would not even speak to him, thinking 
maybe that he shouldn’t be here—who 
knows what reasoning is behind such 
prejudice?  She may have assumed he is 
Muslim, when the reality is that he has gone 
through things that most of us cannot 
imagine because he is not Muslim.     

That clerk probably has no idea that 
Suleman is another Fulbright scholar, an 
economist, working very hard to take care 
of two adorable little boys along with his 
wife, who is also studying for her degree in 
counseling.  At 4:00am Sunday morning, 
his wife Aimee got up to get some studying 
time in while the 5 month old and the 3 year 
old slept.  If that clerk knew that they are 
really enjoying a great church here in the 
states, and that they are so thankful for all 
they are learning here, would she still be so 
rude?  If she had seen the little baby’s 
chubby cheeks and great smile, could she 
have been so cold? If she had known that 
little 3-year-old Elijah is so smart and cute 
that he has named each member of his 

family after the characters in Toy Story—he 
is Buzz, our rocking horse was dubbed 
Bullseye, his dad is Woody, mom is Jessie, 
baby brother is Big Baby—if the clerk had 
had a chance to get to know them as 
individuals, maybe she would’ve treated 
them with a little respect or kindness.  

As we have travelled and interacted with 
Muslims here and overseas, I realize that 
stereotyping works both ways. Muslims 
have an image problem here, but we 
Christians also have an image problem. In 
Pakistan, Christians are thought of as liquor 
sellers; in many places in the Middle East, 
American Christians are seen as immoral 
and materialistic—the kind of people they 
see in the movies we export. If this is what 
they think of us, why would Muslims want to 
be like Christians? We can respond by 
becoming defensive and angry, but that will 
not be helpful. Nothing will change unless 
we show them the love of Christ and get to 
know them as individuals, allowing them 
into our hearts and lives to get to know us 
as well.  This welcoming of Muslims into our 
lives has been our privilege, our passion, 
our joy, and our great blessing.              

Susan E. Brooks, M.Ed., taught high school 
English and art from 1997-2000 at an 
international school in Mozambique, Africa. 
After returning home and teaching in 
Kentucky high schools for nearly ten years, 
she then traveled to Turkish Cyprus in 
2009, where she taught American Literature 
and English at Near East University. Susan 
returned again to Kentucky in 2011 where 
she currently enjoys teaching at Jefferson 
Community & Technical College and writing 
about her teaching experiences, both at 
home and abroad.    
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Church Attendance May Improve 

Your Marriage 

Charles Johnson 

An article written for the American Journal 
of Sociology has sparked debate 
concerning divorce rates within the 
evangelical community. A study done by 
Jennifer Glass from the University of Texas 
and Philip Levchat from the University of 
Iowa concluded conservative Protestantism 
is bad for marriage. Reasons stated are 
first, evangelicals encourage young 
marriage and more babies. Second, 
discourage higher education. Third, 
Evangelical presence in the community 
increases divorce.   

Up to a point this is true. Their statistics, 
according to all 
counties in the 
United States, 
indicate where 
high 
concentrations 
of conservative 
Protestants 
exist, divorce 
rates are higher 
than the 
national 
average. The 
numbers 
indicate 17.2% 
of conservative white and 15.7% of 
conservative black Protestants are divorced 
while only 14% of all Americans are 
divorced. This was also confirmed by a 
Baylor University study done by Jeng Park, 
Joshua Tom and Brita Andercheck. Another 
fact indicated the southern states of 
Alabama and Arkansas were second and 
third worst with 13 divorces per 1000 
couples whereas the liberal states of New 
Jersey and Massachusetts the rate was 6 
and 7 per 1000. 

Further conclusions were purposed 
indicating restriction of sex until marriage 
and encouragement of large families make 
them marry early which is not the best for 
long term marriage. 

While these statistics may be convincing, a 
flaw exists in the study which is quite 
convincing. For many years a statistical 
error has been circulating. ”You have a 
50% chance or greater of divorcing, and 
Christian divorce is equally as high.” 
Bradley R.E. Wright, sociologist from the 
University of Connecticut states in his book, 
Christians are hate-filled hypocrites…and 
other lies you’ve been told: A sociologist 
shatters myths from the secular and 
Christian media the truth of what is really 
happening. Divorce rates of active 
Christians are lower than those unaffiliated 

with a religion. 
Protestant 
affiliation is 
treated 
synonymous with 
conservative 
Protestant faith, 
yet, no actual 
family or 
religious faith 
was measured 
and no link is 
made between 
faith and 
behavior. Sixty 

percent of apathetic Christians are divorced 
as compared to 38% of committed 
Christians. Young evangelicals are active in 
their faith. Active conservative Protestants 
are above average in marital stability even 
after an early marriage according to the 
Institute for Family Studies. The statistics 
have been distorted and God is effectively 
working through his people. Catholic 
couples are 31% less likely to divorce than 
the national average as are Protestants at 
35% and Jews at 97%. 

file:///C:/Users/Coutta%20Family/Downloads/sociology.uconn.edu/faculty/wright.html
http://www.amazon.com/Christians-Hate-Filled-Hypocrites-Other-Youve/dp/0764207466
http://www.amazon.com/Christians-Hate-Filled-Hypocrites-Other-Youve/dp/0764207466
http://www.amazon.com/Christians-Hate-Filled-Hypocrites-Other-Youve/dp/0764207466
http://www.amazon.com/Christians-Hate-Filled-Hypocrites-Other-Youve/dp/0764207466
http://www.amazon.com/Christians-Hate-Filled-Hypocrites-Other-Youve/dp/0764207466
http://www.ifstudies.org/
http://www.ifstudies.org/
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Religiously unaffiliated in the studied 
counties were the most likely to divorce. 
Their chance for divorce is three times 
greater than a Protestant. Religion is not 
the problem but secularism leads to more 
divorce among conservative Protestants. 
The real problem can be defined in the 
distinction between active and nominal 
conservative Christians. Those who never 
or rarely attend church are much more 
likely to divorce. Utah and North Dakota 
have very low divorce rates and highly 
intact two parent families. Couples who 
regularly attend church together are less 
likely to divorce. Of all divorces in the 
United States 12.4% are Catholics, 12.5% 
are mainline Protestants of the 14% who 
are divorced overall. 

Rising cohabitation over the past several 
years has affected the divorce rate. While it 
has increased in all religious groups, the 
non-affiliated are the most likely to 
cohabitate. Catholics are least likely to do 
so and teens, who actively attend church 
and to whom their faith is important, are 
less likely to cohabitate. No statistics are 
kept on cohabitation break-ups but many 
will break up quickly and where approval of 
cohabitation exists, divorce declines. When 
no marriage exists due to cohabitation, 
divorce is nonexistent. Concentrations of 
conservative Protestants lowers 
cohabitation levels due to their faith 
influence and therefore reduces the divorce 
rate. 

Mainstream sociologists agree that taking 
faith seriously in word and deed makes an 
extremely positive difference in health and 
longevity of a marriage. The factor is 
religious commitment and practice. These 
behaviors and attitudes include: weekly 
church attendance, reading the bible and 
spiritual materials, praying privately and 
together, or in other words, being serious 
disciples lowers the divorce rate as 

compared to apathetic church members, 
the general public or unbelievers. 

Dr. Brad Wilcox, Director of the Marriage 
Project at the University of Virginia 
indicates that committed active 
conservative Protestants are 35% less 
likely to divorce than those with no affiliation 
and nominal believers are 20 % greater at 
risk of divorce than secular Americans. 

Dr. Scott Stanley of the University of 
Denver states concerning his Oklahoma 
Marriage Study, “vibrant faith leads to 
higher levels and greater qualities which 
avoid divorce. He identifies them as, a. 
Commitment to partners, b. marital 
satisfaction, c. less thinking and talking of 
divorce and d. Lower levels of negative 
interaction. 

No matter what level a marriage may be at, 
improvement can be experienced through a 
few changes. Regular church attendance 
together can be a good first step. Be open 
to share your feelings concerning the music 
and message with your spouse. This will 
improve communication and broaden that 
which you have in common. Church 
attendance sets an example for children 
and grandchildren. They learn a pattern 
which is expected of them and becomes 
part of their weekly routine.  

The church community can be a resource 
of support through events and experiences 
of life. This includes marriage issues and 
life in general. Tragedy and crisis will come 
but others within the church community 
have experience similar events and can 
walk with you through them. 

You can find an opportunity for service 
through the church community. Due to your 
experiences, you can be of service to 
others and walk with them. This can be 
done as an individual or with your spouse. 
Younger couples or individuals may need 

http://www.virginia.edu/sociology/peopleofsociology/bwilcox.htm
file:///C:/Users/Coutta%20Family/Downloads/nationalmarriageproject.org/about/director/
file:///C:/Users/Coutta%20Family/Downloads/nationalmarriageproject.org/about/director/
file:///C:/Users/Coutta%20Family/Downloads/portfolio.du.edu/sstanley
http://www.relationahipok.com/research.php#Implementation
http://www.relationahipok.com/research.php#Implementation
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mentors, addressing needs which are 
common life issues.  

Divorce does not have to be the automatic 
answer to marital crisis. It can be avoided 
through preventive measures. While some 
critics spell doom on the conservative 
Protestant marriage, hope is found in Jesus 
Christ. The community of his people found 
in the church can be an uplifting resource 
and prescription for a marriage. Jesus 
Christ needs to be the third member of 
every marriage. 

Charles Johnson, is a retired pastor who 
lives with his wife in Calahan, Colorado. He 
enjoys reading, writing, hiking, cooking and 
spending time with his 7 grandchildren.   

 

 
Cleansed Forever 

 
Abby Kelly 

 
How often do you take a shower? Hopefully 
more than once in a lifetime.  
 
How often do you 
cleanse yourself 
from sin? How do 
you do that 
anyway? 
 
There are some 
pretty scary verses 
in the Bible that 
demand that we be 
cleansed from sin. 
According to 2 
Corinthians 6:17 
and 7:1, unless we 
are cleansed from 
sin, we cannot take full advantage of God’s 
awesome promises. In 2 Corinthians 

6:16,18 Paul spells out several of God’s 
promises, enough to us really excited: 
 
1. I will live among them 
2. I will walk among them 
3. I will be their God 
4. They will be my people 
5. I will welcome you 
6. I will be your Father 
7. You will be my sons and daughters 
 
Sounds great right? Until you turn the page 
and find the caveat at the beginning of 
chapter seven: “Because we have these 
promises, dear friends, let us cleanse 
ourselves from everything that can defile 
our body or spirit And let us work toward 
complete holiness because we fear God.” 
 
It’s that little word cleanse that scares me. I 
know that God is holy; how can I ever be 
pure enough, clean enough, pure and 
virtuous enough to lay hold of those 
awesome promises? I want to know God as 
Father, to be welcomed by Him and to walk 
and talk with Him. But even if I’m good and 
clean enough for one day, what about 
tomorrow when I mess up again?  

 
I wonder if 
ancient Israel 
dealt with such 
fears and guilt 
under the 
sacrificial 
system. After 
all, the priest 
constantly 
offered 
sacrifices and 
burnt 
offerings. 
Every Israelite 

knew they would break God’s law again, 
but they also knew there would always be 
one more lamb slaughtered for their sins. 
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Day after day, week after week, year after 
year, they could walk away from the temple 
confident that they had cleansed 
themselves from sin in the blood of a lamb. 
God washed away their filth in an animal’s 
blood and once again they walked in God’s 
favor. All of God’s promises for protection, 
deliverance, health and provision were 
theirs.  
 
So what about now? How do we cleanse 
ourselves? How can we be comforted in 
knowing that today’s sin and tomorrow’s sin 
is washed away as completely as 
yesterday’s sin, so that we can claim the 
sweet and precious promises of God? 
 
As a whole, in the modern church, we act 
as if we are cleansed at salvation—that 
glorious, single moment when we prayed 
and accepted Christ’s payment for our sins. 
But then, we must keep ourselves clean. 
We stand from our knees determined to be 
better, purer, more God-honoring, cleaner 
people with set-apart lives. But uh-oh, 
merely 30 seconds later, or maybe it’s 30 
minutes or 30 days—but sooner or later we 
feel filthy, tarnished and unfit all over again. 
For us, there’s no behavior, no lamb or 
other sacrifice or ritual we can perform to 
make us feel clean again. Are we doomed? 
 
The word cleanse in 2 Corinthians 7:1 is 
katharizo. It means “to clean, cure, free 
from sin and guilt; to purify.” It is actually 
used over and over again throughout the 
Bible and many times in the Gospels. 
 
The interesting thing about the use of the 
word katharizo in the Gospels is that it 
nearly always refers to something Jesus 
did. Specifically, this is the word used when 
Jesus healed lepers. Cleansing is an 
action performed by Jesus Christ.  
 

So how then can we “cleanse ourselves” as 
2 Corinthians instructs, since we are 
obviously hopeless to keep ourselves 
clean? We cleanse ourselves from earthly 
things and sins, just as the ancient 
Hebrews did: we come again with the Lamb 
to the Father’s throne. No, Jesus doesn’t 
die again, His sacrifice was once for all, 
supremely more powerful than the blood of 
bulls and goats. (Hebrews 10:1-10) 
 
When we come to the throne with Christ, 
the once-for-all sacrifice, the Father again—
and over and over again for all our past, 
present and future failures—sees Christ’s 
sacrifice and deems us clean. The only way 
we do this, when we fail, is to anchor 
ourselves again in the knowledge that we 
ARE clean, because of Jesus.  
 
We cleanse ourselves not by working to 
“stay clean” but by repeatedly coming, 
grateful and humble to the cleaner.  
 
Below are several more verses that bear 
this out. I encourage you to look them up, 
dig in The Word yourself and discover your 
ever-compete cleanliness. 
 
Revelation 7:14, 1 Corinthians 6:11, 
Hebrews 9:12-14, Ephesians 1:7, 
Ephesians 5:26, Titus 2:14, Hebrews 9:14, 
1 John 1:7, 9 
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Walking To God 
 

Ben Quiggle 
 
My feet are sore, my energy is draining, but 
I keep walking. Walking is all that comforts 
me for the moment as I listen to the rustling 
of the trees; the clamber of the squirrels. I 
feel the sun against my body, and I breathe 
deeply. This moment had been building for 
a long time now, but still I am surprised to 
find myself here. The farther I get away 
from what I know, the more I feel alive 
again.  

 
This all started more than a year ago when 
my dad was jailed for the second time. 
Dealing with emotions never was my strong 
suit and the pressures of college were 
overbearing. So I walked away from all of it. 
I left in the early morning and watched the 
sunrise come up from over the hills, and I 
reflected on the fact that I hadn’t seen that 
for a long time. I grabbed a stick to aid in 
walking and felt the wood rubbing against 
my hand. How long had it been since I had 
even touched nature? My thoughts flashed 
back to that early morning on the White 
Mountain Range years before. The sun 
peeking over the mountains, the crisp cool 
air rushing over the valley. You could feel 
the presence of God in that very spot. God 
was there, and He had his hands on me. I 
was searching for that feeling again. I was 
searching for the feeling that God had 
everything in control.  
 
Other people passed me on the trail, and I 
would wonder whether they were struggling 
with the same things I was. Did they have 
the pressure of work bearing down on 
them? Did they have secrets they didn’t 
want to tell? I took solace in the fact that a 
number of people anywhere in the world 
could be doing the exact same thing I was 
doing. Is this what God wanted? I struggled 

because I knew that I couldn’t positively 
answer that question.  
 
I must have walked ten miles down this trail 
by now. It is past noon and the sun stands 
high above me. I peel off my jacket and 
throw it in my backpack that is now 
becoming quite a weight upon my 
shoulders. Nobody ever accomplished 
anything without some sort of burden to 
bear. My mind fades to that evening when 
my dad got arrested. It seemed like a 
normal evening until the police showed up 
at our door, and then the world was flipped 
upside down. That is how God operates a 
lot of the times though. He challenges us, 
He pushes us, He encourages us, and He 
makes us realize that life isn’t always going 
to stay in our comfort zone. Is that too much 
to ask of a young man? To realize the trials 
of life at such a young age. I was angry 
because life didn’t seem fair.  

 
It’s getting dark again and I watch the sun 
dip beneath the buildings of a city I had just 
entered. I can see the moon reflecting 
through window panes, and I feel the harsh 
light coming from lamp posts that line the 
city streets. I’m wondering where I am 
going to sleep tonight. My money is almost 
gone, and I realize the options are limited. 
There is a quiet parking garage nearby and 
I find a nice dark corner to sit in. My body 
thanks me for the much needed rest, and 
my thoughts drown out the noise of the 
bustling city streets. I am thinking about all 
the times Jesus felt lonely in the Bible. Out 
in the desert, up on the cross and even just 
being here on earth must have been a 
lonely existence. I wonder if the realization 
that Christ knew His purpose made it any 
less lonely and I rest my head against the 
cement wall of the parking garage. “What is 
my purpose?” I think to myself. My eyes are 
getting heavier and they slowly close.  
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A loud honk from a vehicle up a level in the 
parking garage startles me. I can’t believe I 
actually fell asleep, and I wonder what time 
it is.  Glancing outside I realize it is still 
dark. Grabbing my bag I stand up slowly 
and start to walk again. Do lost people ever 
stop moving, I wonder, or do they keep 
going until they find what they are looking 
for? There is a park nearby and I walk to 
the edge of a reflecting pond. Staring down 
I see a man with no defining characteristics 
or markers to tell 
anybody anything 
about the person 
they are staring at. 
Only God knows 
what lies inside, so 
why do I try to 
keep God at arm’s 
length so much? I 
imagine that is 
what every 
Christian struggles 
with at some point 
isn’t it? We allow 
God only a certain level of entry into our 
lives and try to keep him away from things 
that are too painful to face. I knew where to 
find the answers I was looking for, but I was 
too scared to deal with the pain that was 
under the surface.  
 
I find a bench and pull open my backpack. 
Reaching for my Bible I open it to Jeremiah 
29:11, “For I know the plans I have for you,” 
declares the Lord, “plans to prosper you 
and not to harm you, plans to give you hope 
and a future.”  I have read this verse before 
but right now it seems to really speak to 
me. I can walk as far as my legs will carry 
me but that won’t be far enough to get away 
from the emptiness I am feeling inside. God 
is the only one who can help me overcome 
the questions raging nonstop within my 
soul.  Joshua 1:9 states, “Have I not 
commanded you? Be strong and 

courageous. Do not be terrified; do not be 
discouraged, for the Lord your God will be 
with you wherever you go.” I close my eyes 
and begin to pray. I pray for comfort, a 
resting of my soul and I pray for answers. 
God is the only one who can completely 
make me whole again.  
  
My body was tired, my spirit was drained 
and in this complete emptiness I found 
God’s grace working through me once 

again. I found 
what I was 
looking for; the 
knowledge that 
God had never 
left. There was 
still walking to 
do, but this time 
God would use it 
to strengthen me. 
The burden didn’t 
seem as heavy 
when I picked up 
my bag. I began 

to walk back from where I had come as the 
sun was beginning to shoot up from the 
horizon. The anger, loneliness and 
resentment were all being washed away as 
the rays of sun hit my face. My feet were 
sore, my energy was draining, but I kept 
walking confident in the fact that God would 
always be by my side.  
 
Ben is a student at Grace College in 
Winona Lake, Indiana. He has a wife of 10 
years, Ferron, & three children (Andy, 
Caleb & Luke).He also maintain a blog at 
http://quigglesspace.blogspot.com/ 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://quigglesspace.blogspot.com/
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Waiting is Not Passive    

 Dr. Michael Cochran 

Waiting is not just something we have to do 
while we get what we want. Waiting is the 
process of becoming what God wants us to 
be. What God does in us while we wait is 
as important as what it is we are waiting for. 
Waiting, biblical waiting, is not a passive 
waiting around for something to happen 
that will allow us to escape our troubles. 
Waiting does not mean doing nothing. It is 
not fatalistic resignation. It is not a way to 
evade unpleasant reality. 

Those who wait are those who work, 
because they know their work is not in vain. 
The farmer can wait all summer for his 
harvest because he has done his work of 
sowing the seed and watering the plants. 
Those who wait on God can go about their 
assigned tasks, confident that God will 
provide the meaning and conclusions to 
their lives and the harvest to their toil. 
Waiting is the confident, disciplined, 
expectant, active, and sometimes painful 
clinging to God. It knows that we will reap a 
reward. 

“Wait for the LORD; be strong, and let your 
heart take courage; wait for the LORD!” 
Psalm 27:14 (ESV) 

Waiting is often one of the hardest things 
we have to do. If we do not see immediate 
results, it’s easy to give up, assuming we 
will never receive answers. It can seem that 
our needs will never be met and our 
burdens will never be lifted. 

But the Bible teaches us to expectantly 
“wait on the Lord.” We are not to be afraid 
or worried. Rather, we are to “be of good 
courage.” As we look to God and wait for 
Him, the Bible promises that He will 
strengthen our hearts and revive our spirits. 

Today, it may seem that God is not hearing 
your prayers, or that your problems never 
will be solved. But don’t give up or be 
discouraged. Rather, be bold and 
courageous. Have faith. 

Continue to commit your needs to Him. 
Trust Him, and keep seeking Him. Believe 
that His promises are true and that your 
prayers will be answered. As you wait on 
Him, He will strengthen you, provide for 
your needs, and grant you victory. 

Sometimes I struggle to remember that it's 
good to wait for the Lord. It isn't easy. It 
goes against the grain of our quick-fix 
society. But, there's a hidden benefit in 
waiting. In times of waiting my soul is 
revived and spirit is renewed. Isaiah wrote, 
"but those who trust in the LORD will renew 
their strength; they will soar on wings like 
eagles; they will run and not grow weary; 
they will walk and not faint" (Is. 40:31) 

During those times, we wait patiently on the 
Lord. We know that deep down he is 
working - while it may be underneath, 
hidden deep in our character. In due time, 
God will reveal everything he's grown in us. 
Those who wait will never be put to shame. 
We will never be disappointed. 

 

 

Angels and Pears 
 

Gideon Asche 

In the 1980’s I was an intelligence officer 
assigned to a operation in Eastern Europe.  
As a team we were still spending most of 
our time on logistic support missions but we 
knew there would eventually be a change 
and we were all ready to finally know what 
our new function would be.  I was ready to 
move on to another operation.  We had just 
recently lost an operator in the 
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Czechoslovakian Soviet Socialist Republic 
(CSSR); Helmut’s death was still hanging 
over us.    

Our facility Commander, Manfred told me to 
clean up any loose ends in Poland and 
CSSR and prepare for a hand-off to one of 
the teams in Bayern.  I was ready. I was 
already on the NOC (No 
Official Cover) list and 
taking the same risks by 
participating in logistic 
missions as I would be 
taking if I was on a more 
intense operation.    

Joachim had been in 
Brno, a city about half 
way to Prague, a week 
earlier and was given an 
odd request.   The contact 
there asked if there was 
any possible way we 
could get a few thousand 
Czech and Russian 
Bibles.  “Bibles?” … “Ya 
Boss they want 
Bibles…what are we 
gonna do?” I told him to 
call a team meeting to be 
held in my quarters at 
1900hrs, Tell them “there will be Pizza”.   
Heiney, my second in command, overheard 
and chimed in “and beer”.    The best way I 
knew to get everyone to a meeting on time 
was Pizza and Beer.   

I already knew Bulgaria was to be our new 
focus of operation.  We would pass the 
CSSR operations off to another team over 
the next month then dive in head first with 
Bulgaria.   We could get started in the 
winter because a lot of tourists visited the 
Black Sea for winter vacations.  I had seen 
pictures of the beaches at Varna and I was 
looking forward to spending a few days 
chilling in the warm sand.   

The immediate issue was: I couldn’t pass a 
request for Bibles off to the next team so 
we had to decide if we would deliver or not.   
I threw the idea up against the wall at the 
meeting, just to see what would bounce.   
Andrea made her opinion known, “Why not! 
You’re the Boss…Right?”  “So test it 
against the last directive we received. Does 

it violate any part of that 
directive?”  The short 
answer was “NO”.   I 
asked if anyone had a 
problem with complying 
with the request and 
making the last load into 
CSSR Bibles.  It was 
agreed to unanimously.    

Equipment wasn’t going to 
be a problem; we had at 
least four, very high tech, 
travel campers with 
compartments designed 
for reams of paper and 
boxes of Ink.  Bibles 
would fit with no problem.   
The problem was going to 
be getting my hands on 
enough Russian and 
Czech bibles to even 
make the trip happen.  I 

had an inkling that one of the civilian 
volunteers would know where to start.  
They were hard core church folk and had to 
know someone who could sell us a couple 
thousand Bibles.    

Georg, the pastor in our local church, knew 
exactly where to go and he set up a 
meeting for me with a woman who 
according to Georg, had access to any 
language Bible we might want.   Pfarrer 
Gensichen, who was the main Pfarrer 
(pastor) at Georg’s church, would go along 
for the meeting; the woman knew his face 
and wanted someone she knew present to 
verify who I was.  This simple meeting was 
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turning into a sitcom like Cloak and Dagger 
affair.     

They picked me up in a Volkswagen Van 
with no windows and made me sit in the 
back where I was frisked.  Not very well 
however, as they never noticed the pistol 
shaped lump on the inside of my left leg.   I 
had a chance to put my hands on the guy 
who frisked me when I had to steady myself 
because we were driving and I was 
relatively sure he was unarmed.  We rode 
in silence for a little more than an hour then 
we took a series of turns and went down a 
steep grade.  
 
Once we stopped and the cargo door was 
opened, I was confronted by a lunatic 
woman who was yelling at me in several 
alternating languages while shaking and 
pointing a heavy oak walking stick at me.  I 
had finally met “Katie Los”.   Not that I was 
expecting it or even knew who she was an 
hour before I met her, but spending a little 
time with her was like getting refueled and 
even inspired a little. She had a powerful 
presence even without the Oak stick. 
Dressed in all black the way old European 
widows dress, Katherine Los was a short, 
heavy woman in her late sixties.   

I thought maybe her husband had died 
recently, that would account for her attitude 
but I could only understand the English and 
German rants.   I could Identify Czech, 
Russian, Romanian, and a couple others 
she was using but had no idea why she 
hated me.  Pfarrer Gensichen just sat there 
with his hair blown back.  Based on his 
expression I knew it wouldn’t do any good 
to ask him what was going on.  I tried to talk 
to the old woman in German which set her 
off again, then all of a sudden she spoke:   
“Ami?. . .   you’re American?  That’s the 
accent, isn’t it?  You ARE American; Right? 
How did I miss that?”  I confirmed the fact I 
was American by showing my Passport and 

she settled down a little.  My German had 
taken on a strong accent that could easily 
be confused for Czech or possibly 
Romanian.  I considered it a compliment 
that I wasn’t immediately pegged as an 
“Ami”.   

I was allowed out of the van to discover 
myself to be in a large underground parking 
garage with pallets of books stacked from 
one end to the other.  I caught the look of 
satisfaction on her face when she saw how 
obviously impressed I was.  We made eye 
contact and both broke into spontaneous 
smiles. “Where in the. . . No I don’t care.  
This is incredible!”  Katie just smiled bigger.    

“What is it you need?  They are to be 
distributed free of charge, Yes!?”  I assured 
her they were not going to be sold but 
rather just delivered.  What our contact did 
with the books was not under our control.  
Katie seemed to understand and simply 
asked where I was taking her precious 
books.   I had to think about my answer, 
how much I could tell her? I just said “Brno 
area”.    

She pondered it a second then spoke; 
“Pavel?”   I was shocked. How could she 
know my contact’s name?  (To be 
continued in next month’s edition) 
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Why Christian Faith Hinges on the 
Resurrection 

 

Toni Star 
 

As Christians, we know the importance 
and meaning of the resurrection of 
Jesus but when someone asks, “Why do 
you believe in the resurrection,” how do 
you respond? What are your reasons; 
your validation for believing in 
something that happened thousands of 
years ago? For some, the resurrection is 
hard to believe; simply because it 
happened so long ago and is not 
relevant to their lives.  
In my opinion, there are several 
indisputable proofs that Christ rose from 
the dead; one of the most basic proofs 
comes from Acts 1:3: “To whom also he 
shewed himself alive after his passion 
by many infallible proofs, being seen of 
them forty days, and speaking of the 
things pertaining to the kingdom of 
God.” Jesus showed himself alive after 
his death to His apostles. He showed 
them his wounds and the stripes on his 
back and the piercing in his side.  
 
“Here in Acts 1:3, we are told that Christ 
was "seen of them forty days, and 
speaking of the things pertaining to the 
kingdom of God" (Acts 1:3). It is 
important to note that the unbelieving 
Romans and Jews also knew that the 
tomb was empty. Matthew 28: 11-15 
states: “Some of the watch came into 
the city…And when they were 
assembled with the elders, and had 
taken counsel, they gave large money 
unto the soldiers, Saying, Say ye, His 
disciples came by night and stole him 
away while we slept. And if this comes 

to the governor’s ears, we will persuade 
him, and secure you. So they took the 
money, and did as they were taught: 
and this saying is commonly reported 
among the Jews until this day” What 
makes this fascinating to read and study 
is that he was seen not just a couple of 
times but many times! 
 
Another important validation that Christ 
rose from the dead was his appearance 
to his disciples. He showed himself to 
his disciples many times over a 40 day 
period. When 10 of his disciples were 
gathered together in a locked room, He 
was there “Then the same day at 
evening, being the first day of the week, 
when the doors were shut where the 
disciples were assembled for fear of the 
Jews, came Jesus and stood in the 
midst, and saith unto them, Peace be 
unto you. And when he had so said, he 
shewed unto them his hands and his 
side. Then were the disciples glad, 
when they saw the Lord. Then said 
Jesus to them again, Peace be unto 
you: as my Father hath sent me, even 
so send I you. And when he had said 
this, he breathed on them, and saith 
unto them, Receive ye the Holy Ghost" 
(John 20:19-22).” 
 
However, Thomas, one of the disciples, 
was not there and when the others told 
him that they had seen the Lord, he did 
not believe them. He said, “Except I 
shall see in his hands the print of the 
nails, and put my finger into the print of 
the nails, and thrust my hand into his 
side [into the sword wound], I will not 
believe" (John 20:25).” 
 



20 
 

This action from Thomas and his other 
disciples clearly showed that Jesus had 
to convince his disciples and be 
adamant about it in order to prove to 
them that he did indeed, rise from the 
grave. This also showed that his 
disciples were not gullible or had a 
predisposition 
about resurrection.  
There is an 
important and 
crucial fact here 
and that is his 
disciples did not 
hallucinate in what 
they saw and 
heard; even though 
Jesus showed 
them evidence of 
his sufferings on 
the cross.  Once they saw the wounds, 
talked with him and realized that indeed 
he was alive, then they believed.  
Another very interesting fact from John 
20: 26: "And after eight days again his 
disciples were within, and Thomas with 
them: then came Jesus, the doors being 
shut, and stood in the midst, and said, 
Peace be unto you. Then saith he to 
Thomas, Reach hither thy finger, and 
behold [look at] my hands; and reach 
hither thy hand, and thrust it into my 
side: and be not faithless, but believing. 
And Thomas answered and said unto 
him, My Lord and my God" (John 20:26)   
 
The third and most important proof of 
Jesus’s resurrection was when the 
disciples made a decision to die instead 
of denying that Christ rose from the 
dead. This, in my opinion, was the 
greatest proof of all of what transpired 
on the cross. Research shows in the 

Bible that his disciples lived out the rest 
of their lives saying to those who wanted 
to know; that Christ had risen from the 
dead and that they saw Him alive and 
well.  
 
To conclude, for those who believe that 

Jesus rose from 
the dead, no 
further evidence 
is needed; 
however, for 
those who doubt 
about what 
happened so 
long ago, the 
proof is clearly 
presented in the 
Bible. All one 
has to do is to 

read it and then believe on it with faith! 
 

 
 

Bravery Comes to Our Door 
 

Carol Dee Meeks 
 
 

On a dark day in early winter 2010, the 
EMSA truck, with you inside, whirled out 
into the cold dawn. As I followed the van 
with the red bubble on top, I was oblivious 
to the journey awaiting us. After three 
hemodialysis treatments, your heart pains 
came on like a tight knot which turned out 
to be another crisis. 
 
 

The news we received was: there is a 
chance you would not make it through the 
surgery, and a chance you would not 
recover from the surgery, but you wouldn’t 
make it at all, if you didn’t have the surgery. 
What gloom. We prayed, “God help us,” 
and HE did. We sung... I WILL SURVIVE. 
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The Excess Center finally told us the 
surgeon put your Fistula in your arm too 
deep and they could no longer help us. It 
took two hundred thirty-eight days to 
mature rather than the sixty to ninety days 
we were originally told it would take before 
hemodialysis could start. Perhaps the 
length of time encouraged your heart to 
flare up, buy finally, your Fistula was ready. 
The dialysis Center took a risk and started 
your treatments knowing your history. You 
sung... I Will Survive. 
 
 

Triple bypass open-heart-surgery the day 
after Thanksgiving was our Black Friday. 
Thank heavens, Keith came for your 
surgery. When we were allowed to see you, 
we counted thirty-five tubes connected to 
you. I wasn’t prepared for this. “Lord!” I 
prayed. “Let these nurses know which 
buttons to push, open or close.” The nurse 
told you, your wife and son were waiting to 
talk to you. She reminded you of pre-
surgery orders: no head or hand 
movements, just eye contact. My son and I 
prayed, Lord let him survive. 
 
 

“Blink your eyes if you recognize my voice.” 
I told you. You did so. You and Keith 
communicated, joined and connected as 
always in the past. I watched in awe as he 
held your hand, talked softly to you with 
gradual passion. You corresponded to his 
words and touches. Three days passed 
before you were moved to a private room, 
then on to a rehabilitation center. 
 
 

The center didn’t believe your fragile 
condition and by December 14, you were 
sent back to the hospital with peritonitis, an 
infection that can be fatal. Your excess from 
Peritoneal Dialysis had not been removed 
and the rehab center never cleaned it. I will 
never forgive myself for letting you go to 
this facility. “Please Lord! Help us get past 

this dark time. Forgive me for not 
investigating this situation closer.” I prayed. 
 
 

Because of your infection and the 
intravenous treatment it required, you were 
sent to a long-term intensive care hospital 
for three and one half weeks. I could not 
believe how fast your body deteriorated. 
You went back to rehab much to my fight 
and displeasure and on February 13, 2011, 
your right leg was amputated because you 
had developed gang-green. The surgeon 
told me in two months, if you were still alive, 
you’d lose the other one and he was right 
on target. He tried to tell me I needed to 
stop your dialysis, but I could never 
consider that. 
 
 

Back to the long-term intensive care 
hospital you went on February 18. It was a 
long drive on the free-way to go see you. 
I’m such a coward at the wheel, but I got 
there and back praying every mile. Some 
days you didn’t know I was there. Some 
days you didn’t know who I was. I felt so 
alone, so lost. I started reading the book of 
John to you. I believe it is the book of 
miracles and we needed a big one from the 
Miracle Maker. You have held the key to my 
heart for almost forty-eight years, and I 
wasn’t ready to give you up. I made an 
appointment with Brother Bob and brought 
him up to date with our dilemma. 
 
 

“If you are not at peace with what the 
doctors are asking of you, don’t do it.” 
 
 

“I’m not at peace.” I could not imagine life 
without you but I had seen your suffering 
and couldn’t cope with much more. When I 
got home, I dropped to my knees and 
asked Jesus for HELP. I have to admit I 
had feelings of anger at times and I had 
feelings of despair at times but I always had 
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compassion for you and what I watched you 
go through. 
 
 

Soon after my visit with Brother Bob, you 
became alert. We talked of old times. You 
told me you were better. You told me God 
wasn’t through with you yet. When I got 
home, again, I went to my knees. I 
searched the Bible for healing verses and 
found numerous ones. I tried to learn them 
and Jeremiah 30:17 really pierced my 
heart. It says, “For I will restore health unto 
you, and I will heal thee of thy wounds.” A 
surge of energy filled me. I knew you had a 
long road ahead of you but you were going 
to make it. You and I started plans for you 
to come home, you had one more battle 
ahead of us. 
 
 

On May 31, you had surgery on your back 
and buttocks for a huge bed sore. The five 
hour ordeal went 
well, but in 
recovery, you lost 
consciousness and 
they summoned 
me to your side. I 
touched your hand 
and you blinked 
your eyes. Three 
doctors ushered 
me out into the 
hallway.   
 
 

“He won’t make it 
through the night. His heart is giving out, his 
kidneys are gone. You need to consider 
stopping his dialysis.” 
 
 

“I won’t do it.” For twenty-one days you 
were tied down to a hot-sand bed. You 
were so angry to be in this position but 
each day you told God. “I’m not sure what 
you want with me, but I will do whatever 
you lead me to do.” Seven and one-half 

months later you are on the road to 
recovery at home. Your therapists are 
talking prosthesis. Still a battle, but light 
waiting. God holds us in HIS hands. 
 
Note: This is a story about Carol’s husband. 
 

 
Life is a Blast 

 

Sheilah W. Meade 

 

I coaxed my aunt, Linda out of the 
house on a grocery expedition. She 
lives with my dad and they had been 
caught up in a petty argument and 
needed time away from each other. Dad 
deals with the beginning signs of 
dementia and Linda deals with epilepsy. 
Although I doubt that either of them 

could live by 
themselves, 
together they 
each watch out 
for the other. 
 
As soon as the 
last errand was 
completed my 
van abruptly 
started making an 
abnormal and 
very loud noise. It 

sounded like some sort of hideous 
monster had managed to get under the 
hood.  Linda was not able to walk any 
distance, and I had forgotten to take my 
cell phone. A small amount of panic 
bubbled to the surface.  If I had only 
made the trip by myself it would have 
made things less complicated.  I lifted 
up a prayer that I could make it back to 
my dad’s house. 
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God’s grace allowed us to pull into dad’s 
driveway. After unloading the groceries, 
preparing their dinner and setting out 
Linda medicine I told dad that my car 
was broken down and that I would be 
leaving it there for the night.  I did turn 
the car back on one more time, however 
the temperature gauge headed for the 
red, and the monster making the noise 
screamed even louder.  The car was 
turned off immediately. I suspected that 
I had blown the motor. I called my 
husband to come rescue me. 
 
After a restless night I stared for some 
moments at the 5:00 on the alarm 
clock.  Friday’s prayer meeting was in 
less than an hour. My husband works 
night shift and had only been in bed for 
an hour or so, I hoped he would not 
mind me using his truck, I had not 
thought to ask last night. We use the 
prayer meeting as a venue for 
intercessory prayer on behalf of the 
Church, our local area, our Country. 
Prayer was powerful and on a normal 
morning upon returning home I would 
have dove into my morning chores with 
a song of praise on lips and a dance in 
my step. Today however I could think of 
nothing but curling up in a warm bed. I 
decided a nap was definitely in order. 
 
 I had just awakened at 9:00 a.m. and 
was standing by the fire when three curt 
rather loud knocks rapped on my door. 
Peaking around the corner I noticed a 
police officer. I guess now I should 
mention my attire.  Long white T-shirt, I 
did have on a bra, thank God; black 
socks, and white long-johns. I could not 
make it up the stairs for proper attire 
since my stairs are in full sight of the 

front door.  I looked around the den and 
noticed the fuzzy throw on the couch. I 
grabbed the blanket and skillfully 
wrapped it around my waist, covering 
the horrid long-johns and then opened 
the door to see why my peace was 
being disturbed. 
 
The office omitted the normal greeting 
and jumped straight to the point asking if 
Carl Meade lived here. At this point I 
breathed out a sigh of relief; I was not 
the bad guy. Then he read off my 
license plate number and described my 
van that had been in an early morning 
accident.  Inviting the officer in I told him 
that no way was my van was involved in 
an accident, I had blown the engine last 
night and it was parked in my dad’s 
driveway. 
 
The office shared with me that my dad 
had called the police saying that 
someone in a car that looked like his 
daughters, but was not hers, had 
plowed through his driveway.  They had 
knocked down his orange markers and 
maybe had side-swiped his car, after 
that they had fled the scene on foot. 
 
Somewhere in the midst of the sharing 
of the information the police officer 
looked at me and said “mam are you all 
right, should I call someone?” It is 
apparent that I am going to have to start 
wearing make-up to bed. I tried to get 
the officer to hand-cuff me and take me 
away. He however would not stop 
laughing after we called dad.  He 
mumbled something about writing a 
book, but no one would believe it. 
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Having no clear “light at the end of the 
tunnel”; dad’s dementia will grow worst, 
my aunt’s seizure will continue to 
challenge us and her health is 
deteriorating, my van is old and I have 
no clue how to manage a job with my 
care-takers duties and I am always 
aware that my duties as wife and mom 
have to push to the fore-front as well as 
juggling my ministry that Jesus had laid 
before me; yet as the officer left I could 
not control the laughter that shook my 
body. 
 
 I giggled as I shot the morning activities 
in an e-mail to my sisters and a few 
close friends. Though my challenges 
loom large ever seeking to engulf me I 
know I can submit to the shadows as 
long as I can cling to my savior’s hand 
and laugh in the light. I began my e-mail  
with “a laugh in the morning” and ended 
it with “life is a blast”. While 
understanding that I do not have control 
over much of my 
journey in this 
life, I do know 
that I do not 
have to walk it 
alone.  I have 
fallen too many 
times not to have 
realizes that if I 
depend on 
Jesus’s strength 
instead of my 
own, then I can rest in the knowledge 
that my job is to take the next step, His 
job is to carry me if I am not strong 
enough to walk. 
 
Realizing that I am not responsible for 
the end of the journey, only for taking 

the steps that are before me, allows me 
to look for the humor in every situation. 
When humor is found, and it is usually 
lurking just around each corner, sharing 
the laughter it brings lightens the load 
that I am responsible for. Life is a blast 
and I am thankful for being allowed to 
share my life with others. 

 
 

Parents – A Gift from God 

Lanette Kissel 

Jesus knew how to uphold the important 
commandment to ‘honor thy father and 
mother’. He felt the utmost love and respect 
for his mother, Mary, the virgin-child bride 
who had given birth to Him. He realized the 
road she had traveled hadn’t been an easy 
one. I can only imagine what a close 
relationship must have formed between the 
two. Theirs was far from the traditional 
mother-son relationship. They shared the 

secret that Jesus was 
only part Mary, and 
the other part God. 
That secret likely 
bonded them together 
in ways we cannot 
comprehend. 

Christ’s earthly life 
was centered around 
his duty and 
allegiance to His 
Heavenly Father. That 
didn’t keep Him from 

loving and respecting Joseph, his earthly 
stand-in. And He respected and adored his 
mother, Mary. Although His earthly mission 
was to be about His Father’s business, He 
never forgot or neglected His earthly 
mother. 
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Our beloved Lord was in the midst of his 
own pain and suffering as he hung dying on 
the cross. Yet his concern was for his 
distraught mother who kneeled at the foot 
of his cross, beside herself with grief. He 
knew that his earthly existence was coming 
to an end. He would no longer physically be 
able to watch over Mary. Yet He made sure 
that she would be cared for and protected 
in His absence. From the cross, He 
commanded His dear disciple to take her 
and care for her as if she were his own 
mother. “Dear woman, here is your son.”… 
“Here is your mother.”(John 19: 26-27)NIV. 
In spite of His own agonizing torment, He 
fulfilled His obligation to secure the future of 
the woman who had so lovingly brought 
Him into the world. 

Had it been possible for her to do so, I 
believe Mary would have traded places with 
Jesus that fateful day. I think she would 
have been willing to die in her Son’s place. I 
believe that a parent’s love for a child most 
closely mirrors Christ’s amazing love for us. 
Jesus was willing to, and actually did, die 
for us. There can be no greater love than to 
be willing to give up life itself, which is a 
precious gift.  

A parent’s love is selfless, giving, adoring, 
and all-encompassing. Most parents would 
do whatever it takes to protect their child, 
even to the point of giving up their own 
lives, should it be necessary. That kind of 
love comes closest to the love the Lord has 
for us, His children. Parents are a physical 
earthly representation of our Heavenly 
Father. Just as the Lord loves and protects 
us from the heavenly realms, our parents 
care for us and protect us here on this 
earth.  

Parents are one of God’s beautiful gifts to 
us. We should view them with admiration 
and respect. And we should appreciate all 
that they are to us, as well as what they 

have always done for us. We should 
remember to thank the Lord for them. 

Lanette Kissel has been writing Christian 
poetry, essays, and articles for over ten 
years. She lives is southern Indiana with 
her pet Yorkie-Poo, Benjy and loves singing 
in the church choir. Her work has been 
published online and in print in The War 
Cry, The Gem, Live, The Christian Journal, 
and others. 

 
Jesus Drives out the Merchants 

Ralph Carelli III 
 

It drew close to another Passover 
As we followed Jesus to Jerusalem  
The temple courts were filled that day  
With the sounds of screaming merchants’  
  
He found them selling cattle  
Sheep and doves they hustled to trade  
Exchanging money within its gates  
And that’s when Jesus made  
  
Tying two cords together  
He then fashioned a very long whip  
Chasing those out exchanging money  
Driving them out with it  
  
Turning over tables  
Scattering flocks and cattle  
Even throwing all their money  
As his whip hurled thru this battle  
  
He was driving them all away  
There was fire in his eyes  
Then he shouted get them out  
as he cried out this reply  
  
My father’s house is not a market  
As the merchants mumbled and moaned  
What sign will you give for such authority  
That’s when Jesus turned to those  
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Destroy this temple he said  
And in three days I’ll raise it again  
Their faces turning angry  
As they said these words to him  
  
It’s taken 46 years to build  
And you’ll replace it in just three days  
Their anger turned to instant rage  
At the promise that he made  
  
But the temple that he spoke of  
Was his body from the grave  
And I’ll never forget the words Jesus spoke  
When he drove them all away  
 

 

My Journey to Salvation 

Rhonda L Schroeder 

How easy is it to get Salvation?  

 
Salvation. Just imagine how many people 
are fooled by thinking how easy that is to do 
and then falsely think they have Salvation. 
The Lord 
suffered a brutal 
death for the 
sins of the 
world. He made 
the way for us to 
receive the gift 
of Salvation. 
The bible says 
the Master will 
knock at the 
door. He 
chooses us. I 
know I felt it 
when I was 
saved through the grace of God. This is my 
opinion, and you may not agree with it. I 
just think if it were that simple, all of us 

would have Salvation. The Bible says to 
work out your salvation through weeping 
and mourning. I'm no scholar but it was 
very obvious to me that you cannot run 
around committing crimes, adultery, and so 
on, after your sins have been forgiven. The 
Bible says to go back to such ways it would 
be like a dog eating his own vomit, and you 
crucify the Lord again, if it were even 
possible for one of Gods children to return 
to his/her inequities. Peter gave up 
everything to follow Jesus and this was 
even before Jesus died on the cross so that 
we may receive the gift of salvation. Peter 
later repented of sins and received 
Salvation. God doesn’t want your money or 
your worldly goods. He is spiritual. Being 
born again is a very real experience. I am 
living the Christian life and love it. I'm just 
happy to get a blessing that makes me feel 
so good inside and more alive than I've 
ever been. I have hard times just like 
everyone else. The Bible says it is better to 
have never known God then to know and 
deny him. The gate to Heaven is narrow 
and the road to Hell is wide. Few will enter 
the kingdom of Heaven. So anyone who 
thinks you don't have to repent of your sins 
and be born again and just continue your 

lifestyle needs to 
wonder what is going 
to get me to heaven if 
few will enter. Mmm-
maybe there's 
something to this. 

Obviously it's not that 
easy. Remember God 
loves you but if you 
keep turning from him 
when he knocks at 
the door he will 
someday shut it and 

harden your heart to him. I don't want to die 
but I do not fear it because I did not turn 
him away the last time he knocked.  

http://bible-coolmamaw06.blogspot.com/2009/08/how-easy-is-it-to-get-salvation.html
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Salvation - Being Born Again – Part I 

Do you wonder what being born again 
means? Believe me when I say that over 
half of the world wants to know. I'm not 
saying I'm an authority on the subject but I 
know I have experienced it and live it. God 
chooses you and it's up to you to answer 
the door when he knocks. The Lord came 
to me more than once in my life. I would 
always say maybe later when I've had my 
fun. In 1994 the feeling was just so strong it 
really scared me. No kidding! I thought, 
where would I be if everything ended now? 
Suddenly the weight of the world was on 
my shoulders. I was desperate to receive 
God's forgiveness even if it took a lifetime. I 
wanted it that bad. This is the beginning of 
my journey. 

Salvation - My Journey - Part II  
Daily I would read the Bible for direction. I 
prayed every day. Sometimes I found 
myself praying two to four times or more 
per day. Through tears I asked desperately 
for forgiveness. I knew my mother and 
several other family members had been 
through the same thing before being born 
again of the spirit. I would talk to my mother 
daily to see what I'm not doing right or just 
not doing. She said do you know how much 
the lord suffered for our sins? It was a 
brutal death. People think you can tell God 
you accept him into your heart and that's 
the end of it. Sounds kind of easy doesn't 
it? The Bible also says to work out your 
salvation with weeping and mourning. God 
will knock at the door so many times in your 
life, maybe once or even ten times or more. 
I knew this was the last time for me. I felt 
despair, and was afraid I was not worthy of 
being forgiven. I could feel desperation in 
my heart and soul. I went to church as 
much as possible. Every time I prayed I 
could feel Satan at my back. It was as if I 
could feel him breathing on my neck. My 
hair would just stand on edge and I would 

feel a chill come over me. He wanted my 
soul.   

Salvation – Conclusion  
 
October 23, 1994 

One day as I was praying, I just lord I’ve 
done all I can. Here’s my life. Do as you 
will. I felt a sudden calm. Just a little 
fluttering in my chest, no words, just a 
beautiful feeling, and I knew God had just 
forgiven me. The weight of the world fell off 
my shoulders. I felt new, alive, and free! I 
could not contain myself. I started praising 
and thanking God for what he had given 
me. My dog and cat were in the room, and 
thought I’d gone crazy! I was jumping, 
praising, laughing and crying. This went on 
for about a half hour. I just could not seem 
to stop. I was born again, but of the spirit. 
Once I calmed down, I called my mother 
who would know exactly what I was feeling. 
When she answered the phone, I said 
mom, I have something to tell you. Before I 
could say another word, she said you have 
been saved. She could feel the hair raise 
up on her arms as she felt blessed just 
knowing. She cried and laughed with me for 
a while. That was the greatest day of my 
life. Never will I receive another gift such as 
this. Just remember, God must accept you. 
You just have to want it bad enough to give 
up the lifestyle and vices which are holding 
you back from giving God all glory every 
day. Being a Christian is an easy life to live. 
I am blessed daily. He dries my tears and 
always answers my prayers. 

My name is Rhonda Schroeder. I am 
married and live in Brunswick, Ohio, a 
suburb of Cleveland, Ohio. I have three 
children, and two Grandchildren, a girl 10 
and a boy 2. I am a member of “Little Anna 
United Baptist Church, Hanoverton, Ohio. I 
work part time at the Medina County District 
Library in Brunswick.  

http://bible-coolmamaw06.blogspot.com/2009/08/salvation-my-journey-part-ii.html
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The Ones Who Stay 
 

Gideon Asche 
 
God’s Army, WOW…  Now that sounds 
impressive doesn’t it?   
I can almost see the clouds part and the 
procession of warriors marching through 
the East Gate.  The concept of the church 
being God’s Army is as old as Christianity 
itself and as an old soldier I can see more 
similarities than differences.   
 
There is a distinct set of rules, a chain of 
command, a code of conduct, and an 
objective just like any military operation; 
and like any military operation it requires 
each element to function in concert with the 
others.  No single element is more 
important than another in the big picture.  
The commander in the field cannot take an 
objective unless he has air support, supply, 
transportation and Medi-Vac assets in 
place.  
 
I recently sat with 
another old 
soldier and over 
the course of the 
day I realized he 
was sad, maybe 
ashamed that he 
had never been 
in combat.  This 
struck me as 
peculiar.  He had 
never seen 
combat because 
he flew an RU-4, a high altitude 
reconnaissance aircraft.   He flew with a 
camera instead of a gun,   Hmmm, I’m 
thinking it takes a bit more courage to 
volunteer to carry a camera into hostile 
territory than to carry a gun.  That’s just my 
opinion though. 

My buddy told me he had one other regret; 
he had never done any missions work.  I 
knew him to be generous with his gifts to 
missions programs, so I pointed it out to 
him but it did no good.  He was convinced 
he had done nothing significant.  I got to 
thinking about it and King David’s treatment 
of his soldiers came to mind.   
 
“And David said unto his men, Gird ye on 
every man his sword. And they girded on 
every man his sword; and David also girded 
on his sword: and there went up after David 
about four hundred men; and two hundred 
abode by the stuff.”  1 Samuel 25:13   
 
When David went into battle he did not 
take all of his troops, neither does our 
military, but left some of his troops with the 
gear. A third was left to protect the gear and 
families who followed the army. 

As a General, David Bar-Jesse was a wise 
officer.  He understood that the act of valor 

was initiated when 
the soldier offered 
himself for service 
and acknowledged 
the willingness to go 
into battle.  David 
recognized the 
commitment to serve 
as the real sacrifice.  
Who went into battle 
was random and not 
usually a choice to 
be made by the 
individual soldier. He 
was a wise man. 

It is no different with God’s Army.  You do 
not get to choose your calling; you choose it 
because it is your calling.  For every 
Missionary called there are a couple 
hundred others called to act as support for 
that Missionary or Pastor in the field.  Some 
are just called to be prayer warriors, some 



29 
 

to financial support, and some to offer 
hospitality to those recuperating before they 
return to the field. 

When David’s troops returned victorious 
with the spoils of battle, the King ordered 
that those who stayed with the gear were to 
share equally in the profit and spoils.    
 
“ … but as his part is that goeth down to the 
battle, so shall his part be that tarrieth by 
the stuff: they shall part alike.” 1 Samuel 
30:24 
 
Those who stay with the stuff share in the 
blessings of the ones they support.   They 
have as much hand in the victory as the 
soldier in the field.    You do not need to 
seek your calling, it will come to you and 
you just might not be called to go into the 
field.   
 
One thing I can guarantee you… He will 
arm and equip you for whatever battles you 
are to wage and prepare you for the 
victories you are to share. You are an 
important part of taking the objective, even 
if you do not see the significance of your 
contribution.  As an interesting point David 
did leave the gear, families, and  garrison 
area unguarded once; But just once though. 
Maybe there is a lesson in it. (1 SAM 31:14) 

Interview with Christian Chapman 

Andrew Brunet 

Many times in my life, I have heard many 
different inspirational speakers and pastors. 
I often would sit in church, but never 
realized the meaning of one true sermon. 
When I heard Christian for the first time, I 
was immediately interested in his testimony 
and the lesson that he had to share about 
what he learned about his walk with God. 
The reason why I chose to interview 
Christian, was because he is an amazing 
guy, and can enlighten someone's life with 
the word of Jesus Christ and him crucified. 
Being able to have contact with Christian 
Chapman on Facebook and also being able 
to text him and know him personally has 
been a complete blessing. His sermonette 
that night touched my heart and I 
rededicated my heart to the Lord.  

Christian Chapman is a man full of the 
anointing of the Spirit, and evangelizes 
many teens and adults across the nation. 
He is a full-time pastor at his church located 
in Charlotte, NC. The first time I ever heard 
Christian testify, I felt the presence of God 
enter the room and his testimony spoke to 
my heart and I rededicated my heart to the 
Lord that night. He currently has two books 
on sale on his website 

www.christianchapman.com/ and 
also on Amazon. He also takes 
modern-song rhythm and adds 
Christian lyrics to it. 

 

1.  If you could give the people 
advice about the world in the shape 
that it is in today what would you tell 
them? 

I would repeat the final words of St. 
Paul found in 2 Timothy 4:2-7 where 
he says to be in season at all times 

file:///C:/Users/edward.coutta/AppData/Local/Microsoft/Windows/Temporary%20Internet%20Files/Content.IE5/UTKN67TF/www.christianchapman.com/
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and always be prepared to preach the 
Word. Why? In verse 3 of that same 
scripture, it talks about the end times, 
churches will be filled with preachers telling 
people what their compromising itching 
ears are wanting to hear and that people 
will be turning away from the gospel and 
turning to myths and other beliefs that aren't 
true at all. Sound familiar? It should 
because it is exactly what's going on in 
America and around the world today.  

2.  What is your testimony on how you 
accepted Jesus Christ as your Savior? 

In 1987, after going from being a ranked 
athlete in North Carolina to living homeless 
on the streets as a drug overdose victim in 
Myrtle Beach, South Carolina. I came home 
to Charlotte, North Carolina to rehab and 
live with my father. Even though I was a 
high school dropout, I got a job at Charlotte 
Honda because my father was the manager 
there and I raced motorcycles on the 
weekend. Even though, I was trying to 
straighten out my life I ended up at a party 
in downtown Charlotte one night with a line 
of cocaine at the tip of my nose. For some 
reason I had the strength to say No to the 
hit and started heading back. I ran out of 
gas at around 3:30 A.M. at Harris 
Boulevard right off of I-85 and began to 
thumb for a ride. A taxi cab picked me up 
and took me to get gas. He brought me 
back to the bike and put gas in my tank. As 
I waved goodbye to the taxi, I realized I left 
my keys in the car as he drove away and it 
was then around 4 o'clock in the morning, 
the Lord let me see a slow motion replay of 
all the failures I had in my life. This caused 
me to fall on my face and pray for the first 
time and ask God to reveal to me, that he 
loved me, that he cared for me, and that he 
wanted a relationship with me. As soon as I 
prayed that prayer I looked up with tears in 
my eyes and I saw a navy-blue Pontiac 
Firebird pulled over. I walked up to the 

window, he rolled it down and and turned 
the light inside the car on and the first thing 
I saw sitting on the passenger side seat 
was a Bible. Then I looked at this man and 
he looked back at me. The words that he 
said to me I will take to my grave. He said 
"Son, The Lord told me to pick you up and 
share with you that He loves you and that's 
he's got a plan for your life. I got in the car 
and talked with this man about Jesus, as he 
took me all the way home in North Carolina. 
It changed my life forever knowing that I am 
love. Love is what science can't offer or 
explain, and unconditional love is what 
other religions don't have is a basis for their 
foundation. Yet is the one thing that we 
need is humans it certainly was the one 
thing I needed in 1987 as a young teenage 
boy who was on the verge of suicide 
because of the multiple failures in his life. 
The man who picked me up that night was 
an African-American man and to have an 
African- American man pick up a white kid 
on the side highway and invest his life is the 
reason why my wife and I adopted 3 bi-
racial children and also why I am now the 
pastor of one of the most diverse churches 
in Charlotte. 

Favorite portion of Scripture? 

1 Corinthians 9:19 Though I am free and 
belong to no man I make myself a slave to 
to win others to Christ. In fact, this is 
tattooed on the left side of my bicep 
because in 1987 a man made himself a 
slave so that I could hear the gospel of 
Jesus and so I make myself a slave so 
others can hear the same message today. 

Is there any advice that you would give to a 
teenager who has not gave their life to the 
Lord? 

If they don't stand up and fight, live, love 
and serve Christ then a whole generation of 
believers will be lost and the future of the 
church in America will be lost. 
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A Moment to ….Reflect 

T. Young 

As a child, there was nothing quite like a 
brand new paper doll book to me.  It was a 
wonderful thing to ogle through each page 
and meticulously remove every outfit from 
the book.  Come to think of it, it wasn’t so 
much that I loved dressing up dolls, but that 
I loved the fact that each outfit was new, the 
tabs were strong, and nothing was ripped or 
missing.  I know I’m not the only one who 
had taped on, homemade tabs on some 
defective Ken or Barbie outfit.   

Now, the catch to playing paper dolls with a 
friend was to make sure that your doll had 
the same pose as their doll. Otherwise, the 
clothes wouldn’t quite fit. Your Barbie’s left 
hip, and arms would be sticking out of your 
friend’s right sided leaning paper evening 
gown …not a pretty sight.  

Did you 
know that 
the bible has 
quite a few 
outfits that 
we are 
encouraged 
to put on 
daily?  It’s a 
blessing for 
us that these 
tabs don’t 
break and 
they’re one size fits all.  Not that generic 
“one size fits all” that doesn’t really fit 
everyone.  Thankfully, God does not offer 
anything like those paper doll shoes, which 
never stayed on.   
The bible speaks of spiritual garments that 
have been created by God and His 
assistant Wisdom.  Choosing to wear these 
garments guarantees us protection against 
the enemy, discernment of the times and 

will of God and His increasing favor in our 
lives.   

 Whole armor of God   - Ephesians 
6:10-18 

 Crown of splendor and a garland of 
grace for our heads - Proverbs 4:9 

 Garland and chains of good teaching 
- Proverbs 1:9   

 Virtues: compassion, kindness, 
humility, gentleness, patience, 
forgiveness and above all love  -   
Colossians 3: 12-14 
 

 
Our wonderful Savior, Jesus, has also 
given us additional clothing.  What makes 
these outfits so amazingly special is that 
they’re gifts! He never asks us to put them 
on.  We automatically receive them by 
believing in Him and accepting Him as Lord 
of our lives. 

 Robes of righteousness and 
garments of 
salvation - 
Isaiah 61:10 
“I delight 
greatly in the 
LORD; my 
soul rejoices 
in my God. 
For he has 
clothed me 
with 
garments of 
salvation and 

arrayed me in a robe of his 
righteousness” 

 Garment of praise – Isaiah 61:3 to 
bestow on them a crown of beauty 
instead of ashes, the oil of joy 
instead of mourning, and a garment 
of praise instead of a spirit of 
despair. 

 Joy – Psalm30:11 You turned my 
wailing into dancing;  you removed 
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my sackcloth and clothed me with 
joy 

 
One of my favorite scriptures is 2 Peter 1: 
3-4 3 His divine power has given us 
everything we need for a godly life through 
our knowledge of him who called us by his 
own glory and goodness. 4 Through these 
he has given us his very great and precious 
promises, so that through them you may 
participate in the divine nature, having 
escaped the corruption in the world caused 
by evil desires.  God has clothed you with 
righteousness, salvation, praise and joy… 
everything you need for a godly life. There 
are promises attached to each of those 
which will strengthen you in your daily walk 
with Him and as you interact with others.  
   
What is so mind blowing is that even when 
you put every item that God has made 
available for you (amour, crown, garlands, 
virtue, robes, praise garment and joy) it all 
fits; nothing clashes, you don’t have that 
“bulky” look, nothing is out of season or “so 
last year”.  It’s perfect.  God is perfect! 
 
So, before you dress for school or work 
every day, take inventory of your spiritual 
clothing.  Acknowledge what you already 
have on (His righteousness, salvation, 
praise and joy) and willingly, piece by piece, 
put on His amour, virtues, splendor, grace 
and the wisdom and experience you’ve 
gained from His good teaching.  You will be 
the better teacher, coworker, friend, mother, 
father, spouse or sibling for it.   
 
The Lord is with you and you are loved. 

 

 

 

 

What are Your Stumbling Blocks? 

Walter Kahler 

Quite often when a particular issue goes 
unresolved there is a blockage. Living a 
saved life does not eliminate the truth of our 
existence. Faithfully following Christ by 
applying the principles of His teachings will 
provide the strength necessary to handle 
anything. Even when experiencing the 
power of Christ our human psyche blinds us 
from the answers. This has been the case 
since Adam and Eve disobeyed God. 

Sin is tough to talk about because the 
unpleasant part of our being is exposed. 
Who wants to see the subtle ways pride 
infest our hearts? Why look at anger? What 
about lust? How about greed? Who cares 
to admit they are sometimes envious? What 
good will come from reviewing gluttony? 
Why bother seeing sloth? Observing the 
sins we commit and how they affect us is 
painful. We are reminded of our wrongful 
behavior. It is an uncomfortable feeling to 
know we have faults. Sinning is embedded 
in our character. God wants us to realize 
that sins are the stumbling blocks 
preventing us from His grace. 

Let’s take a look back in time when Jesus 
was on earth concerning sin. In the Gospel 
according to Matthew; Christ left us this 
command. Mathew 7: 3-4 “And why do you 
look at the speck in your brother’s eye, but 
do not consider the plank in your own eye”. 
“Or how can you say to your brother, Let 
me remove the speck from your eye; and 
look, a plank is in your eye”. (NKJV) These 
planks are the sins we commit.  

Now that Jesus has explained the need for 
us to see our sinfulness then what actions 
can we take in carrying this out. The 
answer to that question lies in our personal 
development with Christ. None of us is 
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exactly alike nor is our experience in 
salvation the same. These differences are 
not by mistake but designed by God. 
However, there are some common steps all 
of us can apply.  

So, where can we start? As Christians, we 
know praying is powerful. Prayer is 
practiced all over the world and has been 
around for centuries. Every one of us has 
been touched by it and have bared witness 
to the powerfulness of God’s responses. 
These incredible experiences are the 
backbone of faith 
that builds an 
unshakeable trust 
in our Messiah. 
We can use 
prayer to ask God 
to help us look at 
our sins. As we 
formulate the 
habit of relying 
upon God then 
we find the 
courage to 
become fearless 
and in return our ability to see our faults 
becomes the steppingstone to a deeper 
consciousness with Christ. This type of 
interaction with God unlocks an amazing 
wisdom about ourselves, and we gain a 
whole new perspective about our existence.  

Another useful tool in reviewing our sins is 
writing about them. Keeping a journal is a 
good demonstration of action because we 
are physically exerting ourselves. There is 
something beautiful that happens when the 
pen hits the paper. You might not like 
writing or have never tried it. Do not let this 
deter you from at least giving it an honest 
effort. God will help, and it may take a 
prayer or two before you can start.  

What is the objective of writing about our 
sins? The main purpose is to identify the 

stumbling blocks preventing us from finding 
the difference God makes in our attitudes 
and behaviors. The better we are at finding 
out the ways we act and react to life on its 
terms, the less likely we will cause harm to 
ourselves and neighbors. In the business 
world, companies constantly take cycle 
counts to keep up with their products. They 
do this to discover the items to keep or 
discontinue. Companies who are unaware 
of those import facts go bankrupt. Our 
saved lives are like that too. Excessive 
sinning keeps us unprotected and makes 

us vulnerable. We 
need to be aware of 
how we are 
presenting our saved 
lives to the world. 
Building a personal 
relationship with God 
includes looking 
inside our hearts. 
None of us likes 
misbehaving and by 
having tangible proof 
of the way we are 
both good and bad 

leads to a better way of living.  

Coming up with the list of sins to write 
about may seem difficult. So, let us revisit 
those seven sins listed earlier. We will start 
with pride. God wants us to feel confident 
about ourselves. He wants us to be secure 
in our own skin. Christ grants us the ability 
to be useful, helpful and purposeful. 
However, sometimes we step out of bounds 
and begin taking credit for these God given 
attributes. Questions about pride may run 
like this: Have I been selfish? Do I boast? 
Do I judge others? Do I feel superior to 
anyone? Does my intelligence place me 
above others? Am I intolerant? Am I 
consumed with achieving my wants? Do I 
bring attention to my accomplishments? Do 
I expect something in return when I help 
others? Am I prejudice? Answering these 



34 
 

types of questions will disclose the lesser 
way pride takes over our minds and souls. 
The antidote to pride is humility. The more 
humble we become, the better we are at 
knowing in God’s eyes we are all equal.  

Anger is an emotion embedded in all of us, 
and we cannot avoid it. When we are mad 
there is usually someone else involved. 
Tackling anger could go like this: Am I 
resentful? Do I get mad easily? What are 
the circumstances that make me angry? 
When others harm me do I stay sore? Do I 
want to get back at others when they hurt 
me? Do I throw a temper tantrum when I do 
not get my way? Does my anger reach the 
point of rage? Do I believe anger is 
justified? Can I easily forgive others? Do I 
want to hold onto the incident from other 
people’s injurious acts? Do I become 
frustrated over things I have no control 
over? Maybe you have some different ways 
at looking at anger and that is precisely the 
action Christ wants us to take so we can 
find the planks in our eyes. We need to be 
as searching as 
possible, and it 
matters not the way 
we do it. But the 
importance of 
reviewing anger is 
to see how it affects 
our minds, bodies 
and spirits. Once 
God reveals to us 
the wrong ways we 
handle anger then 
we understand how 
ineffective it actual 
is. Anger is the 
blocker of 
forgiveness.   

Sex is a troubling subject. The world is 
riddled with sexual misconduct. In today’s 
society there is a lot of discussions about 
sex and many different views about its 

intended purpose. Most of these concepts 
are to say it frankly wrong. Many of the so 
called experts on this matter leave out the 
main answer to its rightfulness which is 
God. God created us and made us partners 
in creating a life. He allows us to 
experience the physical part of love in such 
a unique way. The joy on the faces of 
parents giving birth to newborns is not by 
accident but a response from God’s 
unconditional love. He wants us to populate 
the earth. He also has given us specific 
instructions on how to exemplify it. Sexual 
difficulties arise when we part from God and 
use this incredible gift as a means of selfish 
gain.  

When lust drives our sexual desire, the 
results are disastrous. Reviewing sexual 
behavior may look like this: Do I use sex as 
a means to make me feel good? Am I 
unconcerned with my spouse’s feelings 
regarding sexual activity? Do I try to talk my 
spouse into trying unconventional sex? Do I 
dominate my spouse? Am I promiscuous? 

How do I 
behave when I 
am denied 
sex? Am I 
dissatisfied 
with sex? Was 
I sexually 
active before 
becoming 
married? Have 
I cheated on 
my spouse? 
How do I react 
to my sexual 
fantasies? Lust 
brings on 

unwanted pregnancies. And unconceivable 
abortions. Writing about our sex lives allow 
us to gain a better picture of how we are 
engaging in it. God is the judge of our 
sexual morals, and it pleases Him when we 
can see the way we fall short of His 
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guidance. Following Christ’s commands we 
stay in partnership with God and sexual 
wisdom has been added to our character. 

These are only three of the Seven Cardinal 
Sins discussed. The remaining four have 
been left for you to ponder over. Christ is 
not concerned in how we look at our sins 
but that we are following His instructions of 
doing it. Finding our stumbling blocks is 
only the first step in resolving excessive 
sinning. In order to continue following God’s 
command then we need to confess them 
and make amends for our wrongfulness. 
When we take these rightful acts then our 
hearts have become pure opening the door 
to true forgiveness.   

My personal struggles in living spiritually 
had brought me to the point of seeking 
something different. My quest in finding 
God first began in the spring of 1985. I had 
been addicted to alcohol and the 
consequences from the problems arising 
from this type of living brought me to my 
knees. I was led to the doors of a12 step 
program and managed to stay drug free for 
eighteen years. It was through this 12 step 
program that I first came to believe in God. 
However, I did not learn how to put my faith 
in God into action and returned to the 
misery of addiction in 2003. I spent eight 
more years on this downhill spiral and in 
2011 hit bottom that has changed my life. I 
have been delivered from evil and I am now 
saved by Jesus Christ. In the short two and 
a half years of applying faith in all my 
affairs, a yearning to grow under God’s 
guidance has emerged. I also have been 
inspired by Christ to write about the 
experiences of how He has made a 
difference in my life. I enjoy writing about 
the revelations Christ has granted me. 

 

 

Together 

Sarah Erikson 

The world is full of fanciful fairytales, stories 
of love at first sight and of couples riding off 
into the sunset. The stories that really warm 
my heart though, are those real life love 
stories of couples who found love in the 
most unlikely of places, at the time they 
least expected it, and overcame great 
obstacles to hold on to it. I feel fortunate 
that one of those stories is my own. I first 
met my husband Tim when I was two and a 
half years old. We attended the same 
church growing up and although we had 
mutual friends we never really interacted 
until my senior year of high school. As our 
paths began to cross, thanks to those a 
mutual friend visiting our hometown, I 
began to notice his gentle nature, his kind 
ways and his love for the Lord. I can 
honestly say that he was different in a 
million ways from anyone I had ever known. 
When our friend left we continued spending 
time together and the more we got to know 
each other the more time we wanted to 
spend with one another. A few months 
later, sitting across from each other in a 
booth at our local subway, he nervously 
asked me to my senior prom, an invitation, 
which I gladly accepted. Two weeks after 
prom we began dating officially. 

We spent as much time as we could 
together that summer, having picnics in the 
park, fishing, going to concerts and sharing 
our hopes and dreams. As the summer 
came to an end and I began preparing to 
attend school on the east coast we 
prayerfully considered the direction our 
relationship should take. After much 
thought we agreed that we were going to try 
to maintain our relationship long distance. 
At first it worked well but slowly it became 
harder and harder to find time for each 
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other amongst classes, work and friends. 
Coming from a broken home I had little 
hope at that point that our relationship 
would work, I couldn’t bring myself to hope 
that he would be committed enough to our 
relationship to make it work, and so I slowly 
began to pull away and put up walls. He 
noticed that I was pulling away and secretly 
arranged with my roommate to come out to 
the east coast to surprise me. He took two 
whole weeks off work and drove straight 
through the night to come see me in order 
to prove that he was committed to doing 
whatever it took to make our relationship 
work. I was shocked. To be honest it was 
exactly what I needed in order to believe 
that our relationship could work despite the 
distance and despite my distrust in 
relationships. 

Distance was not the only difficulty that we 
had to overcome in our relationship 
unfortunately. Over the next year and a half 
our relationship flourished and we knew 
that we wanted to spend the rest of our 
lives together. 
That being so Tim 
prepared to ask 
my parents for my 
hand in marriage. 
My mother and 
stepfather agreed 
happily, they had 
spent much time 
in prayer for our 
relationship and 
knew that Tim 
was a man of 
Godly character. 
My father, 
however, was another story. My father is 
Muslim and Tim’s faith was enough for him 
to refuse his approval of our relationship. 
Although we knew that my father would 
likely not give us his blessing we knew that 
out of respect for him, and because we are 

called to honor our parents, that it was 
important for Tim to go and speak with him. 
As expected he refused, and not only that, 
but when Tim left he called me at school 
and demanded that I make a choice 
between my relationship with him and my 
relationship with Tim. Although I had hoped 
it would never happen, I was prepared, in 
some sense, for this demand. Muslim 
culture is very much a culture of honor and 
shame and a daughter becoming a 
Christian and then marrying a Christian 
reflected very poorly on him. In the end I 
chose my relationship with Tim because I 
truly believed, and believe to this day, that 
God intended for us to be together. In the 
six months following our engagement I 
didn’t hear from or see my father or his 
family, but I continued to pray that God 
would soften his heart and that somehow 
my father would be there to walk me down 
the aisle for my wedding. It wasn’t until one 
week before the wedding that my father 
decided to attend the wedding and walk me 
down the aisle opposite my stepfather. 

The morning of 
the ceremony, my 
father came down 
to see me in my 
dress. We both 
cried, he 
apologized, told 
me that I was 
beautiful and that 
he loved me and 
wished me all the 
happiness in the 
world. We 
embraced and 

reconciled our differences, and while I wish 
I could say that my father has come to faith 
in the time that has passed since that 
moment, I cannot. However, when I look 
back over my life, that moment on the 
morning of my wedding remains the 
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ultimate image of reconciliation and of 
God’s faithfulness in my life. Not only did 
my father attend my wedding that day but 
half of the church pews were filled with 
Muslim family members who had likely 
never stepped foot inside a church, much 
less heard the word of God preached. God 
worked a miracle that day and used our 
struggle to plant a seed in the hearts of my 
Muslim family members. 

That day despite all that we had had to 
overcome I walked down the aisle and 
married my best friend. We vowed before 
our families, friends, and the Lord himself to 
love one another unconditionally, to 
encourage one another and to remain with 
one another through thick and thin, no 
matter what obstacles life would throw our 
way. We’ve been married for nearly two 
years now and are expecting our first son in 
May. We have overcome many more 
difficulties in our relationship, from moving   
to the east coast for me to finish school, 
and then back to Minnesota after my 
graduation, to difficult landlords, to 
unemployment, and through it all God has 
remained faithful. His provisions and his 
plans for our lives are always good. When I 
look back on our relationship I am 
overwhelmed by all the ways we have 
grown, all the ways that we have been 
blessed and of God’s ever enduring 
faithfulness. Ours is the kind of everyday 
love story that warms my heart because it is 
not only a story of how we love each other 
but is more importantly a story of how God 
loves us.  

Sarah Erickson is a wife and mother of one 

who recently graduated from Gordon 

College, one of the nation’s premier 

Christian colleges, with a degree in 

Christian Ministries and a minor in Biblical 

Studies. She has a passion for working with 

youth and for understanding the significant 

role that mentoring relationships can play in 

the life of teens and young adults. She has 

always enjoyed writing and hopes that by 

sharing her unique perspective on matters 

of faith and life she can encourage others in 

their own faith journeys. 

 

She was a Lady 

Shirley A. Reynolds 

Traveling down the freeway on a metro bus, 
holding on to the catch pole to keep from 
falling, I pondered my day’s activity. Fifth 
Avenue is the busiest street in downtown, 
and the buses daily crowded the busy 
street corner with double deckers and 
extended buses. When the driver reached 
my bus stop, he rushed the people from the 
bus, and left in a cloud of exhaust fumes. 
Giving myself at least 30 minutes to walk to 
my office, I hurried down the steep hill, 
called Pill Hill, and headed for the Muffin 
Man Restaurant. It’s there where I indulge 
in a hot chocolate with whipped cream 
swimming on the top, and a luscious, butter 
encrusted cinnamon roll. Fresh every day. It 
was on cloudy day, I sat on a tall red stool 
in the window, and watched the people 
walk by outside. It was in these moments 
where I sighed, relaxed and thought about 
the people I’d met on outreach.  

Yesterday evening, while on outreach with 
my appointed staff leader, he pointed out a 
person to me in the shadows of an 
abandoned building.  

“See that person over there? We call her 
the bag lady. She doesn’t speak. We’re not 
sure if something happened to her, or what 
her story is. But, she lives in the corner of 
that building.” In the dark shadows, I saw a 
figure, but could not see her face. It was as 
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if she was covered from head to toe. I 
thought about her the rest of the day, and 
on the way downtown. I must meet her, I 
thought. 

My plan on this day was to talk to her and 
bring a roll and hot chocolate.  It was a cold 
day, and as I devoured the muffin, I realized 
I was looking at the same building my staff 
leader pointed out. I looked across the 
street and saw someone huddled under a 
rubber raincoat, sitting on a sleeping bag. 
She held an umbrella in her hand, and 
swiped the umbrella back and forth, alerting 
people passing by of her presence. When 
someone stopped, she held out a paper 
bag. It didn’t seem as if people were too 
interested in stopping, but a few did, and 
dropped their meager coins in the bag. 

The hood of her raincoat was pulled over 
her face, so you could not see her head. A 
huge garbage bag of tin cans sat beside 
her, and some of them were bursting 
through the bag. As I 
ate, I pondered what I 
would say to her. I 
could not get her off 
my mind. 

I purchased an extra 
roll and hot chocolate 
and headed out of the 
restaurant. The wind 
was blowing hard, and 
I had to keep my coat 
tight around me. 
Downtown Seattle was 
like a funnel when the 
wind blew, with the tall buildings acting like 
a wind corridor.  

As I neared her hovel, the thought came to 
me … “How in the world can she survive?” 

Kneeling down in front of her, I said; “Would 
you like a hot roll and a cup of hot 
chocolate?” 

I set the bag in front of her, and she swiped 
it away in an instant. Unrolling the muffin, 
she began to eat, and set the hot chocolate 
down in front of her. She never lifted her 
head or acknowledged. She just ate. 

I so wanted her to look up, but I said; “I will 
be back again in the morning. I’ll see you 
then.” After waiting a moment, I stood and 
walked away.  

For one whole week, I continued to bring 
her a roll and drink. On the fifth day, I asked 
her … “Can I call you Annie? It’s my middle 
name, and I don’t know your name. She 
nodded. So, from that day on, her name 
was Annie. I walked away and said; “See 
you in the morning.” 

Two weeks later, I knelt down in front of her 
as usual, and 
she patted her 
sleeping bag 
for me to sit 
down beside 
her. It was 
then I smelled 
the 
surroundings. 
Urine, empty 
wine bottles 
and the odor 
of feces filled 
the air, but I 
sat beside her 

on sleeping bag. Gazing out at the street 
and the people walking by, I instantly saw 
the people as Annie viewed them. From her 
vantage point, I also received the sneers 
and turned heads. 



39 
 

Then, she uttered her first words to me. In a 
clear voice, she said; “What’re ya doin’ 
down here among the dying?”   

Spilling out without thought, I said; “The 
dying?” I questioned. “Well, Annie, I’m here 
to tell people about Jesus. That there is a 
better way than this! And….you can live 
forever. I didn’t know you could speak…the 
people I work with said that you………”  

“Scuse me? I’m just careful who I do me 
talkin’ to.”  

For the next two weeks we learned about 
each other. Annie shared with me her 
experiences about street life, and I talked to 
her about Jesus. When it came time for me 
to leave her and go to work, I would say: 
“Well Annie, see you in the morning. 
And…don’t be surprised if Jesus comes 
walkin’ down Main Street to take you 
home.” 

She’d laugh, and wave me away. We’d 
talked about how there is a heaven and that 
Annie could take Jesus in her heart right 
here where she lives. 

The following day I brought Annie a large 
print bible, a flashlight, and a glow in the 
dark cross. She seemed happy and 
clapped her hands. 

“Now you can see at night!” I left her and 
headed up the hill saying; “See you 
tomorrow Annie.” 

One day, she allowed me to pray for her, 
and she cried a million tears. When I left 
her that day, she waved, and said; “Could 
be he’s comin’ soon.” 

As the days progressed, it was getting 
closer and closer to the rainy season, when 
the days were damp and cold, and the wind 

blew up the street blowing cans, umbrellas, 
and garbage up the street. 

One morning, I stepped off the bus and 
hurried down the hill to Annie’s hovel. I had 
a new sleeping bag, and was anxious to 
give it to her for warmth. After buying the 
hot chocolate and roll, I was having trouble 
carrying everything across the street. I also 
had good news for her. I had talked with a 
social worker who knew of a two room 
apartment that Annie could move into to. 
Right by a Salvation Army Women’s 
Shelter. When I looked up at her corner, I 
stopped. My heart seemed to stop beating. 

Her sleeping bag was torn to shreds, and 
the garbage bag full of tin cans was strewn 
about the entry. I set the food down for a 
minute along with the sleeping bag and 
bent down to look at her old bag. Tucked 
down in the bottom was the bible I’d given 
her, and the glow in the dark cross was 
inside of the pages. 

Carefully lifting it out of the shredded bag, I 
looked around, knowing something terrible 
had happened in the night. 

A deep voice startled me, coming from 
somewhere behind me. He said; 
“Hey…lookin’ for the baglady? Well, you 
won’t find her. She was beat up and killed 
last night by a gang. I saw it happen, and 
went for help but it was too late.” 

The man was talking to me from a park 
bench. He laid there covered in 
newspapers, and a full beard covered his 
facial features. 

I said…”You look like Santa Claus.” 

Laughing, he said….”I heard her say 
something when the boys were beating 
her…” She said, “I see him. I see him. He’s 
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comin’ down Main Street.  But I didn’t see 
no one.” 

Then, it hit me….Annie was truly gone. But, 
I knew what the man meant. 

“What’s your name?” I asked the man. 

“Well, guess you could call me Charlie.” 

“Are you here every morning?” 

“Yep. I figured I’d stay where Annie slept.” 

“Would you like a hot chocolate and a 
buttery roll?” 

“Reckon I would,” the man said. 

“Oh….and I gave this bible to Annie with 
this glow in the dark cross. Y’know….Jesus 
has a better way than this to live. Do you 
know him?” 

The man paused a moment, not in anger 
but in thought and said; “I did once. 
Y’see…I was a pastor of a church, many 
years ago.” 

I sat on the bench beside him and gave him 
Annie’s bible and cross. “This is for 
you….I’m sure you will understand why I 
give this to you. Tell you what…I’ll come by 
every morning and bring you a drink and a 
roll. And, y’never know. Jesus might be 
comin’ down Main Street for you some 
day.” 

Tears ran down the man’s eyes, but he said 
nothing. He stared at me, and smiled 
through his beard. 

“See you in the morning, Charlie.” 

 

Hearts First, and the Law Will Follow 

Jacob Sheridan 

Unlike the growing majority of my 
generation, I do not support the marriage 
equality movement. I do not think marriage 
is a right, but instead a privilege intended 
for one man and one woman. However, this 
belief does not require a hatred of the 
LGBT community. Instead, I try to give 
those who support this movement the same 
respect that I would expect to receive.  The 
marriage equality debate has become the 
center of Indiana politics due to HJR-3, 
which would define marriage as one man 
and one woman in the state constitution. 
Personally, I support the amendment. If 
passed, I do not think it would damage the 
Indiana economy like many claim. It is clear 
that those opposed to the amendment have 
been much more organized in their 
response than those in support. I have felt 
compelled to get involved, but have 
struggled to find a way in which I can 
publicly support my belief, and yet not come 
across as hateful.  

As a Christian, I have spent considerable 
time thinking about how Christ would act in 
this situation. My thoughts went to John 
18:36 “Jesus said, My kingdom is not of this 
world” and Luke 17:21 “Once, on being 
asked by the Pharisees when the kingdom 
of God would come, Jesus replied, “The 
coming of the kingdom of God is not 
something that can be observed, nor will 
people say, ‘Here it is,’ or ‘There it is,’ 
because the kingdom of God is in your 
midst.”  

Also, as a former football defensive 
linemen, I learned the technique of “hands 
first, and the feet will follow”. This referred 
to good technique in being able to control 
and get past your blocker and essentially 
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defines a priority in motion. The Bible 
passages above and this football saying 
have helped me realize that as much as I 
want to defend the HJR-3 legislation that 
my priorities have been mixed up. I think 
the two ideas can be combined to explain a 
technique in spreading the gospel. “Hearts 
first, and the law will follow”. Instead of 
trying to mandate Christianity through law, 
we need to do a better job of expressing the 
true love of Christ and spreading his 
gospel. 

Support for marriage equality has quickly 
become more and more mainstream, and I 
think many Christians are struggling on how 
to respond to this situation. It is tempting to 
want to fight the change in the law, but it is 
past responses like this that have given 
Christians the intolerable and hateful 
stereotype that is projected by liberal media 
today. When the Roe v. Wade decision was 
made, many Christians responded by 
picketing at clinics, harassing the clients, 
and even inflicting violence on the doctors 
doing the abortion procedures. I think 
abortion is wrong, but the actions above are 
not the appropriate response. The actions 
do not represent the love that Christ 
exemplified and they will not change the 
opinions of those in favor for abortion. 
Likewise, hatred 
and violence will 
not solve the issue 
of marriage 
equality. 
Furthermore, 
Christians should 
not focus on the 
law, but instead on 
the hearts and 
souls of the people 
around them. 
Moral laws will not 
result in moral 
people, but moral people might write moral 

laws. The Christian technique to defending 
our beliefs should be “hearts first, and the 
law will follow”. 

Jesus did not try to influence the law to 
restrict Zacchaeus or other tax collectors 
from corrupt collection. He talked to them, 
ate food with them, and spent time with 
them. Jesus got to know the people around 
him and by influencing their hearts made all 
the difference in their lives. We are all 
sinners and need a relationship with Christ 
to be saved. And while I support HJR-3, 
defending it will not effectively bring others 
to Christ. Like Jesus did, we should use the 
method of “hearts first, and the law will 
follow”. 

Jacob Sheridan grew up in a Christian 
family and was baptized at 9 years old, and 
has faced many trials and temptations 
since. He is about to graduate from 
Wabash College in May. 

 

Truly Saved? 

Eric Sanders 

You go to Google and type in the question 
"How many Christians are in the world?" 
you will get an answer of around 2 billion. 

Roughly one third 
of the world's 
population. 
Question. Do you 
honestly believe 
that? Do you 
honestly believe 
that if us 
'Christians', all 2 
billion of us, are 
truly living our lives 
in the way His 
Word tells us to, 
our world, better 

yet our Country, would be in the condition in 
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which we currently find it? I think the 
majority of people who label themselves as 
such have forgotten the first five letters of 
the label they so proudly slap on 
themselves. I am convinced a large portion 
of the unsaved, who will spend eternity 
separated from God, are people who 
labeled themselves as Christians but their 
life, their actions, the way they treat people 
etc...would never give indication of such. 
You would never know that person has 
surrendered their life to Jesus Christ unless 
they told you they are a Christian. I often 
ask unbelievers what their biggest hang up 
with God is and they will reply...Christians. 
It's sad. Being intellectually convinced of 
the Gospel is not enough. You can 
absolutely accept the entire Bible and 
everything it says as 100% fact and still 
come up short. Why? Intellectually 
convinced...Spiritually uncommitted. When 
you are saved you are indwelt with the Holy 
Spirit. The Holy Spirit will show Himself in 
your life and to others through what Paul 
described as fruit. The fruit of the Holy Spirit 
is (I say 'is' because in the original Greek 
the word is singular. 
One fruit showing 
multiple attributes: 
love, joy, peace, 
patience, kindness, 
goodness, 
faithfulness, 
gentleness and self-
control. Now, 
obviously we're not 
always going to show 
all these attributes at 
the same time nor will 
we perfectly master them in this life. The 
sanctification process where God conforms 
us to the image of His Son is lifelong and 
full of trials. However, as you progress in 
your walk with Christ it should be perfectly 
clear who your Master is, Christian label or 
not. If the word didn't exist, if there was no 

term to tell people that Jesus Christ is your 
Lord and Savior, would the life you're living 
right now let people know? With me the 
answer is easy. Not always. But, by His 
Grace and the promise in His Word that He 
will complete the good work He started, I 
like to think I go to bed on the right path. If 
I'm looking at His back I know I'm going the 
right direction. So, my prayer for myself and 
for all my brothers and sisters in Christ is 
that we submit ourselves to God in such a 
manner that there is no question of who our 
Master is. That God be glorified in our own 
lives and through the lives of others and 
that we go through life on bended knee, at 
the mighty name of Jesus. 

 

The Master Plan for a Diaper 
Architect 

Shauna Potrawski 

If you’re like me, you desire all your plans to 
be completely turned upside down, taken 
for a spin, and spit back out in a jumbled 

mess all over the 
floor. You’ll love it 
when all your plans, 
written in permanent 
ink, are scribbled over 
with a big, black 
permanent marker, 
forcing you to return 
to the drawing board. 
Of course I am being 
facetious, but if I am 
honest with myself, 
and you should be 

too, there is some truth to these 
statements-but only if God is behind the 
mixing up of everything I mapped out.  

As a toddler, I stacked my diapers in neat 
piles, meticulously ensuring each was in its 
proper place.  I remember my mom 
comforting me as tears poured down my 
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cheeks after my sister destroyed my 
carefully constructed plan. Much in the 
same way, in high school I was stacking my   
plans for the future. I planned to go to 
Wheaton College near Chicago, major in 
music education, and become an orchestra 
director. Like dominos, I had laid out each 
step. But God had other plans for me. I 
didn’t get into Wheaton, which was a major 
disappointment. Little did I know, this 
domino would end up toppling the next and 
so on. I went to Elmhurst College instead, 
but I still planned to major in music 
education and become an orchestra 
director. But halfway through college, I had 
a “mid-college crisis.” This is the point in my 
life when God started to wreck me.   

A huge change happened in my life at this 
point. I no longer wanted to major in music. 
What?! This was unimaginable. Since age 
6, my plan was to have a career in music. 
My plan was to study music in school. My 
plan was to live the rest of my life focused 
on music. Do you see a pattern here? This 
was all about my plan, not God’s. Up until 
this “mid-college crisis”, it was all about me 
and my desires for life, not God’s. So for 
the first time, I decided to let God lead me. I 
let God start to wreck me. Sitting in my 
college dorm room, I opened the course 
booklet and said, “God show me what to 
study.” I felt the options were limitless. I felt 
I had freedom to choose. If not music, what 
else would I do? The reason unknown to 
me at the time, I finally decided on 
psychology and Spanish as my new majors 
and music as my minor. I continued down 
that path. I still had no idea what God was 
calling me to do or where He would lead 
me, but I was willing to simply follow. It 
wasn’t always easy, especially for a planner 
like me. I had my doubts and fears and 
anxieties, but God was telling me to trust. 
Let me wreck you so I can put it all back 
together in the end.  

It wasn’t until 7 months after graduation that 
God led me to a job where I could use both 
my majors. In December 2010, I became a 
bilingual case worker for children in the 
foster care system. At the time, I didn’t 
know much about foster care or what the 
job would entail. I simply knew these 
children needed help and love, and I 
wanted to be that person who would offer it. 
Over the course of two years, I learned 
more and more about unconditional and 
sacrificial love. God showed me that, just 
like despite the mistakes the children on my 
caseload continued to make, I continued to 
love them unconditionally, God loves us 
despite our continuous screw-ups. And just 
like the children didn’t always understand 
why I made the decisions I did and often 
accused me of not caring about them, we 
often will not understand what God is doing 
in our lives and will say He doesn’t care. 
But God showed me a glimpse into His 
perfect love. 

Throughout my career as a case worker, 
God grew my passion for abused and 
neglected children while continuing to 
wreck me. He challenged me and pushed 
me out of my introvert comfort zone 
(because social worker and introvert do not 
equate). So much so that in December 
2012, I willingly left all I knew-my family, my 
friends, a comfortable job, my home for the 
past 25 years-and moved to California to 
become an intern for a non-profit 
organization working against child sex 
trafficking. Over 2000 miles away from all 
that was comfortable, I followed God to 
where He wanted me. I continued to let Him 
wreck me. This was not easy, nor will ever 
be. The very definition of wrecked proves 
this: To cause to undergo ruin or disaster to 
suffer destruction or ruin. Who would 
willingly choose this? But when God is the 
wrecker, the rewards far outweigh the risks. 
When I was willing, God developed a 
passion in my life that has shifted the 
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course of my life.  Like a toddler years 
earlier, each plan I make is another diaper 
stacked, seemingly essential and carefully 
placed. But to God, my plans are like my 
stack of diapers, unstable and limited. I 
must be willing to let the tower fall in order 
for the Master Architect to reconstruct it into 
something this lowly diaper architect never 
could have planned.  

In 2010, I graduated Suma Cum Laude with 
a 4.0 from Elmhurst College in Elmhurst, IL 
with a Bachelor of Science in Psychology 
and Spanish and a Certificate in Piano 
Pedagogy.  

Currently, I am an intern with a non-profit 
organization, iEmpathize, that seeks to 
eradicate child sexual exploitation. I do a lot 
of prevention work and fundraising for the 
organization as well. I have also done work 
with survivors in two partnering safe homes 
in Mexico City and Tijuana. Prior to this 
position, I worked with children in foster 
care for two years as a case manager. 

In December 2011, I self-published my first 
book, "The Lying Mirror: A Young Girl's 
Battle with Anorexia" with Crossbooks 
Publishing. I currently am working to 
publish two inspirational fiction stories 
about sexual abuse and foster care. I also 
enjoy writing inspirational short stories and 
blogs.  

 

In the Water 
 

Leah Metzcar 
 
What is it about water? What is it that God 
intended for water? Before we are born and 
are in our mother’s womb we are 
surrounded by water. Our bodies are mostly 
made up of water…it keeps us alive. Our 
earth is also mostly water. But that is not 
what I want to talk about. 

I stand on the ladder of the pool, listening to 
the calm of the soft breeze. As usual I slip 
my foot into the water and pull back at the 
sudden cold. Again, I put my foot in, this 
time further and let it rest there. After a 
couple minutes of standing there, eyes 
closed, focused on nothing but the voices 
on the wind I step in further. A few 
moments pass and I step back out. I sit 
crouched at the top of the ladder and 
wonder “why am I so timid?” so slow to 
submerge myself into the clarity of the 
water? My mind begins to race. I stop. Wait. 
It’s calm again and I hear the words “Dive 
my love.” I pause and ask “dive?” Again, 
“Dive!” A car passes and I hesitate. The 
sound fades and I push off. Hands in front 
of me, legs extended, eyes closed, clarity 
hits. Thoughts stop. Peace enters. The 
water surrounds me. The feeling of the 
water rushing against my face as my body 
glides through the water brings an 
overwhelming calm. I come up out of the 
water, back arched, head up. The water 
falls around me and the breeze hits. I shiver 
at the bite of the wind against my wet skin. I 
submerge again. And again I am 
overwhelmed by a sense of freedom. The 
worries and doubt go away and I am free. 

Is this not what God wants? For us to be so 
completely submerged in Him that 
everything else of this world is but a distant 
cloud against a pure blue sky? Here I am 
so hesitant to allow myself to release these 
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burdens when it’s just a little change in 
temperature. He’s calling me, us, into 
complete freedom. Into the calm and 
serenity of the water. Into the rush of peace 
against our face. Into the clarity of the 
water. 

But, there is always something holding us 
back. Something draws us out of the water, 
entices us, and then tries to harm us. And 
we just keep diving right back in looking for 
the answers why, but all those questions 
fade in the redemption of the water. Why 
did we leave the water in the first place? 
The nature of our bodies, of our souls, pulls 
us away and we forget the freedom we felt 
when the world begins to distract, attack, 
and destroy us. 

Without the water we become like the 
plants in the dry soil. Our souls dry up, we 
lose understanding. We lose joy. We begin 
to shrivel up and conserve our energy only 
working for ourselves.  We look inward at 
what we can do to fulfill what only the 
freshness of the water can provide. We look 
to the world but it only adds to our thirst. 

We live so simply, so timidly. Afraid to give 
up our burdens because we believe we 
have the power to do it on our own. But we 
dehydrate, we become weaker, more 
desperate and that plunge of faith becomes 
easier. And then we wonder, what took me 
so long? The clarity we have been looking 
for is right in our backyard. So take the 
plunge; the dive of faith. We will never fully 
experience his freedom merely inching into 
the water one step at a time. 

Leah Metzcar is a junior at Grace College in 
Indiana majoring in counseling and 
minoring in creative writing. 

 

 

Devotional 
 
The hour has come that the Son of Man 
should be glorified. Most assuredly, I say to 
you, unless a grain of wheat falls into the 
ground and dies, it remains alone; but if it 
dies, it produces much grain. He who loves 
his life will lose it, and he who hates his life 
in this world will keep it for eternal life. —
John 12:23-25 
 
It’s a spiritual law: we forsake one thing, let 
it fall to the ground and die; and then watch, 
strangely, as something new springs up in 
its place. Yet even more remarkably, the 
thing that emerges from the earth, 
figuratively speaking, is infinitely more 
glorious than that which fell to the ground 
(in the form of a broken life). This process 
of regeneration is made possible through 
the death and resurrection of Jesus Christ. 
 
In the book of Romans we read: “For if we 
have been united together in the likeness of 
His death, certainly we also shall be in the 
likeness of His resurrection” (Romans 6:5). 
Christ’s resurrection from the dead did not 
occur for us to simply find new bodies in 
heaven. On the contrary, the Lord 
submitted to death on the cross, descended 
into the depths of hell, and resurrected from 
the dead, so that we might experience new 
life here on earth. The apostle Paul 
understood this. Therefore he suffered 
abuse, beatings, persecution—which he 
likened to death itself—for the purpose of 
knowing Christ and the power of His 
resurrection. (Philippians 3:10, 11) 
 
Paul wrote: “The body is sown in corruption, 
it is raised in incorruption. It is sown in 
dishonor, it is raised in glory” (1 Corinthians 
15:42, 43). When we allow our flesh to die 
—forsaking sin and every weight that 
hinders our spiritual life—we “put on Christ,” 
and find ourselves clothed in the 
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incorruptible Spirit of God. (Romans 13:14) 
Yet if there is no resurrection (in the world 
or ourselves), “we are of all people, the 
most miserable” (1 Corinthians 15:19). For 
in that case, we are still bound by our sins, 
lacking both the power and the promise of 
eternal life with God. Unfortunately, many 
Christians live as if this resurrected life is 
simply waiting for us—‘hopefully’—in some 
vague heavenly yonder, but of no use in 
this life. 
 
“I am the resurrection and the life. He who 
believes in Me, though he may die, he shall 
live. And whoever lives and believes in Me 
shall never die. Do you believe this?” (John 
11:25, 26) 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Book Reviews 

Memoirs of a Reincarnated Prophet 

By A Rae Masters 

 

Is the Holy Spirit real? Does God answer 
prayers? Are past lives a myth? “Memoirs 
of a Reincarnated Prophet” chronicles the 
adventures of a small town girl in her quest 
for identity and purpose. A daunting vision 
and an innate gift provide clues along her 
journey; however, she must embark on a 
treacherous road to Salvation to obtain 
definitive answers. 

In this heartwarming tale, inspired by true 
life events, A Rae Masters captivates 
audiences just as she has done in previous 
works, such as Rhymes—a mystery novel 
and Bible Theories—a critical synopsis of 
biblical text. She acquired a degree in 
writing in 2012 and has written numerous 
blogs, feature articles, and freelance pieces 
over the course of seven years. 

Under the moniker Adrienne Jones, 
Masters was a regular contributor for The 
Examiner in 2012. That same year, she 
dispensed workplace advice under titles, 
such as “How to Market Yourself For a Job” 
and “5 Ways to Save During an Economic 
Slowdown,” in a weekly column for Spark 
Hire. And, she has ghostwritten several 
publications for the online 
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database Scripted as well. Her work has 
been published in various print and online 
media sources. But, her role in this first-
person narrative proves to be her most 
poignant portrayal. 

As an inspirational testimony of faith, 
triumph, and deliverance, this eight-chapter 
story is intended for a wide variety of 
readers. From middle school children to 
urban youths and conservative Christians, 
“Memoirs of a Reincarnated Prophet” will 
resonate with believers from all walks of 
life. It is a contemporary piece, similar to 
titles such as Heaven is for Real by Todd 
Burpo and Peace with God: The Secret of 
Happiness by Billy Graham. Marketing and 
promotional strategies for this publication 
include: social media outlets, public 
speaking engagements, launch parties, 
book signings, and more. 

 
 

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-

http://www.findingbalance.com/
http://www.livingunveiled.com/
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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.”  
 
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, 



49 
 

still shaky. But I knew that Christ was in me. 
I knew that He was going to have to do this 
because I still wasn’t sure I wanted to.” 

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

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

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

The illness of anorexia along with the stress 
of repeated moves and deployments from 
her husband’s career eventually bring their 
relationship to the point of collapse. 
However, God is always present in Kelly’s 
narrative and it’s through His power that the 
couple is able to face their adversities 
together.  

Almost Nothing is a compelling true life 
story of ever shifting hope and despair in 
the life of an amazing woman. The reader 
will simply shake their head and wonder at 
how one person can go though such a 

tremendously long and painful struggle and 
still come out so hopeful and determined. 
The redeeming power of God’s love and 
grace is never far away in Kelly’s saga. 
Those who read her book will come away 
feeling inspired and better as a person for 
having been introduced to the life of this 
extraordinary woman and author. 

    -Ramsey Coutta 

 

 

Longing for Godliness: Restoring 

God’s Image Within Us 

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 
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mirror, but as Christ-followers, we lean into 
the promise, indeed we long for, the 
holiness God intends for His creation.  

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

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

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

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

Coutta uses unique anecdotes to make his 
point concerning man’s fallen state, the 
state from which our longing is born. 
Employing his knowledge of international 
events and locations, as well as simple 
stories from personal experience, he 
describes human imperfection, the flaws 
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 
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Book Notes 
 
In “Book Notes” you are invited to list any 
recent publications you would like for our 
readers to know about. Please provide a 
description and photo cover copy if 
possible. Please send to 
editor@believerlife.com. 
 
 

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


52 
 

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) 
 

 
 
 
 

 


