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From the Editor 

 
When I am not editing and publishing Believer Life I also serve as a pastor and 

National Guard chaplain. As a pastor I am leading a bible study through 

Ephesians. There is a verse in Ephesians 5:8 that says, “You are light in the 

Lord. Walk as children of the light.” This wonderful verse means that in our 

relationship with Jesus we are able to reflect His light of goodness, mercy, and 

love. We are also to live before the eyes of the Lord, not needing to hide 

anything. We reveal God’s light in our daily lives through our character and our 

conduct bringing God’s light into a dark world. 

 

 Believer Life is my attempt to bring a ray of that light into our darkened world. 

When our authors submit their articles or poems to be published it is my hope 

that their writings reflect God’s light to our readers in its most beautiful and 

moving form. I am very appreciative to each of our writers for their willingness to 

share intimate and personal stories or spiritual thoughts that are a reflection of 

God’s glory and work in them. I am also thankful for our readers who desire to 

know God in a deeper way. My hope is that they will take something away from 

these stories that will help them to better reflect the light of God’s glory. 

 

This month I also want to say a special thanks to Mr. Russell Carstens. Russell 

has voluntarily agreed to help in the reviewing and editing of writings sent in to 

Believer Life. This month he edited a number of articles you will find in the 

following pages. This is a great help to me in that it allows more time to focus on 

other important areas. Thanks Russell! 

 

 

 

         Ramsey Coutta 

         Editor and Publisher 
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Bearing Fruit, Looking Like Our 
Father 

 
Abby Kelly 

 
“After all, I’m only human.”  
 
You’ve heard that excuse, right? Wait, 
you’ve made that excuse? Yes, me too - 
usually after I’ve messed up royally and 
done something completely un-Christ-like. 
It’s my little way of letting myself off the 
hook. I mean, nobody’s perfect.  
 
Guess what? That’s no excuse.  
 
Don’t panic. I’m not going to lambast you for 
falling short. I’m 
not going to tell 
you that with 
more faith, 
more Bible 
reading, and 
more discipline, 
you can figure 
out how to grow 
more fruits of 
the Spirit. The 
truth is, you 
and I will only 
bear the fruit of 
the Spirit when, 
just like a child ages and matures, we grow 
up and begin to look more like our Father.  
 
Let’s take step back and think about where 
fruit comes from. Apple trees produce 
apples, orange trees produce oranges, and 
grape vines produce grapes.   
 
Throughout scripture, Jesus calls himself by 
many titles. One is the True Vine, another is 
the Son of Man. We are also told in 
Genesis that when God created man, He 
made us in His image.   
 

When Adam and Eve sinned, one of the 
ways we looked like our Father - sinless 
and pure, was lost. 2 Corinthians 3 states 
that we are to become like Christ. That is 
God’s ultimate desire for each one of us. To 
once again bear resemblance to the God 
who made us. We are to take on the 
likeness of a son of God.  
 
“And I will be your Father, and you will be 
my sons and daughters, says the LORD 
Almighty,” - 
2 Corinthians 6:18 
 
Consider the phrase, “The apple doesn’t fall 
far from the tree.” Consider the full lifespan 
of an apple. Eventually it splits open, spills 

its seeds, and 
produces 
another tree - an 
apple tree in the 
likeness of its 
parent tree.  
 
Jesus is the True 
Vine. He is also, 
in Hebrews 1:3 
and John 1:18, 
the exact image - 
the impression of 
the character of 
God. Jesus 
shows us what 

His Father looks like. The word “character” 
in Greek means “a stamp or a signet.” 
When you place an inked stamp onto a 
piece of paper, the resulting image is the 
exact reflection of the stamp. That is 
character.  
 
Christ is the exact replication of the Father. 
As believers we are the branches sprouting 
from Christ, The Vine. Because of who we 
come from - The Vine, our own life-source, 
we bear His fruit.  
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A lone branch will never produce fruit, least 
of all fruit that looks like the parent tree. A 
severed branch of an apple tree will never 
birth more apple trees. We cannot conjure 
up and manifest fruits of the Spirit no matter 
how hard we try unless we are connected 
to The Vine. It is Christ who produces the 
fruit of the Spirit through us. It is in allowing 
Him to produce fruit that we take on His 
appearance.  
 
It may be difficult to tell an apple tree apart 
from dozens of other trees except when it 
has apples hanging from its branches. The 
fruit identifies it. What comes out of our 
lives blossoms into an accurate 
reproduction of the character of our Father.  
 
Bearing fruit is what makes us look like 
Christ and marks us as His own. One of the 
fruits of the Spirit is love. John 13:35 says, 
“By this everyone will know that you are my 
disciples, if you love one another."  
 
Bearing fruit in the likeness of the Son of 
Man is the most natural thing we can do as 
children of God. The fruit that we produce is 
a harvest that can lead others to our source 
of life. “He who supplies seed to the sower 
and bread for food will supply and multiply 
your seed for sowing and increase the 
harvest of your righteousness,” - 2 
Corinthians 9:10. 
 
Finally, others who consume our fruit have 
the opportunity to come to Jesus also. Then 
they will one day grow up into the likeness 
of the very One who created them in His 
image 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

A Journey to Contentment 

 
Sharon Keegan 

 
I had everything planned out. I was 
going to meet my husband in college, 
get married the weekend after 
graduation, and promptly begin serving 
in ministry alongside my husband. We 
would eventually buy a house and fill it 
with treasures I found at thrift stores and 
paint the inside with vibrant colors, 
carefully picked out after staring at paint 
swatches at Home Depot. I never 
wanted a career or ever dreamed about 
supporting myself financially. I was 
going to get a job of course, but I would 
be able to do anything I wanted because 
my husband was going to have a full 
time job with benefits.  
 
I am now 32 and have never been 
kissed. I remember turning “sweet 16 
and never been kissed.” It was cute 
then. “32 and never been kissed” 
sounds….pathetic?  
 
I began to panic. I had no idea how I 
was going to support myself for the rest 
of my life with a degree that I randomly 
picked in the first place and never 
intended to have to use. But, with each 
year ticking by, my dreams slipped away 
and the plan imploded. I felt left behind. 
No one seemed to want to pick me, and 
I was devastated. I believed so many 
lies about married; I thought a wedding 
ring it would create the contentment and 
happiness that I longed for. 
 
Year after year I crocheted countless 
afghans as wedding gifts. I kept 
thinking, when was it going to be my 
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turn? At 32, I still live in an apartment 
with hand-me-down miss-matched 
silverware, and I have to watch 22-year-
olds registering for Bed Bath and 
Beyond in preparation for their dream 
kitchen full of brand new free gadgets. 
 
Eventually I got to the point where I was 
just plain jealous all the time. I was tired 
of being so miserable, but I didn't really 
know what to do about it. I asked God 
for years to help me learn contentment, 
but all the asking didn't seem to make 
much difference. I knew theoretically 
that my contentment had to be found in 
Christ, rather than my circumstances. 
But, that kind of maturity seemed 
impossible. After all, how do you stop 
wanting something that you want? 
 
Growing up, one of my favorite books 
was The Hiding Place, which told the 
story of Corrie Ten Boom and her 
family.   They were sent to Nazi 
Concentration camps for hiding Jews in 
their home. Corrie's bunk was infested 
with fleas, and when her sister 
suggested they thank God for the fleas, 
she thought it a crazy notion. How could 
you be thankful for something you hate? 
But, Corrie's sister insisted, and they 
thanked God for the fleas. They came to 
realize that the officers wouldn't enter 
their bunk houses because of the fleas, 
and as a result, Corrie and her sister 
had a safe place to share the Gospel 
with their fellow inmates. I was 
determined to use Corrie as an 
example, and committed one day to be 
thankful for being single at every chance 
I could, even if I didn't really mean it, or 
see the rationale behind saying it.  
 

For a few years I developed a habit of 
thankfulness; I was intentional about 
thanking God for being single, even 
though my heart wasn't in it. It was a 
long time before I really felt any 
difference. Then, out of nowhere, I had 
a breakthrough. I was renting a room in 
a women's house, and I couldn't stand 
the way she organized her kitchen. First 
of all, she put the silverware in the 
"wrong" drawer. She insisted on 
cramming the cupboards full of dishes, 
and every time I opened a cupboard, I 
was afraid that glass cups would come 
crashing down on my head. As was my 
habit, one day I stopped to thank God 
for being single and needing to rent from 
this woman. Then, I had this thought. 
What if I got married someday, and my 
husband wanted to put the silverware in 
the "wrong" drawer? What a nightmare! I 
would have to live with him for the rest 
of my life! I was able to utter, with all my 
heart, "Thank you Lord that I'm single 
and after I move out of this women's 
house can set up my kitchen correctly." 
And for just a moment, I became truly 
grateful for being single. My heart had 
finally caught up with my head. 
 
When I was a teenage in the mid-90's, 
there was a popular trend in churches 
called "true love waits." I, like most of 
my friends, pledged to wait for marriage. 
My parents bought me this ring as a 
symbol of that commitment, and I wore it 
for years. Eventually, however, the 
concept of "true love WAITS" began to 
irk me. While I fully support the concept 
of abstinence, the word "wait" drove me 
nuts. To me, it implied that my goal in 
life was to sit around and wait for my 
husband to show up. I realized that I 
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could waste a lot of years with that 
attitude, and that I had a responsibly to 
serve God with my singleness. I 
eventually replaced the ring with a 
wedding band I inherited when my 
grandma passed away. No matter if I 
ever got a diamond for this finger, I 
know that I am already married. Even if I 
get married on earth, I won't be married 
in Heaven. However, I will always be the 
bride of Christ, and I have been a bride 
since I asked Him into my heart at age 
5. He is my permanent redeemer and 
the love of my life. Contentment in 
Christ means is assurance that I'm not 
pathetic. In truth, I'm a cherished bride.  
 
Ten Boom, Corrie.  The Hiding Place. 
1971: New York, Banton Books, pg 
197.  

 

1248 

Robert Massey 

12:48, the perfect time on a clock. The only 
time which each number doubles itself. The 
one doubled equals two, the two doubled 
equals four, the four doubled equals eight. 
The perfect time. 
 
Soon Becky would be stopping by after 
church. Her long hair and warm smile, 
brightens any room. I remember little Becky 
like it was yesterday. She was always a 
petite, quiet girl with a big personality. 
Though she is forty now with two teenage 
boys, I remember the very day we met. 
   
Becky was 12 and it was April the eighth, 
an Easter Sunday. Her Mom came to our 
church for the first time, looking for peace 
after a very nasty, abusive relationship and 
divorce. Becky was beautiful in the pink 
dress and hat but her warm smile was 
nowhere to be found. Becky had shut 
herself off to the world by thinking, as most 
kids do, the problems between her Mom 
and Dad was her fault.  
   
I was the twelve and thirteen year-old 
Sunday school teacher. As Becky entered 
my room, I knew there was something 
special about the girl. I had her sit next to 
my son Jonathan (the squirmy one); 
knowing that he never met an enemy. 
Jonathan made friends with everyone and 
an occasional toad, turtle, or lizard. As the 
lesson progressed, Becky remained quiet; 
looking intently at the pictures Jonathan 
would show her of the story.  
 
If memory serves me right, that week’s 
lesson was about Ruth and Naomi, how a 
girl that had lost everything chose to follow 
a Hebrew widow. Ruth chose not only to 
follow Naomi but also Naomi’s God. Little 
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did I know then what that story would mean 
both to Becky and me over the years to 
come! 
 
In a few months, Becky was interacting with 
the other children nicely. We had an end-of-
the-school-year party and the other kids 
decided to throw Becky a surprise birthday 
party at the same time because her 
birthday was only two days after school got 
out that year. Becky was thrilled! She would 
later relate that that party had changed her 
life. I guess it changed mine, too. For the 
first time I saw Becky smile and laugh as 
the other kids did and I saw the light of 
Christ beginning to grow in that young 
woman. 

   
Soon, Becky gave her life to the Lord. She 
became a beacon of light for all that met 
her. She was an honor student, volunteered 
at the local soup kitchen, went on youth 
mission trips, and even eventually married 
my squirmy Jonathan. Oh, she did have her 
moments of pain. Her Dad was killed in an 
accident when she was sixteen – he had 
been drinking and drove his car into the 
river. That’s when I showed her my favorite 
Bible verse: Psalm 124:8. It says, “Our help 
is in the name of the LORD, who made 
heaven and earth”. We both agreed that if 
God could do such a big thing, then He 
could help us through the tough times in 
life.  
 
As I lay in this bed, I reflect on my 
surroundings and how everyone has tried to 
make this room feel like home. I have truly 
been blessed in this life. I had a loving 
husband for forty-two years, losing him to 
cancer three years ago. The Lord gave me 
strength to get through that time and Becky 
and Jonathan were there to help. Now as I 
fight the cancer in my own body, I take 
spiritual strength from them, even as my 
physical body slowly slips away. The 

pictures of family, my husband’s old Bible, 
even my favorite throw blanket on the chair, 
remind me of how blessed I am.   
 
The doctors came and gave us the news 
last week that the cancer had spread into 
my vital organs and that surgery was not 
possible. Treatment was limited to dulling 
the pain and making me as comfortable as 
possible; I was moved to this hospice to live 
out my last days. Oh, my story could be sad 
but I have a Loving God to go home to. My 
husband, Lonnie, and I will leap for joy in 
our new bodies living in the presence of 
God. How joyful is that?! I have a wonderful 
son here on earth that has become a fine 
associate in a law firm, and a daughter-in-
law who is more daughter, than in-law. My 
two grandsons are wonderful boys that 
have learned well from Becky and serve the 
Lord at every opportunity (although, they 
squirm like their dad!). All in all, God has 
been good.  
 
Slowly, time passes. As I struggle for 
breath, Becky and Jonathan are at my side.  
This afternoon, as Becky came in after 
church, I was doing okay but felt a shift 
after Father Bill brought me Communion. It 
was almost like God was calling to me, 
calling me home. I felt peace. 
 
As the pain medicine took effect, I dozed off 
for a while. When I awake, it is dark 
outside. My family and Father Bill are 
gathered around my bedside. I know that 
this is going to be my last night. Becky is 
holding my hand as Jonathan tearfully 
relates the news to me that the doctors 
didn’t think it would be long now. Everyone 
takes turns saying good-bye. I gasp a few 
words of reassurance knowing this is only 
my homecoming, and not my death. We all 
have prayer. I strain to whisper, “Amen”. I 
am tired and drift off to sleep; Becky never 
lets go of my hand. It was 12:48. 
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He’s Amazing, and I Love Him 
 

Shelby Manchester 
 
The day was fast approaching. We all knew 
it was coming. We had 
been on the edge for 
weeks, but time seemed to 
be running out. Precious 
hours of delightful 
conversation turned into 
precious moments of brief 
dialogue. These progressed 
into a one-way 
conversation with a person 
whose flesh was still 
fighting on Earth, but 
whose soul was ready to 
enter paradise.  
 
I heard the nurse say, 
“She’s about to be with 
Jesus.” My heart pounded 
wildly, and then stopped. I 
took a breath and I knew 
she was now breathing in the glorious 
wonders of Heaven. On the morning of 
December 12, 2013 my mother Bambi 
entered into the arms of her Savior for 
eternity. Her fight was over. Her race was 
finished. Her long awaited crown was now 
hers. Although she's no longer here, her life 
continues to echo on.  
 
After undergoing several rounds of radiation 
and chemotherapy, conceiving a child again 
was out of the question. But after years of 
waiting, hoping, and praying for the 
daughter that she so desperately desired, 
my mom was finally going to have a girl. 
Not just one, but a double blessing of two 
baby girls. Amidst the joy that accompanied 
the news of twins came a strong blow from 
the doctors that would have knocked most 
people out.  

 
The verdict was that this blessing would 
end up being a burden. The cancer 
treatments that she had undergone would 
cause the twins to be born with severe 
mental handicaps - holes in their hearts, the 

chance of missing limbs, 
and a possible lifespan not 
past the age of two. The 
doctor suggested abortion. 
He said they won’t live 
productive lives anyway. My 
mother and father’s 
response was that abortion 
was not an option, and our 
God is a God of the 
impossible. She believed 
that her daughters would be 
born completely whole. On 
July 7, 1993, at thirty-six 
weeks, my sister and I 
entered this world. She 
weighed 5 lbs., 9 oz. and I 
weighed 5 lbs., 13oz.  
 
We were both perfectly 

healthy.  
 
My mom was a woman of faith. Sunday 
nights in the fifth grade were not only prep 
nights for the week ahead, but also prep 
nights for Monday mornings - that first day 
of the week students and teachers dread. 
As my siblings and I were getting ready for 
bed, taking showers, brushing our teeth, 
and getting our school items together, my 
mom would be in the kitchen. We would 
come shuffling down the stairs to find her 
preparing platters of breakfast delights and 
setting up items for my dad to make coffee 
in the morning. 
 
Like always on Monday mornings, my sister 
and I would wake up to a note from my 
mom that read, “Don’t forget the coffee and 
Danishes and don’t forget to pick up the 
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leftovers after school. Have a great day! 
Love you! –Mom.”  
 
Every Monday morning for months, my 
mom made it a point to bless the teachers 
and staff at my elementary school with 
breakfast and coffee. Since she was never 
a morning person, she’d do all the major 
preparation the night before and my dad 
would finish the remainder in the morning. 
My sister and I would walk into school 
carrying a platter or two of breakfast treats 
and two massive coffee thermoses.  
 
I'm sure we were a sight to behold. Every 
Monday afternoon we’d find our way back 
to the front office to pick up the empty 
platters and coffee containers. Without fail 
as we walked out of the office, with a smile 
on their face and gratitude in their heart, a 
teacher or staff say, “Tell your mom thank 
you!” 
 
My mom practiced hospitality. It was her 
fifty-fourth birthday, a Tuesday that year. 
Unfortunately, Tuesdays were chemo days 
and her birthday didn't change that. My 
sister and I helped get her ready that 
morning. It was a cold but sunny December 
day.   
 
I bought her a “Happy Birthday” balloon. We 
tied it onto her walker so that everywhere 
she went people knew that it was her day. 
She was the “Birthday Queen!”  
 
The first stop that day was the oncology 
office. With a contagious joy that flowed 
from her heart she entered the office and 
greeted everybody there. For the next hour 
and a half she sat patiently in a recliner 
while she underwent chemotherapy, with a 
smile on her face and her balloon next to 
her.  
 
My mom was a woman of strength. As per 

our nightly custom, I was putting her to bed. 
We had a strict routine that we stuck to. The 
first task was to get her from her recliner to 
her wheelchair. She would then roll around 
straightening up the living room - fixing the 
pillows, placing the television controllers 
neatly on the stand, folding her quilts, and 
related tasks.  
 
We would then head to the bedroom to 
finish getting ready to sleep. This was 
always a task in itself. Once I got her safely 
on the toilet, I would sit in her wheelchair 
and wait for her to finish. Sometimes I 
would play a song or play on her phone, but 
that night I just spoke with her.  
 
This evening she was abnormally out of it. 
Due to several serious medical conditions, 
she took a lot of pain medications which 
sometimes affected her mental state. After 
seeing a bug on the floor, I squashed it in 
between two sheets of toilet paper. My mom 
exclaimed, “Shelby! Don’t throw that bug 
away!” 
 
“But Mom, it’s dead. I’m throwing it away,” I 
replied. 
 
She responded, “You can’t throw that bug 
away. You need to take it with you to 
Guatemala so you can teach Guatemalan 
kids what an American bug looks like.” 
 
I was beyond amused. As we left the 
bathroom, she was still mumbling about the 
bug. I was trying not to laugh too loudly and 
wake my sleeping father up. Once I tucked 
her in bed, I gave her a hug and whispered 
in her ear that I was leaving for Missouri in 
the morning and that I loved her. I was 
expecting the embrace to end, but she held 
onto me. I couldn’t hear what she was 
saying at first, but then I caught a few 
words. She was saying, “Put angels around 
the plane and protect her.” My mom was 
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praying for me. Once she finished praying 
she quietly said, “You see, even when I am 
loopy, I can pray.” 
 
My mom was a woman who walked in sync 
with God. In a sanctuary were about fifty 
women gathered for a monthly meeting. 
Late as usual, we entered as the service 
had already begun. My pastor’s wife was 
speaking, and shortly after the worship 
began. As I stood in worship I would 
occasionally glance over at my mom next to 
me, going over her notes. She was the 
speaker that evening.  
 
Worship ended and I helped my mom to a 
chair at the front of the room from which 
she’d be speaking. With her legs crossed 
and hands gently folded in her lap she 
humbly said, “As hard as my life is, and has 
been, and will be until the very end, He’s 
[God] amazing and I love Him.”  
 
She could have stopped there and we 
would have left that service as different 
people than when we entered. However, 
she didn’t end at that. For the rest of the 
evening she shared her testimony, 
recounting what she had learned through 
her suffering. She made us laugh. She 
made us cry. She challenged us with the 
Word. At the closing of her message she 
questioned us with, “If I can trust God with a 
tumor in my brain, can you not trust Him for 
your children, your family, and your 
finances?” My mom imparted precious 
jewels of truth to every woman in 
attendance that night.   
 
My mom was a woman of wisdom. If I could 
sum up in a few short sentences the very 
essence of my mom, this verse does it best: 
“Strength and dignity are her clothing, and 
she laughs at the time to come. She opens 
her mouth with wisdom, and the teaching of 
kindness is on her tongue. She looks well to 

the ways of her household and does not eat 
the bread of idleness. Her children rise up 
and call her blessed; her husband also, and 
he praises her: Many women have done 
excellently, but you surpass them all” 
(Proverbs 31.25-29).  
 
She was a woman who walked with 
strength that was produced out of much 
suffering. She possessed a rare, seldom 
found tenacity. She loved deeply, served 
sacrificially, and fought valiantly. I am the 
person I am today because of the person 
she was. Through her life I learned not only 
how to love God, but how to walk intimately 
with Him.  
 
Through her death I have learned what it is 
to live a life for God’s glory. Now more than 
ever I desire to seek God more, to love Him 
more, and to know Him more so that one 
day when I breath my last breath, despite 
what I face in this life, I will be able to say, 
“He’s amazing, and I love Him.”  
 
Shelby Manchester is an Undergraduate 
student at Southeastern University in 
Lakeland, Fl. She was born and raised in 
Florida. She enjoys playing sports, hanging 
out with friends, going to church, and being 
with the ones I love. She is a young writer 
and has found writing to be a way to 
express herself.  
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Delayed Answers to Prayers 
 

Dr. Michael Cochran 
 
In 1 Chronicles 5:20, we're told that God 
answered prayers of the people because 
they trusted in Him. Believing that God will 
answer our prayers and trusting His ability 
to do so is important. 
 
Sometimes the answers to our prayers will 
come quickly. Other times they'll be 
delayed. Either way, we can rest in the 
knowledge that God hears our prayers as 
soon as we speak them, and that eventually 
He will provide an answer.  
 
It's important for us to continue praying 
expectantly and passionately even when 
the answers don't come right away. When 
God’s answers 
finally arrive, we 
can know that He 
will give us peace 
and strength 
exactly when we 
need it most.   
 
Often when our 
prayers appear to 
hit a brass ceiling, 
we give up or allow 
doubt, fear, and 
anxiety to rule our 
emotions. When deliverance is delayed in a 
situation, we easily assume that God hasn't 
or isn't hearing our prayers. Rest assured 
that God hears all of them, but acts in his 
timing. We shouldn't allow the absence of a 
quick answer to deter us from standing on 
God's promises. The enemy far too often 
keeps us from our duty with the distractions 
of doubt, fear, and anxiety. 
 
Jesus said, “Keep on asking and it will be 
given you; keep on seeking and you will 

find; keep on knocking [reverently] and [the 
door] will be opened to you,” (Matthew 7:7).  
 
In other words, don’t stop praying no matter 
how long the answer takes.  
 
There are several reasons why answers to 
prayers can be delayed. First, there is an 
enemy, the devil, who hates you and is 
against you receiving your answer from 
God. Scripture makes us very aware of the 
fact that Satan is active in our world today. 
One of his chief activities is stealing from 
us. Jesus said this about the devil's 
purpose: "The thief comes only to steal and 
kill and destroy," (John 10:10). If Satan can, 
he will steal our blessings, abundant life, 
dreams, and prayers. 
 
Second, there is one truth throughout 

Scripture: God 
uses people to 
fulfill His plans and 
answer prayer. 
Sometimes they're 
people we least 
expect. From 
Genesis to 
Revelation, the 
Lord used ordinary 
people to meet 
needs and be used 
as His instruments 
to bring 

deliverance, provision, or leadership. God 
doesn't force people to do His will, but 
works with them patiently so they can see 
and do the right thing willingly. This takes 
time. 
 
Third, there are things that God is working 
on you while you're persevering in prayer. 
God's plan is for you to grow up spiritually. 
God wants to enlarge your faith and 
encourage you to develop a closer 
relationship with Him. If every answer 
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always came immediately, would you really 
press in and spend time drawing closer to 
God and studying His Word? 
 
When asking God to answer your prayers, 
be specific. Don’t beat around the bush. If 
you need God to bless your finances, be 
specific with your financial need. If you 
need healing, be specific. Immediately after 
you pray, have faith that you’re going to get 
an answer from God. When you pray and 
have doubts in your heart, this can block 
your prayers from being answered. It’s like 
telling God that you don’t really believe that 
he will answer your prayers.  
 
Another important step is to leave the 
situation in his hands and allow his will to 
be done. 
 
“Delayed answers to prayer are not only 
trials of faith, but they give us opportunities 
of honoring God by our steadfast 
confidence in Him under apparent 
repulses.” — C. H. Spurgeon 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Author of Creation 
 

Leah Metzcar 
      
     
I was sitting in the pool and in the quiet of 
the breeze and the serenity of my thoughts I 
began to focus on the beauty of creation. 
Trees. We see them every day but do not 
realize their importance in this world. They 
support so much life. Provide the oxygen to 
keep us breathing. Create a fortress for the 
birds. Are homes for many insects. Provide 
the wood for our homes. Are the soothing 
sound of a gentle breeze. They are the 
beauty of fall colors in the morning. The 
shade on a hot afternoon. The steady 
reminder that it is possible to stand firm 
through the storms of life. They are a 
beautiful green against a dry brown grass 
even after weeks of no rain. 

 

The barn that stands in front of me, despite 
its age, is a story that words cannot 
capture. Decades of use and tales it has to 
tell yet I will hear none of them. The 
animals it used house. The hay it used to 
store. The strength and color it used to 
have. It reminds me that there was a time 
before my own that I will never know. 

 
The old swing set that I used to play on now 
sits motionless except for the steady 
swaying of the swings in the wind. Half 
broken yet full of memories. The windmill 
just beyond that stands tall and firm. The 
monument on this old silent farm. I look to 
the top where a bird rests and my eyes 
stop. The sky. So blue. Hardly a cloud in 
the sky though the ones that are there only 
add to its perfection. What lies beyond that 
sky? Stars. Planets. Galaxies. Heaven? 
One day I will know. 

 
The singing of the birds makes me thankful 
for the life I have. Each breath I take is a 
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new chance to make a difference. I thank 
God for my sight to see these wonders. For 
my ability to hear the sounds of life. For the 
gift to pick up this pen and share them with 
you. 

 
Soon the sun will set and I will return inside. 
But even then this life outside continues. 
The frogs will start their chirping. The 
crickets will play their songs. The moon and 
stars will 
proclaim 
Gods power. 
And the trees 
will continue 
to keep the 
peace. Until 
then, I will 
stay here in 
this water. 
Listening, 
watching, 
waiting, as 
nature plays its melody. As the pure, clear 
water glistens in the sun and ripples in the 
wind. As the cars and planes pass by 
adding their own harmony. And the corn 
and beans in the fields create their own 
green ocean. As the houses in the distance 
across the planted fields provide shelter for 
people whom I have never met. The birds 
sing their song, the trees keep the peace, 
the sky screams perfection, and the pool 
reflects the sun. And I wonder if in all this, 
nature is somehow giving glory to the 
Author of creation. The Father of this 
people. And the Savior of my heart. 

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

He Provides For the Widows 
 

Lanette Kissel 
 

Now when he came nigh to the gate of the 
city, behold, there was a dead man carried 
out, the only son of his mother, and she 
was a widow...And when the Lord saw her, 
he had compassion on her, and said unto 

her, “Weep 
not.” Luke 
7:12-13 (KJV) 
 
This passage 
reminds us 
that although 
we are 
Christians, we 
are not 
exempt from 
pain and 

sorrow. Many of us today are in equal need 
of our Savior's loving touch. I too have been 
on the receiving end of my Lord’s 
compassion. And like the woman from 
Chapter 7, I am a widow. 
 
About eight years ago, my husband Dave 
and I began a three year battle against his 
cancer. It started in his colon. After hearing 
the devastating diagnosis, we prepared 
ourselves as best we could to emotionally 
and mentally battle our invisible and 
formidable adversary.  
 
Dave faced his situation with courage and a 
positive attitude. I tried to do the same. I 
wanted to be strong for him, but at times 
found it impossible. We put his name on 
every prayer list we could find. The elders 
and pastors prayed over him. I tried to have 
unlimited faith that his case would be 
different - that Dave deserved and would 
receive a miracle. 
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For the first year or two, it was easier to be 
positive and hopeful. Then his cancer 
returned, this time in his brain. That was a 
completely different animal. The fact that 
his cancer had metastasized elsewhere in 
his body made us more fearful. Though we 
had the tumor surgically removed, it wasn’t 
long before another was discovered.  
 
My hope began to dwindle.  
 
It wasn’t long before I had to deal with the 
added stress of Dave's change in 
personality. The villainous cancer had done 
a number on his mind. My loving husband 
no longer appeared to trust me. He was 
easily angered and seemed at times to view 
me as the enemy, rather than the loving 
wife who tried to stand by him through it all. 
  
The last six months of his illness were an 
ordeal, and I barely came through with my 
sanity intact. I know that it was only by the 
grace of my Lord that I got through that 
difficult time. I never could have done it 
without Him. Just as the famous poem 
“Footprints,” suggests, there were times 
when He had to carry me. There were times 
I cried out, “Where are you, Lord?” In the 
depths of despair, I couldn’t sense His 
presence. Yet I know He was always there 
with me, supplying His strength the many 
times my own failed me. 
  
There were instances I was certain could 
only be attributed His hand. Just like the 
unfortunates in the seventh chapter of 
Luke, the compassionate hand of the Lord 
reached into my circumstances to touch 
me. 
  
Many people have heard the stories of 
incredible things that happen to others 
which make us think, “Wow, what a story. 
What a God moment!”  
 

I have such a story, which came about after 
Dave died.  
  
When I lost Dave, I also lost my financial 
security. I earned a modest living as a retail 
cashier, and his income had far surpassed 
mine. I had always counted on his income 
to pay our mortgage. And after he had 
become too ill to work, we still had his 
disability checks to fall back on. When I lost 
him, I lost all of that. I love my home and 
wanted to try to keep it. Yet I was 
concerned about how I could do that solely 
on my earnings. 
  
I sold Dave's truck and applied that money 
to the mortgage. I still owed a substantial 
amount. Soon after his death, I learned 
from an employee at Dave’s company that I 
might be entitled to a life insurance policy 
that Dave wasn’t aware of. I filled out the 
extensive paperwork and mailed it off, 
wondering if I might actually receive some 
kind of benefit. 
  
I soon started receiving encouraging 
notices saying I was entitled to 
compensation from a life insurance policy. I 
learned the amount I was entitled to and 
was absolutely amazed.  
 
The value of the policy was exactly what I 
owed on my mortgage.  
 
It would be pointless for anyone to try to tell 
me that blessing was not from God. I’m 
convinced the Lord’s hand came down from 
Heaven to touch me with loving 
compassion.   
  
The Bible says that He provides for the 
widows. He most assuredly came through 
for the widow and her son in Luke, just as 
He provided for me. My loving Savior saw 
my need and fulfilled it. He is still doing 
today what He did back then. He still 
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showers those on Earth with His loving, 
merciful compassion. It is His heart’s desire 
to bless His children, because He loves us 
so. 
 
*Author’s note: My faith grew so much 
stronger because of those years battling 
Dave’s illness. I grew to depend on the Lord 
for everything in my life, no matter how 
large or how small. I have recently come up 
with a new motto that I live my life by: 
 
“Today will be what it will be. 
You always will provide for me.” 
 
Lanette Kissel resides in southern Indiana 
with her pet Yorkie-Poo, Benjy. She has 
been writing Christian/inspirational poetry, 
essays, and articles for twelve years. Her 
work has been published in small print 
publications and online. She enjoys singing 
in her choir at Crossroads Christian Church, 
and writing to glorify her Lord. 
 

 

John 21:25 

Cindy Evans 
 

 Jesus did many other things as well. If 
every one of them were written down, I 

suppose that even the whole world would 
not have room for the books that would be 

written. (John 21:25, NIV) 

So many more stories!  
So many more testimonies!  

So many more reports  
that would give God glory! 

So many more healings!  
So much more wisdom!  

So many more encounters!  
So much more freedom! 

So much more comfort!  
So much more grace!  
So many saved souls  

in so many more places! 

Unwritten, yet true,  
but not enough pages,  

and so much more He'll still do  
throughout all the ages!  

 
Cindy Evans is a published poet living in 

the sunny south. She does temporary office 
work for Christian companies and enjoys 

time with her husband, Ferris wheels, 
learning about nutrition and seeing faith-

based movies. 
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Black Angel 

Pam Humphries 

She called me her Black Angel, and being 
an African American female, I took offense 
to the title, but I would come to cherish it. 
 Anne Fields was a preschool Director.  We 
met when she interviewed me for a 
preschool teaching job.  She glanced at my 
resume and said, "Your name is Pam. I 
have a daughter-in-law named Pam and if 
you are anything like her, you have to be 
a sweet person."  She hired me on the spot. 
I am not sure if she looked at my 
qualifications, or just hired me because I 
had the same name as her daughter-in-law. 
 
Not only was she the Director, but she was 
also a teacher, and she placed me in her 
classroom as her assistant.  She must have 
seen something in me that I never knew I 
had.  She took me under her wing, and she 
became the grandmother I had always 
prayed for.  Oh, I had grandmothers, but 
they weren't the type who baked you 
cookies or told you stories.  They were the 
type of grownups who felt children should 
be seen but not heard. 
 
My dad's mom was a bitter old woman, who 
felt she had given up her whole life for the 
sake of love.  Whenever I was around her, 
all she did was complain about the 
drudgery of her marriage to my grandfather, 
and how hard her life with him had been.  If 
she baby sat me and my brothers, we were 
put to work, my brothers in the vegetable 
garden to kill the bugs, and me in the 
kitchen to wash the dishes.  I was so young 
I had to stand on a foot stool to reach the 
sink. My mom's biological mother died 
when my mom was a child, so we were left 
to the evil step-grandmother who treated us 
like we were in her way. I was almost thirty 
years old, a wife and a mother before I 
knew what it felt like to have a real 

grandmother. I'd heard my friends tell 
wonderful stories about their grandmothers 
to their children, but I didn't have any 
stories to tell my own children. 
 
Because of Ann Fields, I got to experience 
the love of a grandmother. Beautiful stories 
I could share with my children, and now my 
grandchildren. God never leaves us 
wanting. Though she was forty years my 
senior, she was my friend.  She gave me an 
angel ornament the first Christmas we 
worked together.  She told me she had 
painted its face brown because she couldn't 
find an African American ornament, and 
she wanted to give me a Black Angel 
ornament because I was her Black Angel. 
 Like I stated, I was offended, but I knew 
she was being sincere, so I took it 
graciously.  I'm glad I did. She gave me a 
Black Angel ornament every Christmas we 
taught together.  I have three. 
It was the spring of my third year teaching 
with her when she called me at home one 
day.  She said, "Pam I am in the hospital." 
 
"Why?" I asked. 
 
"Well, they found a spider web growing 
around my stomach. I guess I'm like the old 
lady who swallowed the fly.' 
 
She died of course. 
 
She lived two months after the day she 
called. I went to her funeral and saw her 
lying there in her casket with a smile on her 
face.  She was dressed in her favorite red, 
white, and blue patriotic dress, and she had 
her giant stuffed Clifford the Big Red Dog 
lying there beside her.  Clifford the Big red 
Dog was her favorite children's book. 
Watching her lying there with the big smile 
and Clifford I knew she had gone to 
Heaven.  There was no doubt in my mind, 
she wasn't at that moment looking down on 
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everyone smiling from Heaven. I could hear 
her calling me her Black Angel. 
 
My Black Angel 
ornaments are sitting 
on a shelf in my 
Living room to this 
very day. They are 
there 365 days a 
year. They make me 
proud to be A Black 
Angel. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Central Issue 

Ronald D. Johnson 

It began in the eternal past when a 
beautiful, highly exalted angel became lifted 
up in pride and decided that he could do a 
better job of governing the universe than 
God. Corrupted by his beauty and exalted 
in pride, Lucifer proved to be unfaithful. This 
was the beginning of sin.  
 
Ultimately, Lucifer was successful in 
leading one-third of the Heavenly host in 
open rebellion against God (see Isaiah 
14:12-14, Ezekiel 28:12-17, and Revelation 
12:3-4). Satan and his fallen associates 
rejected God’s sovereignty, His right to 
govern the universe. This is the Central 
Issue of eternity; does God have the sole 
right to rule His creation? 
 
God could have immediately stepped in and 
put down Satan’s rebellion. However, had 
He done so, the charge could have been 
leveled at God that He was a tyrant and 
ruling creation from a position of authority 
and harshness, instead of with love and 
righteousness. God in His wisdom has 

allowed Satan’s rebellion to continue in 
order to prove to the faithful angels, the 
hosts of Heaven the true nature and result 

of sin. When this 
lesson is 
sufficiently 
learned God will 
step in and put 
down all rebellion 
against Him and 
His Kingdom. 
Then peace and 
righteousness will 
once again reign 
supreme 
throughout God’s 
creation. 

 
From the Eden of God’s throne to the Eden 
of the earth, Satan has spread his 
revolution. Like Lucifer we too want to exalt 
ourselves above God. Swayed by Satan’s 
temptation, we have decided to eat from the 
tree of the knowledge of good and evil and 
thus determine for ourselves what is good 
and bad. However, the consequence of this 
rebellion is self-delusion and ultimately 
destruction.  
 
One of the most frightening verses of Holy 
Scripture is found in Judges 21:25 were we 
read, “In those days there was no king in 
Israel: every man did that which was right 
in his own eyes” (KJV emphasis mine). 
 
In the book of Judges we see a revolving 
pattern of rebellion against God, judgment, 
and repentance. Throughout the time of the 
Judges, the nation of Israel continued to 
repeat this cycle of defeat. What is so 
troubling is the fact that they were actually 
doing what was right in their own eyes. The 
fact is human nature is fallen to the extent 
that we are unable to correctly discern what 
is good and bad.  
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We are told in the book of Proverbs, “The 
way of a fool is right in his own eyes: but he 
that hearkeneth unto counsel is wise” 
(chapter 12, verse 15 KJV). Solomon also 
wrote, “There is a way which seemeth right 
unto a man, but the end thereof are the 
ways of death” (Proverbs 14:12 KJV). 
This is the story of Lucifer’s rebellion and of 
the human race. We continue to do that 
which is right in our own eyes and reap the 
unfortunate, devastating consequences. 
 
I believe that 
God is 
teaching us 
through the 
gruesome 
experience of 
history that 
apart from 
Him we 
cannot 
successfully 
rule our lives.  
 
Satan and 
the fallen 
angels will ultimately face their doom 
knowing that they deceived themselves and 
fell from the heights of Heaven to the 
depths of Hell.  
 
Individually, without God our lives will 
disintegrate and come to ruin. Collectively, 
the nations of the world will find that without 
God they are doomed to face Armageddon. 
This is the result of sin.  
 
Presently, the inhabitants of the universe 
are anxiously watching this earth. They are 
noting the misery written in human suffering 
as we continue to follow Satan. Ultimately, 
the time will come when God will say, “It’s 
enough” and step in and save us from 
ourselves. Satan’s challenge will be put 
down and God’s sovereignty will be 

acknowledged throughout the universe as 
just and true. 
 
At the Second Coming when Jesus Christ 
descends from Heaven to stop us from 
destroying ourselves, the human race will 
be forced to admit that we are completely 
unable to rule ourselves. At this time, Christ 
will return to sit upon the throne of David 
and rule this earth as King of Kings and all 
humanity will come to acknowledge the 

sovereignty of 
God.  
 
As Christians, 
we await this 
crowning 
event of 
creation when 
the 
knowledge of 
the Lord will 
cover the 
earth and we 
will reign with 
our Lord 
Jesus. 

We look forward to the establishment of the 
New Heavens and New Earth when God 
will reign supreme throughout the universe. 
(Revelation 21-22). 
 
Until then we suffer along with creation 
awaiting our glorious redemption when we 
will see Jesus and the central issue of 
God’s sovereignty will forever be put to rest 
and God will reign Supreme forever. 
 
Ron Johnson is a free-lance writer. He is 
retired from the Assemblies of God National 
Leadership and Resource Center. He 
currently works with the Convoy of Hope in 
Springfield, MO. 
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Angels and Pears 
 

Gideon Asche 

(Continued from previous edition) 

I responded with “I don’t know any Pavel, 
not in Brno anyway”.  “Well I know a Pavel 
and he knows everybody in Brno, so I will 
know if these Bibles end up there or not.”   
She pointed the sharp end of her walking 
stick at my face again, “You better hope I 
hear that they did or I will unscrew your 
head from your body and fill your neck with 
used cat litter!”  Used Cat Litter?   
I like to think I’m not easily intimidated, I 
was armed, I have been trained in Krav 
Maga, and I have fought much larger men 
and won, but Katie Los had a presence 
about her that said she could back up any 
threat she made.   Katie ended with a big 
smile and “Komme, wir sollen etwas essen”  
(“C’mon let’s get something to eat”).  
 
We went upstairs from the garage to an 
apartment on the 8th floor overlooking 
Stuttgart.  Katie already had “Spatzle and 
Jaeger schnitzel” ready.  That crazy old 
woman could cook.  Halfway through my 
second serving she asked how many Bibles 
I needed.  I just made a guess, “Five 
thousand”.  She nodded and that was that 
last we spoke of the Bibles.  
 
The rest of the meal was just friendly 
conversation.  I found it hard to not like her.  
She told me that her entire family had died 
during the war.   Katie was a mere teen 
when the war started and  she really 
believed it was a good thing for the Nazis  
to have been beaten in that war, but to 
carve her homeland up in little pieces for 
each conqueror to do with as they pleased 
was unthinkable.  She said she started 
wearing mourning garments on Aug 13, 
1961, the day the Berlin Wall went up.  
Katie Los mourned her country; I 

understood her and respected her even 
more.  It was hard to not feel her pain or 
some affection for the old woman.   
 
Pfarrar Gensichen and I made jokes all the 
way home about the way she threatened 
me with that stick.  We joked but I knew 
down deep she meant everything she said.   
She must have trusted me though because 
4 days later a truck showed up at our door 
with 10,000 Bibles including 2000 illustrated 
children’s bibles.  From the dimensions of 
the Bibles, Heiney and I decided we could 
probably get the entire load in if we used 
two vehicles.   
  
That was the plan.  We would take a large 
Mercedes 608 and a smaller Fiat 242 for 
the delivery.    Both vehicles had just come 
back from trips and were available.  I 
decided we should go with: Heiney, Jürgen, 
Andrea, myself and Karin, a woman from 
the team we were handing CSSR 
operations off to.  
 
We would also use this mission to inform 
the other side there would be someone new 
visiting and make sure everyone was 
comfortable with the hand off.  People who 
lived under the pressure of Communism 
were not very trusting of strangers and 
without a face to face hand off the new 
team would have had a hard time.   
 
We parked the Fiat and Mercedes side by 
side in one of the packing areas at the 
Scheuner (barn) and started the tedious 
process of stuffing the walls and floor. I 
wasn’t willing to step completely out on the 
water on this one so I told Andrea to go 
draw weapons from the Arms Room.   
Although we were all authorized to carry 
weapons we didn’t on most missions.   
Unless there was a known threat or we 
were working a new area, the risk of 
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carrying a weapon across the border 
usually outweighed the risk of needing one.  
Heiney was unhappy about my decision, 
almost angry.  He was raised as a devout 
Christian and was completely against us 
carrying weapons and Bibles at the same 
time.  After several hours of discussion, I 
finally made a command decision. Heiney 
and I would travel armed but the Girls and 
Jürgen would go slick.  That would at least 
limit the risk to one vehicle.   
 
I planned to leave on the following Saturday 
hoping the border would be crowded and 
the guards would be too busy to pay a 
whole lot of attention to us. That gave us 
just 5 days to put it together and get on the 
road, packing would take at least three 
days.  The Girls climbed up into the Fiat 
and Heiney and I got in the Mercedes 
where we would spend the next 3 days 
wrapping, tying , 
taping and 
stuffing Bibles 
into the walls.   
 
The Mercedes 
was without 
question our 
best vehicle.   It 
could sleep four 
comfortably and 
had 
compartments 
running the 
length of the 
camper walls, 
floor and each 
shelf in the kitchen and Bathroom areas 
was also hollow and could hold fifteen-plus 
Off-Set printing plates.  We found that if we 
opened a Children’s Bible and laid it flat 
with half the pages on each side it would fit 
in the shelves.   The rest of the 
compartments were accessed through 
small panels that made it possible to take 

the first Bible and tie a length of string to it, 
slide it through the opening then slide 
another Bible in after it pushing the first one 
farther down the compartment.  We 
repeated the process with each Bible until 
the compartment was full.   Once in country 
all we had to do was open the compartment 
and pull the string and out they would come 
like so many square sausages.  Packing 
could take days but unpacking was quick, 
usually less than three hours.    
 
Werner, my boss with the rank of Colonel, 
came by the Scheuner as we were packing.   
He saw the pallets, he picked up one of the 
boxes and retrieved a Czech Children’s 
Bible from it.  Heiney and I were busy in the 
Mercedes packing.  I looked up to see 
Werner standing there with the Bible in his 
hand looking at us with a distinct look of 
distress “Gid!! What! Are you doing?”  I 

started to 
answer but he 
cut me off.  “No! 
No! NO!”…“I’m 
almost positive 
this is 
something I do 
not want to 
know about.”  I 
was of the 
persuasion that 
it is often easier 
to “ask for 
forgiveness 
than 
permission” so I 
never actually 

let my boss know we were making a run 
with Bibles.   
   
Andrea came in with the scales as Werner 
left.   She asked, “What did you say to him? 
He looked disturbed.”  I knew at some point 
I needed to have an explanation for this, but 
not today. (Continued in next edition) 
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Rest in Peaceful Mornings 
 

Lynn Gipson 
 

Mornings with God are my restful times, 
spiritual sounds fill the fresh air, 

tinkling my soul like crystal wind chimes, 
blowing in breezes without a care. 

 
By dawn's early light the earth is still, 

my soul whispers gentle words of peace, 
daybreak is dancing to warm the chill, 
powerful prayer brings sweet release. 

 
In this solitude my spirit soars, 
to a plateau above my worries, 

sunlight sifts through as the ocean roars, 
a world apart where no soul hurries. 

 
Relaxation fills my core being, 

calmness comes to collect my senses, 
eyes wide shut to look without seeing, 

blinding out all worldly offenses. 
 

To ponder on His amazing ways, 
lifts me from dark and dangerous mire, 
times of the past are now bygone days, 
this new dawning sets my soul on fire. 

 
Yesterday's trials have left me now, 

after a night of breathing God's grace, 
mercy drifts by and takes her low bow, 
to soften this morning's gentle pace. 

 
Slowly I rise to fall to my knees, 

once more I will pray for His blessing, 
sure in my faith He will hear my pleas, 

I hear His still voice so caressing. 
 

His words to me are smooth as silver, 
to recall to mind my darkest night, 
He was there to save and deliver, 

when wings of tender mercies took flight. 
 

A spiritual happening transpires, 
my soul is awash with grateful tears, 

Jesus appears to put out old fires, 
and chase away my lingering fears. 

 
These are the ways of my sanity, 
a calmness gently overtakes me, 

I live and breath Christianity, 
as the sun rises over the sea. 

 

 

A Christian Mindset 

Walter Kahler 

One of the greatest gifts God created is the 
human mind. The ability our brains have is 
extraordinary. This complex organ cannot 
be duplicated, and science has not yet 
been able to transplant such an integral 
part of our existence from one human to 
another. There is only one explanation for 
this, and it underlines God’s truth. 
 
Learning how to recognize sinful thoughts 
comes first from humbly asking Christ to 
remove them. We must then implement 
specific Christian instructions to change the 
wrongs. This will require active participation 
in Christian attitudes and behaviors. It is 
imperative to our eternal lives that we give 
our minds, bodies, hearts and spirits to 
Christ. Failing to place Christ first is a fatal 
mistake, as our salvation is a matter of life 
or death. The objective of surrendering our 
minds to God is striving for the best 
possible relationship we can have with 
Christ. 
 
Sin is not the only reason for letting Christ 
take care of our minds. As our personal 
relationship with God develops, many 
revelations are brought to our attention. 
Here we experience the powerful energy 
Christ releases inside our souls. Our lives 
become whole, and we enjoy a love-filled 
existence. Christ wants us to recognize the 
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ways He has guided us to live in His 
footprints. Thinking about the ways He has 
changed our lives is a healthy exercise for 
our minds. 
 
The main ingredients 
in formulating a 
Christian mindset are 
prayer and 
meditation. Prayer is 
the principle means 
of contacting God. 
Meditation is hearing 
His voice. There is no 
chance of gaining the 
necessary strength in 
overcoming our sinful 
nature without 
Christ’s help. 
Reaching out to Christ can only be 
accomplished through personal exertion. 
Prayer is the opening of the channel to 
Christ where we have become willing to 
seek out His direction for our lives. 
 
Prayer was important to Christ and in the 
New Testament there are many verses 
highlighting our Savior’s communication 
with The Father. A prime example of 
Christ’s devotion was in the garden of 
Gethsemane. He asked God to “take this 
cup” from Him. Earlier, in Matthew 6:9, 
we’re given a model by which to pray – 
unceasingly, and so forth. Additionally, The 
Lord’s Prayer is powerful and the strength 
contained inside its walls is full of God’s 
wisdom. Everything we need to know about 
living by God’s standards is spelled out 
clearly within its masterful commands. 
Embracing those words brings the light of 
meaning and purpose to a saved life. The 
effectiveness from this prayer lies in our 
willingness to incorporate God’s principles 
as an essential part of our lifestyle. 
 

There is a tendency many of us have in 
common: going through the motions of 
praying without giving it serious effort. 
When our lives become too busy to spend 
quality time with Christ, then we have 

separated 
ourselves from 
His saving grace. 
What if God took 
the same 
approach and 
was too busy for 
us? Where would 
we stand? It is a 
great relief to 
know God is 
always there. He 
does not leave 
us. We leave 

Him. 
 
Feeble prayer habits eventually catch up 
with us, and we start experiencing 
unnecessary difficulties. We feel empty 
inside and wonder why things are out of 
sorts. There is a reason for this void and it 
derives from our lack of devotion. God 
designed it this way in order for us to 
realize the comfort He gives when we 
earnestly spend time with Him. The 
moment we discover our halfhearted efforts 
toward Him, it becomes our responsibility to 
repent and climb back aboard.    
Purposeful prayers are the ones where we 
approach God without selfish motives. 
Praying for personal desires is limited 
because we have brought before Him our 
wants instead of seeking what He sees fit to 
provide us with. In a sense, we are 
demanding to gain something and not 
allowing God to reveal His will for us. 
However, if we do pray for personal desires 
it is a good idea to say “Thy Will Not Mine 
Be Done” after each request. By including 
this phrase, we are asking for (not 
expecting) an outcome.  
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The main purpose in praying is to seek 
Christ out and find the means to remain 
living in salvation. Casting out our pride and 
opening communication with Christ is how 
our minds become free. In return, we’re 
blessed with the power of God. Remarkable 
things happen when we humble ourselves 
before Christ. God is pleased when we hold 
no reservation and knock on His door. The 
epic center for experiencing this amazing 
connectedness with Christ is prayer. It is 
the cornerstone to a soul filled with the Holy 
Spirit. 
 
One result of an active prayer life is being 
blessed with courage, which enables us to 
withstand the pains of living. As our prayer 
lives become stronger, our struggles with 
people, places and things are no longer 
burdens, but opportunities in demonstrating 
the essence of salvation. This powerful 
display of prayer is one of the ways God 
makes His truth known. Emotional balance 
develops and the difference Christ makes in 
our entire being radiates to those around 
us. We gain a Christian confidence without 
being cocky because humility has replaced 
pride. This profound experience 
encourages us to improve our lives as 
Christians.  
 
Another beautiful aspect of prayer is asking 
God to help others. Praying for the welfare 
of our friends, families and associates is a 
way for us to acknowledge that we are not 
alone in life’s journey. It pleases the Lord 
when we express to Him our concerns for 
others. Christ takes notice of the 
compassion we have for others and by 
praying for them, He connects our spirits in 
a unique and miraculous way. 
  

The reward from God in carrying out these 
selfless petitions is the unconditional love 
we develop toward those we pray for. We 
become united with them in the way Christ 
wants us to. As a result from praying for 
them we are equipped to give selflessly. 
We then find our Christian bond has 
become stronger, resulting in true 
partnerships.  We become inspired to build 
a meaningful relationship with them 
because Christ has touched our hearts for 
that particular person. 
 
Meditation is the key that unlocks the 
subconscious parts of our minds and allows 
Christ to replace our way of thinking with 
His. Training our thought patterns is a direct 
result of setting aside time and focusing our 
minds on God. Learning to meditate takes 
time, patience, and perseverance. The 
fruits of the labor will be abundant.  
 
Most dictionaries define meditation as 
engaging in thought or contemplating. The 
goal is to think deeply about Christ and 
keep continual attention on His voice. This 
will involve quieting the mind and remaining 
physically still. This may seem difficult 
because our minds are constantly moving. 
However, it is not impossible to achieve a 
meditative mindset. All that is required is 
willingness. We need to use perseverance 
as the means to finding the best way to 
quiet our minds. Another useful tool in 
achieving this is asking God for help. 
 
In the Book of Psalms, there are several 
references for meditating. Psalms 1:2, 
19:14, and 104:34 reveal the need to be in 
deep thought with God. David shared with 
us how he used this as a means to 
strengthen his faith.  
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Prayers are not the only material we can 
use to meditate with. The Bible is filled with 
many magnificent truths. A necessity in our 
lives as Christians is 
getting to know God and 
Christ better. The Bible is 
the greatest resource in 
learning to use the tools so 
vitally important to a saved 
life. The better we 
incorporate God’s words 
into our minds, the more 
focused we become on 
righteous living. 
 
I use meditation to build a 
deeper consciousness with 
God. I have learned it is 
most effective when I 
select a prayer or Bible 
verse and think deeply 
about each phrase. This 
allows me to focus on the 
intent of the lesson and 
absorb the message 
behind the words. One of 
the best prayers I have 
found to accomplish a meditative state with 
Christ is the Saint Francis prayer. Here, the 
message of salvation is displayed in a clear 
and precise manner. This prayer allows me 
to understand the actions I need to take. By 
bringing my consciousness in line with its 
wisdom, my mind is prepared to receive the 
prayer’s divine meaning.   
        
Now that we have a basic understanding of 
how prayer and meditation works in building 
an unshakeable foundation with Christ, 
there is always room to expand. Practicing 
prayer and meditation separately brings 
good results, but combining them together 
leads the mind to a deeper awareness of 
God. The balance this brings to our hearts 
shows up in the way we are able to think 
spiritually in all situations. Experiencing 

serenity in emotional turmoil is not an 
accident.  
 

Our minds need the 
nourishment of Christ’s 
grace and prayer. 
Meditation will open the 
doors to receiving it. 
The results of a 
Christian mindset are 
astonishing and not to 
be missed. Uniting our 
minds with Christ will 
become a fascinating 
adventure full of 
incredible experiences. 

 

 

Southern Folks and 
Southern Deeds 
No Other Way to 

Live 
 

Brenda Klutz Blakely 
 
April, 2014 and tornadoes have hit the 
South and many other locations. But 
Southerners have a special resilience, 
southern heritage and way of facing 
disaster.  
 
Our world seems to have taken a turn for 
the worse according to all we hear and 
read. But how much have we really 
changed down deep, where it really counts.  
 
It has been nearly nine years since 
Hurricane Katrina’s tidal wave, crashed into 
the Mississippi coastline on August 29, 
2005, there was no peace in Mississippi.  
But on the other side of frustration, 
damage, struggles and disorder, 
 
People pulled up in faith and became:  
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 the gentle hand of a pastor 
calming a child and wrapping 
him in comfort from his heart. 

 the radio announcer, who 
acknowledged God’s 
providence and sovereignty 
as he spoke of tragedies and 
blessings and in 
announcements about people, 
who bought generators and 
as their power was restored 
gave the generators to others 
in need. 

 the humble surroundings of a 
small family home shared 
because they felt blessed to 
have been spared. 

 the lady who shared her cash 
at the gas pump with 
someone who had less. 

 the young man who realized 
his elderly neighbor had not 
opened his door or windows 
in the heat and found him 
dehydrated and delusional. 

 the neighbor who used his 
rationed gas to make trips for 
ice, water and necessities, 
hauled freezers to those who 
had power and on the way 
picked up a couple fleeing 
from the storm to carry them 
to a shelter. 

 people who left yards full of 
trees and debris to help 
provide shelter for those who 
had lost their homes. 

 our President and other 
officials who continue to ask 
God to show us the way and 
to Bless America and who 
openly acknowledged prayer 
and the seeking of wisdom 
from God in this trying 
situation. 

 
The convenience store clerk made an old 
man’s heart leap when she shared her joy.  
 
When asked how could she be so joyful, 
she simply said, “I know no other way to 
live.” 
 
On the other side of Katrina’s tidal wave the 
angels sang of peace and joy as Jesus 
came in the hearts of men and men 
accomplished acts that could only come 
from the work of Jesus, within their hearts. 
Bible Belt folks tightened the belt a little and 
carried on.  
 
Disaster has hit again.   
 
Our folks have been affected. People are 
gathering, going and giving just as we have 
always done and hopefully will always do. 
Many prayers are offered up for those both 
near and far away, whose lives have been 
altered by the forces of nature.  
 
Once again the chance has come and 
southern faith meets southern folks right at 
the point of need.  
 
People are gathering, going and giving just 
as we have always done and hopefully will 
always do simply because for us-there is 
“no other way to live.” 
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When You Walk Through Fire 

Midoho Abasi Essienubong 

When you pass through the waters, I will be 
with you; and when you pass through the 
rivers, they will not sweep over you. When 
you walk through the fire, you will not be 
burned; the flames will not set you ablaze. 
(Isaiah 43:2) 
 
The fire experience is never pleasant, no 
matter how anointed you are, no matter 
how spiritually strong you think you are, no 
matter how  well educated and learned you 
are, no matter how wealthy you are,  you 
cannot escape the fire experience. 
 
As long as you still have the breath of life in 
you, you are bound to go through fire. 
 
If you do not want 
anything to do 
with the fire 
experience, your 
prayer should be 
short and simple. 
Pray to die, that is 
the only escape 
route. 
 
“When” you walk 
through the fire, 
not “if”, “if” is a 
conditional word, “when” is a word of 
certainty, it is definite. That means you will 
pass through fire at one point in your life or 
the other. 
 
The fire experience is: 
 
That moment when no one understands 
you, soon you too can’t understand yourself 
 
That moment when you think God has 
abandoned you 
 

That moment when nothing puts a smile on 
your face 
 
That moment when the very people that 
always stood by you begin to watch you 
from afar 
 
That moment when you think you have 
failed and lost everything you gathered for 
years 
 
That moment when the very thing or person 
that made you happy make you weep 
 
That moment when people tell you “we 
know how you feel” when in fact, they don’t 
 
That moment when you begin to harbour 
suicidal thoughts 
 

That moment 
when your eyes 
are wide open 
through the night, 
you can’t find 
sleep. 
 
That moment 
when it looks like 
God is silent 
 
That moment 
when you shut 
yourself indoors 

not because you want to pray but because 
you are ashamed 
 
That moment when your plans yield the 
worse results 
 
That moment when loved ones 
misunderstand and give very wrong 
interpretations to your words and actions 
 
That moment when all your wealth and your 
great financial strength cannot help your 
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situation, that moment your money 
becomes ashamed 
 
That moment when you begin to get used 
to the fire 
 
That moment when every step you take 
forward takes you two steps backwards 
 
That moment when your dreams becomes 
a mirage 
 
That moment when friends become foes 
 
That moment when your body gets so used 
to all manner of pain, you even go out of 
your way to seek pain when it is not there, 
pain becomes a kind of comfort 
 
That moment when no one believes in you, 
talk less of believing in your dreams 
 
That moment when the place that gave you 
comfort and peace begins to choke life out 
of you 
 
We are hard pressed on every side, but not 
crushed; perplexed, but not in despair; 
persecuted, but not abandoned; struck 
down, but not destroyed. (2 Corinthians 4:8-
9) 
 
The good news is that you cannot be 
crushed, God hasn’t abandoned you and 
your fire experience cannot destroy you. 
Instead, it will bring out the best in you. 
 
Many times people, especially church folks, 
love to run away from the fire experience, 
we think we are immune to it. We are 
taught to pray all manner of prayers and 
see the devil in what we are going through 
but the truth is, during the fire experience, 
no amount of prayer and fasting and all 
manner of spiritual exercise may work. 
 

Don’t even think running to churches or 
Pastors for help will shield you from the fire; 
the fire may even be ignited from your place 
of worship, from people you trust and hold 
in high esteem even in the church. 
 
All these are for a reason and a season, no 
matter how you pray summer away; it will 
not go until its season is over. 
 
I am not saying we should fold our arms 
when faced with the realities of life 
challenges, what I am saying is that we 
should understand the best is yet to come; 
we should seek God and learn what he 
wants to teach or tell us with that 
unpleasant experience. 
 
We should understand, we need the fire 
experience sometimes to move to the right 
level. 
 
In fact, some of us need something or 
someone to provoke us so we can move to 
where God expects us to be. 
 
Some of us will be very comfortable where 
we are and will never maximize our 
potentials until something comes to steer 
our lives, until life challenges stares at us in 
the face. Goliath needed to challenge the 
children of Israel for David to discover that 
part of him that was never revealed. 
 
Recall the story of Hannah in I Samuel 1, 
Peninnah had to provoke Hannah. 
 
Hannah prayed the way she had never 
prayed before, she had to make a vow she 
ordinary would not have made if her womb 
was not shut; you know the rest of her 
story. 
 
Do you remember Jabez in I Chronicles 4? 
His own fire was from birth, and do you 
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remember his prayer?  You know the rest of 
his story. 
 
For some of us, the fire began from birth, 
but I am happy to announce to you that the 
fire will quench soon. Hold on, your story 
will soon become your glory. 
 
I remember a fire experience I had few 
years back, I saw my dreams crumbling 
before my eyes, I sought God anywhere I 
am told I will find Him. I did everything I 
needed to do just to escape the fire but 
meanwhile; I discovered I became closer to 
Him. 
 
By the time the 
fire stopped 
burning, I had 
gotten so close to 
Him than before, I 
later got to 
understand God 
just wanted to 
bring me closer to 
Himself because I 
bluntly refused to 
acknowledge Him. 
 
For some, God wants you to acknowledge 
and seek Him, recall the story of King Asa 
in 2 Chronicles 16; King Asa was afflicted 
with a disease on his feet. The bibles 
makes it clear that King Asa did not seek 
help from God but only physicians, the 
disease killed him not because it was not 
curable but because he refused to seek 
God. Earlier in his reign as King, he always 
sought God, God had now blessed him and 
he now had enough wealth, he could use 
his wealth to get what he needed. God was 
eliminated from the picture.  Seek Him! 
 
For some, the fire experience is a time of 
self-discovery. 
 

You may be going through that unpleasant 
situation now, not because you deserve it 
but because God wants to use you to help 
those that will go through that same 
experience. 
 
Moses had to go through the wilderness 
first alone, before he could lead the children 
of Israel through the wilderness. He knew 
the terrain, he knew what to expect 
because he was familiar with the 
wilderness. 
 
Most people come out best when they have 

passed through the 
fire experience. Your 
dreams, aspirations 
and Gods purpose 
for you are still very 
much valid. Nothing 
you are going 
through now can 
invalidate Gods 
purpose for you. 
 
“Weeping may 
endure for a night, 
but joy comes in the 
morning” (Psalm 

30:5b) 
 
I don’t know what you are going through 
now, but I want to encourage you, you may 
have heard this kind of message over and 
over again, it may really not make any 
sense to you any longer but just understand 
you are not alone. 
 
When you walk through the fire, you will not 
be burned; the flames will not set you 
ablaze. 
 
He sees every tear that falls. He is still very 
much interested in you; you are not on this 
planet by a mistake. Make Him your true 
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friend; it is only in Him you will find grace to 
come out clean from the raging fire. 
 
You may think you are being punished for 
your sins, just a lie the devil wants to sell to 
you, whatever you are going through now 
was allowed by God for a season and for a 
reason, it cannot happen without His 
permission.  Don’t give up; never allow the 
thought of giving up settle on your mind. 
 
No one else knows how you feel except 
Him, stick to Him, stick to His word, stick to 
His promises. Stay strong, Stay positive, 
Hold on and Hold out.  YOUR BEST IS YET 
TO MANIFEST. 
 
Midoho Abasi Essienubong is a Nigerian by 
Nationality. He was born on November 18 
1991. He is currently an undergraduate 
studying Computer Network Administration 
in Kaunas University of Applied Sciences, 
Lithuania. He is a young man who loves 
God and wants to propagate the message 
of the gospel of Jesus Christ to as many 
lives as possible. 
 
 

Who is Your Calling 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
James is the just the guy to pick an 
argument. He’s the New Testament author 
who seems to take issue with our free 
grace. He’s the one that seems to poke the 
smoldering flames of lingering guilt over 
failures, expectations and performance.  
 
From the very first chapter of the book by 
his name, he tells us that without works, 
faith is dead. So we better get busy proving 
our faith. Right? But, the second half of 
James chapter one has always stumped 
me. What does any of this have to do with a 
guy looking in the mirror?  
 
Check out verses 23-25: 
 
“Anyone who listens to the word but does 
not do what it says is like someone who 
looks at his face in a mirror and, after 
looking at himself, goes away and 
immediately forgets what he looks like. But 
whoever looks intently into the perfect law 
that gives freedom, and continues in it—not 
forgetting what they have heard, but doing 
it—they will be blessed in what they do.” 
 
I took a few minutes to look up the words in 
the original Greek. Let me share my 
personal paraphrase: 
 
For is anyone is a hearer of the word and 
not a doer, is like a man who is attentive to 
his course of life and knows his 
circumstances and understands his inward 
thoughts and feelings. Then, he follows 
after his “calling” oblivious to the quality or 
purpose of his life. 
 
Let’s give James a break, not worry for a 
minute that he’s calling us back to works, 
and find out what is this course of life, this 
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calling, that we are in danger of discarding 
to oblivion. 
 
Isaiah 43:7 says, “‘Bring all who claim me 
as their God, for I have made them for my 
glory. It was I who created them.’" 
 
We were created for God’s glory. We are in 
danger of living oblivious to this, the 
ultimate course of our lives.  
 
Second Peter 1:3 says, “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.” 
 
We are in danger of 
living oblivious to the 
calling of His glory and 
goodness.  
 
Bear with me.  
 
What if we are not made for specific 
careers, individual ministries or one unique 
calling? What if we are wasting our time 
praying, “Oh God, what do you want me to 
do with my life?” 
 
The work we are called to is obedience to 
God’s commands. Jesus couldn’t have 
made these commands more clear in John 
13:34, “A new command I give you, love 
one another as I have loved you.” 
Obedience is not performance. If we look 
hard into the Word of God and truly know 
who we are and what we are to do—to love 
others as Christ loved us—but turn around 
and merely perform, our grace is worthless, 
our knowledge vain.  
 

In Matthew 7, Jesus said that the man who 
hears and does not do the Word of God is 
like one who built his house on sand. 
Though he might work hard and build the 
finest house, worthy of admiration, when 
the storms of life come all of his work will 
collapse—useless.  
 
Our work is the obedience of love. This 
comes out of our very nature which matures 
in Christ when we look intently into His 
word. This word informs not performance 

but our 
personhood, not 
good work but 
the obedience of 
love. It doesn’t 
inform our own 
special calling, 
but informs the 
world of the God 
who saves us.  

 
 

 
Entering our Promised Land 

 
Lancelot Tucker 

 
In the Scriptures, we see God promising to 
give the people of Israel a land flowing with 
milk and honey, vineyards they did not 
plant, and houses they did not build. Yet 
some of them missed these promises 
because of their disobedient acts carried 
out in the wilderness. Thus, instead of 
arriving in the land that God promised them, 
they died on the way.  
 
God was using the wilderness experience 
to remove the lust and desires of the flesh 
that the people had in them. However, 
some of them rebelled and did not receive 
what they were promised. Today, Christians 
are still promised a land flowing with the 
goodness of God.   
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Let us return to the reason why God was 
taking His people away from Egypt and to 
the Promised Land. During slavery, the 
people of Israel had to work hard to please 
the Egyptians. Life became so difficult for 
them that they could do nothing else but cry 
out to God for deliverance. They did so and 
He had compassion on them. He sent His 
servant Moses to deliver them from Egypt 
and bring them to a land that He has 
prepared for them---a place called Canaan.  
 
Christ has prepared a place for us in 
Heaven. He says to us, “Let not your hearts 
be troubled: ye believe in God believe also 
in me. In my Father’s house are many 
mansions: if it were not so, I would have 
told you. I go to prepare a place for you” 
(John 14:1-2 KJV). 
 
Today, we are living in the world known as 
spiritual Egypt. This is not our right home; 
this is only our temporary dwelling place. 
Our right home is Heaven, which Jesus has 
prepared for us. However, before we can 
get there we have to live in this world, being 
tested and tried like the Hebrews. We have 
to overcome disobedience and learn to 
obey the voice of the Lord God. Since our 
Promised Land is Heaven, then we should 
live like people of God here on Earth, 
knowing that if we walk according to fleshly 
desires we will not reach Heaven.   
 
The people of Israel committed many sins 
while traveling in the wilderness to get to 
their promised land. For us to get to our 
Promised Land of Heaven, we must avoid 
sinning at all costs. Here are the main sins 
which prevented Israel from entering the 
Promised Land:  
 
Murmurings 
 
“The whole congregation of the children of 
Israel murmured against Moses and Aron in 

the wilderness: and the children of Israel 
said unto them, 'would to God we had died 
by the hand of the Lord in the land of Egypt, 
when we sat by the flesh pots, and when 
we did eat bread to the full; for ye have 
brought us forth into this wilderness, to kill 
this whole assembly with hunger' ” (Ex. 
16:2-3 KJV).  
 
Though the Israelites left Egypt, Egypt was 
still in them. They tempted God by 
murmuring against Moses and Aron on their 
way in the wilderness. However, because 
their desires were fleshly, they failed to 
realize that God was humbling them 
through this test. They failed miserably 
because their lust was taken up with food 
and not pleasing the living God who 
brought them out of Egypt, the land of 
bondage.  
 
The Word of God says, “and thou shalt 
remember all the ways which the Lord thy 
God led thee these forty years in the 
wilderness, to humble thee, and to prove 
thee, to know what was in thine heart, 
whether thou wouldest keep His 
commandments or no. and He humbled 
thee and suffered thee to hunger” (Deut. 
8:2-3 KJV).  
 
Today, God is still bringing us through the 
same test of hunger. When we are going 
through this, we must not complain and say 
that we want to return to the world where 
we can get anything we want. This attitude 
will only displease the Lord and hinder us 
from entering Heaven.  
 
So why did God have to test us with food? 
“That He might make thee know that man 
doth not live by bread only, but by every 
word that proceedeth out of the mouth of 
the Lord doth man live” (Deut. 8:3 KJV).   
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Idolatry  
  
“And all the people broke off the golden 
earrings, which were in their ears, and 
brought them unto Aron. And he received 
them at their hand and fashioned it with a 
graving tool, after he had made it a golden 
calf: and they said, 'these are your gods, O 
Israel, which brought thee up out of Egypt' ” 
(Ex. 32:3-4 KJV).  
 
We can be guilty of idolatry in a number of 
ways: putting our car, house, bank account, 
friends, and family above God. Each time 
we do this we are giving in to the spirit of 
idolatry, which in truth is the worship of 
Satan. For this sin, we cannot make it 
through the gates of Heaven unless we 
repent.  
 
Sexual Revelry   
 
“And the people sat down to eat and to 
drink and rose up to play” (Ex. 32:6 KJV).  
 
Here, the word “play” conveys sexual sin. 
After sacrificing to 
the golden idol 
they built, they sat 
down to eat, drink, 
and commit 
fornication - 
adultery, acts of 
lesbianism, and 
homosexuality. 
 
People of God, we 
must not commit 
acts of sexual sin 
against the Lord 
because we serve 
a jealous God. Sexual sin is a powerful 
weapon the devil uses against God’s 
people, especially great men of faith. The 
Word of God advises us that if we burn we 
should get married so that we can enjoy 

sex in a holy way. If we want to enter into 
the Promised Land of Heaven, we must 
confess and forsake all sexual sins.  
 
Tempting the Lord 
 
We repeatedly see the people of Israel 
tempting the Lord by committing a number 
of sins on their way to the Promised Land. 
They built a golden calf and worshipped it, 
committed a number of sexual sins, and 
murmured against God’s delegated 
authorities. They even tried to desert the 
camp and return to Egypt, which greatly 
displeased the Lord. Since they practiced 
rebellion against God, serpents killed them, 
and God destroyed them in other ways. 
 
Tempting God can be very detrimental to 
us. Sometimes we become so careless in 
our Christian walk and stray from the path 
God placed us on. We can do this by 
marrying an unbeliever, falsifying our 
income tax records, cheating, lying, and 
committing sexual sins. Yet in His mercy, 
God always forgives us. However, we 

should not take 
God for granted 
by practicing sin. If 
we do, we find 
ourselves 
spending eternity 
not in Heaven but 
in Hell.  
 
Paul said in 1 
Corinthians 10:11 
that these things 
happened to the 
people of Israel as 
warnings to us, so 

therefore, we should take heed to them and 
live, as God will have us to live---holy and 
blameless in a world of sin.  
 
Please read 1 Corinthians 10:1-12   
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On Trial 
 

Jesse Hicks 
 

Wretched! I Think, when I see this face 
In the looking glass where there is no grace 

I dwell upon my past in shame 
Forgetting the one who took my blame 

 
How can mercy stay the course 

And patience stand against the force? 
Of sin that has me in its grip 

From which it seems I’ll never slip 
 

My ears are trained to hear the hiss 
Of the accuser’s laugh, his putrid kiss 

On guilty feet I stand accused 
Will mercy finally be refused? 

 
I close my eyes and enter in 

A courtroom that airs all my sin 
I find myself now on trial 

And stand alone upon this isle 
 

There he is, pointing proud 
My failings to all he calls aloud 

I stand still, what can I say? 
His words are true, how must I pay? 

 
With mocking tones and sneering face 

My accuser has made his case 
Justice now must make its call 

What happens at the gavel fall? 
 

But when it never makes a sound 
Confusion makes me look around 

Then I see Him, blinding white 
I hide my eyes against the sight 

 
Woe is me! I am undone 
Unworthy feet wish to run 

Please allow me now to flee 
And from Your gaze be set free 

 
I cannot go, I cannot hide 

His gravity holds me at His side 

It’s not out loud but I hear Him say 
“I will stand for you today” 

 
What happens next stills the room 

While the accusations loom 
This man begins to speak for me 
A defense I thought I’d never see 

 
I cannot help but take a look 

As he opens up that book 
His finger scrolls until he finds 

And says aloud a name that’s mine 
 

Then He opens up His palms 
And smiles a smile absurdly calm 
“His debt is mine, I paid the price” 

A defense is made just that concise 
 

“Who brings this charge?!” my defender 
cries 

“I AM He who justifies 
“Paid in full, it is done, 

Of all that are mine, I will lose none!” 
 

“He belongs to me!” His call rings out 
While the accuser cries with a shout 

The gavel finally strikes the wood 
“Case closed, My Son, Your defense is 

good” 
 

Now the accuser shakes with rage 
As the defender flips the page 

He’s made His case, the defense rests 
My prosecutor makes no test. 

 
My defender looks at me with grace 

I dare to gaze upon His face 
One look from Him takes my fears 

He reaches down and wipes my tears 
 

He said, “My friend take courage now 
No longer shall you take a bow 

To guilt and shame, for can’t you see? 
It was for freedom I set you free” 

 
“Go therefore and sin no more 
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But before you go I must implore 
Just keep your eyes upon my throne 

You don’t have to walk alone” 
 

My trial is finished, I take breath 
Exonerated by His death 

I close my eyes and consider the cost 
Of victory won upon the cross 

 
Once again in the mirror I stare 

And guard my eyes against the glare 
Of bulbs which now seem so dim 

Compared to the Light that comes from Him 
 

He’s wiped the slate and changed my name 
No longer must I wear the blame 

I get to start anew and fresh 
Despite the weakness of my flesh 

 
God help me now, I know I’m Thine 

I long to sit with you and dine 
But until you call me home 
As your servant I will roam 

 
Take these shackles, remove this thorn 

I am Yours, I’ve been reborn 
Carry my feet now towards Your will 

As I walk free from Calvary’s hill 
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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 
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 

http://www.findingbalance.com/
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submissions with a critical eye. I usually 
find a sentence or two to prune and 
sometimes the story just doesn’t address 
our audience. However, when I read 
Brenna’s story, I knew it was not only well 
written and would appeal to any audience, 
but that it would speak to, and change, 
anyone who was blessed to read it.  
 
Immediately, I headed over to Brenna’s 
website, Living Unveiled. I had to read more 
from this bold and beautiful woman, a 
woman who unashamedly writes from her 
pain, and bravely pours life into the secret 
wounds of strangers. It was there I 
discovered her book.  
 
Learning to Walk in Freedom: A Journey in 
Five Steps, is the culmination, for now, of 
Brenna’s ministry to any who feel bound by 
sin, failure, defeat, loneliness and fear. I 
say culmination, because to produce a 
book this deep is a monstrous effort of faith 
and energy, but Brenna is only on the cusp 
of what God intends to do for and through 
her.  
 
I picked up, Learning to Walk in Freedom, 
as one now walking in freedom after 15 
years of bondage to anorexia. I felt 
camaraderie with Brenna from the very start 
as she tells her story of battling an eating 
disorder. But almost anyone will find 
common ground with the author, who also 
shares of struggling with same sex 
attraction, emotional dependency, self-
injury and chronic low self-esteem.  
 
With empathy, Brenna lays open her own 
wounds and tells of the healing Jesus 
Christ gave her—how through Him she 
learned to walk in freedom. Then, 
employing an almost simplistic strategy she 
walks her reader through five steps leading 
them straight to the throne of grace. 
 

Now lest you fear that this is a preachy 
book, written only with the holy-there-than-
thou, assured-of-their-salvation, from the 
preface, Brenna invites everyone to join her 
on this journey. She writes: 
 
“You may not be sure you really know God, 
or you may be quite confident that you 
don’t. You may not be sure that you want to 
know Him anymore. Perhaps you have 
experienced a measure of freedom, have 
long since moved past that “gasping for air” 
feeling, but still dream and hope, as I did, 
for more than this. 
 
This book is for you all.” 
 
Brenna doesn’t abandon her readers after a 
careful explanation of the five steps to 
walking in freedom. Instead, she grips their 
hand a little tighter, tugs again and says, 
“Let’s make this personal.”  
 
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 
 

http://www.livingunveiled.com/
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Longing for Godliness: Restoring 

God’s Image Within Us 

By Ramsey Coutta 

 

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

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

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

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

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

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.   -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. 
 
 
 
 
 

Living the Amish Way: Seven 
Essential Amish Values to Enrich 

Your Life 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 
 

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

the sense of peace and contentment that 
the Amish experience.  
 
 
(Nonfiction, $2.99 - Amazon, B&N) 
 

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

Marriage Work 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 
 

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

mailto:editor@believerlife.com

