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Wind Whispers 

Arianne Brynn Carpenter 

I was formed out of nothing. Molded…in 
moments of passion, abandoned in 
moments of regret. A very tiny instant a life 
began and a life ended all in the same 
heartbeat. I was an accident by all human 
accounts, yet a finely executed creation on 
His. I was…woven together, intricately.  
The wind called my name. I have been 
chasing it ever since.  

 And the wind whispers to me you are loved 
and I wonder by whom? And if I am loved, 
why do I feel so unloved?  Insecurity runs 
through my veins keeping my body alive. Is 
this is alive? Rejection defines me. I see it 
in stranger’s eyes.  I hear it in their 
thoughts…loudly. What did I do to deserve 
this? The only 
thing I have 
ever been is 
born? I swear 
you know it in 
the womb. 
From the 
moment you 
are conceived 
for 9 months 
you feel it, 
hear it and 
sense it. The 
way your 
mother 
actually feels 
about 
carrying you.  For me, it was obvious. Her 
emotions were conflicted, chaotic, life 
threatening. 

Yet she lived as did I, a miracle. Her trying 
to leave, because of those moments I was 
formed.  He knew this. He knew that her 
soul had suffered. He understood her plight.   
He spared her life and mine too. At only a 

few moments old, weighing 8lbs I 
was…already rejected. 

Loneliness and fear my constant 
companions. I resented them yet I couldn’t 
function without them. They identified me.  
Other kids were known for their intelligence 
or talent. I was known for being “special”. 

I was special because I was chosen of 
course. Chosen? Well… someone hadn’t 
chosen me. A soul knows this. So I was 
both, chosen and not chosen. Ironic isn’t it? 
One set of parents always wanting you and 
the other set, never wanting you. I wanted 
to fly away but all I did was stumble.  Where 
were my wings? 

Hidden for years they were hidden.  My 
ears wondered what songs the wanted 
heard…the verses so different than those 

the 
unwanted 
were 
sung. I 
resented 
the 
wanted… 
the ones 
who 
weren’t 
chosen.  

What 
made her 
“choose” 
to 
abandon 
me? Was 

she selfish and resentful or… scared and 
alone?  Was she rejected because of me? 
This soul who kept me growing inside her 
had she felt many of the things I had felt? I 
hadn’t thought of this.  

Had it taken more love to let me go than to 
keep me? Had she too felt a big huge hole 
in her soul, like I did, just in another way? 
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Grace...whispers in my ear “the moments 
you felt sad and alone, rejected and 
unloved she did too.” 

It is within each soul to choose whether or 
not to reach beyond what could have 
destroyed us and instead let it strengthen 
us.   

Before any of them came to be…He knew 
my days, my thoughts my emotions. He 
knew what they would be. He knew He 
could handle it. After all…she might not 
have planned me but He did. 

Letting me go… had subsequently made 
her a prisoner, of fear. Fearful of what may 
have happened to me. Fear, it is a thief of 
life that keeps us frozen. We were both 
prisoners in a different kind of jail. 

She was destined to take a loss. For her it 
was sacrificing.  I took it as abandoning. I 
had been living fearfully all my life instead 
of living “fearfully and wonderfully made”. 
Every moment is both the beginning and 
ending of something.  My life was no 
different.  And putting me in a place of 
being “chosen” was her trying to bring me a 
new beginning. I had lived like it was an 
ending.  

I chase the wind I run and run and the 
Maker of the wind whispers my name.  I 
hear Him whisper through the branches of 
my life that I am loved… and now I know by 
whom! He was always right by my side, the 
whisper of significance in my ear that the 
wind alone could never speak. He made the 
wind…He gives it voice. And it is His voice I 
hear when the wind whispers. 

 

 

 

 

A Couple of God’s Gifts  

Abbie Berry 

Forgiveness.  

It’s supernatural. It’s a gift from God. It’s His 
domain. Period.  

Forgiveness is saying “I’m sorry,” when the 
other person is wrong. It’s a word that says, 
“I want God and peace more than pride and 
separateness. I want togetherness more 
than my own way. I want to give blessings 
over curses. I want the love connection 
more than gritting my teeth.”  

Forgiveness is recognizing that the 
“seventy times seven” rule applies first to 
me, because God cares about my heart. 

Forgiveness isn’t only the absence of 
fighting or anger. It’s the restoration of 
fellowship, the coming back together, 
appreciating the battle, and moving on. 
Knowing that pursuing peace at all costs is 
not letting Satan win. It’s realizing that we 
are fighting “against principalities and 
powers and rulers of darkness.” 

Jesus said, “Love one another.”  

This is the paradox of the Gospel and the 
only thing Satan has no defense against. 
Love is what busted Satan when Jesus 
went to the cross. Love undermines and 
takes away Satan's power. Scripture calls 
love the greatest thing to remain in.  

Love dissipates anger and confounds hate. 
Love raises us to Him. It's the one tool we 
keep in the bottom of the toolbox. If we 
want Him, love is it.  

Love Him, love others. That’s the Gospel.  

The rest is just stuff. 
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Faith of a Mustard Seed 

Pam Humphries 

 

Faith the size of a mustard seed 

Comes from trusting God. 

When Moses parted the sea, 

With his staff like a rod 

It took real faith indeed. 

 

Faith comes from hearing, 

Hearing by the Word of God, 

Like raindrops that are clearing 

All the doubts on dirt and sod, 

the paths where doubt has trod. 

 

With this faith you can believe 

Cause faith can move a mountain 

Stop allowing doubt to deceive, 

Just stand before God's fountain 

His Living Water you shall receive 

 
 
 
 

In the Wake of the Valley 
 

Abby Kelly 
 

I’m staring down the muzzle of a move. 
Another move. I’m married to a career 
military officer and this pluck-up-and-go 
routine is becoming familiar, though never 
easier.  
 
Swamped and drowning under a load of 
pending stress, I fled to the only place I 
know for comfort—my back porch. I have 
my Bible straddling my knees and my 
journal opened, pen poised. I flipped to 
Psalm 16, my go-to passage for transient 
times. I needed to hear God remind me that 
my only good is found in Him. That I have 
chosen Him as my portion and cup, and 
that the shape of my life is pleasant. My 
inheritance is beautiful.  
 
Those words help to put in perspective the 
loss of one home, and the seeding of 
another. They warm me from the inside, 
calling to mind the fresh beauties that God 
has unearthed in each place we’ve lived.  
 
In North Carolina, He introduced me to the 
first best friend I’ve ever had. He seasoned 
my life with a few more friends, a vibrant 
church body, and a fun job. Three years of 
firsts. When He led us to Georgia, He 
pressed my soul more deeply into Him than 
I had experienced before. I felt pressed 
down under a weight of loneliness, the seed 
of my life sinking heavily into fertile soil.  
 
Next, He led us to Washington. Exquisite! In 
the northwest, God brought me my second 
best-friend of all time. He colored the 
morning horizon deep blue and punctuated 
it with Mount Rainier, glowing effervescent 
pink. He fed me with honeycrisp apples, 
fresh, flaky salmon and blood-red wine. He 
tightened the bonds of my marriage, 
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snipping the frayed ends. He taught me to 
write. In Washington, I worked at a busy 
Starbucks and He peppered me daily with 
smiles, momentary confidences and 
encouraging winks.  
 
After that, God led us to Virginia, barely 
outside the bustle of the beltway. Full circle, 
He walked my best friends across my path 
again. He opened the first window to give 
me a peek at what He intends as the 
hallmark of my life—He blessed my pen 
and my page. He swept me quickly through 
a church body where He cultivated 
leadership skills and deep humility through 
failure.  
 
And then He brought us here. I’m in 
Georgia again, staring down the muzzle of 
a move. I understand the boundaries. I see 
the pleasant places where God has led me. 
I am overjoyed to know that God is all my 
good. He is my refuge and preservation. 
But my heart still aches. Saying goodbye 
still hurts. The stab of loneliness that lingers 
for a while in each new location can for a 
moment feel like shadow of death.  
 
Psalm 23 also talks about the places God 
leads us. David opens with peace, following 
his Lord beside quiet water, green pastures 
and in paths of righteousness. Suddenly, 
there’s a sharp turn. Though David still 
follows the Good Shepherd, he finds 
himself in the Valley of the Shadow of 
Death.  
 
I wonder if that was a valley filled with 
loneliness as he dodged the pursuit of King 
Saul, who was bent on David’s demise. I 
wonder if it was a valley filled with fatigue, 
tired of defending himself, tired of living on 
the run.  
Whatever it was, it broke his heart.  
 
As we keep reading, David staggers out of 

the valley. While there, he found protection 
in God’s rod and staff. He used these for 
continual guidance and direction even in 
the darkest of places. In that terrible place, 
David remained confident of God’s election, 
expressed as God anointed his head with 
oil.  
 
And on the other side? As David walked out 
of the shadows, the cast of his own shadow 
breaking with the foreboding one behind 
him, goodness and mercy flowed after him.  
 
I folded my journal, the page still blank and 
stared at the pretty, little yellow-topped 
weeds in my backyard. I have walked 
through shadowy valleys before. Reflecting 
on each, I can see the wake of goodness 
and mercy widening behind me.  

 

I Surrender All 
 

Dr. Michael Cochran 
 
Isaiah 32:17 (AMP) “And the effect of 
righteousness will be peace [internal and 
external], and the result of righteousness 
will be quietness and confident trust 
forever.” 
 
We are made right with God by our faith 
which results in peace with him. This is a 
contentment that comes from a heart 
surrendered to Him and a life walking in 
step with His will. The impossible 
challenges that press on you cannot stand 
a chance against the limitless power of the 
Prince of Peace. When you walk in 
submission to God, you are allowing His 
peace to rule over your heart. His peace is 
available to call things into rest. Yield to it 
and allow yourself to be ruled by God, not 
the obstacle in front of you.  
 
Righteousness is simply right standing with 
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God, and it only comes through faith in 
Jesus Christ. (2 Cor. 5:21) 
 
Rejoice in the knowledge that you are the 
righteousness of God in Christ. The more 
that you become aware of this 
phenomenon, the more that you will see 
that righteousness come out of you in every 
area of your life. We do not live more like 
Jesus by “trying harder”; but rather by 
knowing who He is in us and letting Him do 
the work. 
 
However, we have to understand 
righteousness in order for it to make a 
difference in our lives. Many people are 
righteous, but they do not know what that 
means. I can enter boldly into the throne 
room anytime I 
have a desire to 
visit with my 
Heavenly Father, 
because of that 
righteousness. I 
do not have to fear 
circumstances and 
situations around 
me, because of 
my fellowship with 
Abba Father. The 
effect of 
righteousness, 
knowing who I am in Christ, gives me 
internal and external peace.  
 
And then, more good news! Because of this 
righteousness, this right-standing with my 
Father, I will live a quiet, peaceable life. I 
can rest in that relationship. That internal 
peace, that quietness, will mount guard 
over my mind and heart (Phil. 4:7). 
 
Paul tells us where and how to find this 
peace. We need to know the Lord Jesus 
Christ and have a personal relationship with 
him. Says Paul, "In everything, by prayer 

and petition, with thanksgiving, present your 
requests to God. And the peace of God, 
which transcends all understanding, will 
guard your hearts and your minds in Christ 
Jesus." Commit to living for the Lord each 
day and ask for the Spirit's guidance. When 
you do, you have the guarantee that the 
peace of God will flood your heart and 
mind. Don't go another day without it. 
 
So, when you are facing your fearful 
situation take and accept His precious gift 
of peace! He tells you in Phil. 4:7 that it is 
yours for the taking…which means we can 
turn it down and give in to fear and worry 
instead, bringing upon ourselves all manner 
of strife. However, there is a much better 
way. Let Him fight the battle for you while 

He saturates your 
heart with His 
supernatural 
peace. 
 
And lastly, 
because of this 
righteousness, I 
will have confident 
trust forever. Trust 
in what? Trust in 
God, knowing that 
He loves me, that 
He paid the 

enormous price for restoration of fellowship 
with my Heavenly Father. I will never have 
to doubt that His love is unconditional and 
eternal. I can enter boldly into His throne 
room to talk to Him because He made me 
righteous, and that will never change, no 
matter what I have done, or not done! 
 
Remember, the Lord is your refuge and 
strength whenever trouble of any variety 
knocks at your door. As a child of God, 
safely covered by the blood of Jesus Christ, 
you have no need to fear—even when 
things around you seem to be falling apart. 
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Even if the earth is removed from its 
foundation and the mountains slide into the 
sea, you should not be moved by fear— 
God will bring victory and deliverance in 
every single situation. 
 
May we each be encouraged today not to 
be downhearted or overwhelmed by our 
circumstance, trial or tribulation. Rather, let 
us go straight to the source, Jesus. The 
source of life everlasting, the source of the 
living water that shall never run dry, the 
source of light and purity, the source of our 
very sustenance and the source of refuge, 
strength, comfort, love and much joy and 
peace. 

 

Given To Give 

Deepika Emmanuel Sagar 

In all things I have shown you that by 
working hard in this way we must help the 
weak and remember the words of the Lord 
Jesus, how he himself said, ‘It is more 
blessed to give than to receive,’ ” (Acts 
20:35). 

Generosity is what our Lord asks us to 
show. When Jesus came to this earth, He 
came to give, not to receive. He gave us 
the right path to follow, the right to call God 
as our Father, the blessing to be saved by 
His grace, the presence of the Holy Spirit, 
and the right to approach the throne of the 
Almighty through prayers and praises.  

Above all, Jesus gave His life for the sins of 
His people. But what did He receive in 
return? We all know. Nobody can ask for a 
bigger example of generosity than Jesus'.  

The Bible teaches us to be generous and 
available for the needy. This goes not only 
for those we know, but also for the 
unknown souls. "Then the righteous will 

answer him, 'Lord, when did we see you 
hungry and feed you, or thirsty and give you 
something to drink? When did we see you a 
stranger and invite you in, or needing 
clothes and clothe you? When did we see 
you sick or in prison and go to visit you?' 

The King will reply, 'I tell you the truth, 
whatever you did for one of the least of 
these brothers of mine, you did for me,' ” 
(Matthew 25:37-40). 

We all are blessed with various gifts from 
the Holy Spirit. We're to use them not just 
for ourselves, but for those in the need of 
them. Sharing is what our Lord teaches us 
to do. If you have the gift of speaking, you 
may use it for encouraging the depressed 
souls by telling them the word of God. If you 
are financially strong, there are many poor 
people waiting for you to share your wealth. 
If you have the gift of writing, write to 
spread the Word. 

There are many thirsty souls waiting to be 
served. Whatever gift you are blessed with, 
always keep in mind that you're blessed not 
only for yourself, but to be a blessing to 
others. Help is not just monetary (as it's 
considered most of the time) but help is 
about extending every gift that the Holy 
Spirit has blessed you with. It’s our 
responsibility to recognize these gifts and 
use them correctly for the glory of our Lord. 

“Then Jesus said to his host, 'When you 
give a luncheon or dinner, do not invite your 
friends, your brothers or relatives, or your 
rich neighbors; if you do, they may invite 
you back and so you will be repaid. But 
when you give a banquet, invite the poor, 
the crippled, the lame, the blind, and you 
will be blessed. Although they cannot repay 
you, you will be repaid at the resurrection of 
the righteous,' " (Luke 14:12-14).  
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This verse tells us the strength with which 
He supports His people. Are we capable of 
lending to the Lord? “God cares for the 
need of the poor and oppressed. He who is 
kind to the poor lends to the LORD, and he 
will reward him for what he has done,” 
(Proverbs 19:17).  

“Still He states it so, letting us know that 
when we give we shall receive too. Thus 
says the Word, if a man shuts his ears to 
the cry of the poor, he too will cry out and 
not be answered,” (Proverbs 22:13).  

“Defend the cause of the weak and 
fatherless; maintain the rights of the poor 
and oppressed. Rescue the weak and 
needy, deliver them from the hand of the 
wicked,” (Psalms 82:3-4).  

“'He defended the cause of the poor and 
needy, and so all went well. Is that not what 
it means to know me?' declares the LORD,” 
(Jeremiah 22:16).  

The Lord defends the poor and needy. He 
expects His people to do the same as an 
act of righteousness. It’s time for all of us to 
recognize the gifts given to us by the Holy 
Spirit and use them to serve the Lord 
diligently and sincerely. For our Lord fills 
the serving hands with double the 
blessings. May our Lord renew your mind 
as you consider being a blessing to 
someone.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

Life Isn’t Fair 

Janelle C. Simmons 

 

"Life isn't fair," the child said. "Life isn't fair." 

And I replied; "Child, look up at the sky. 

Who put the s...tars there?" 

The child replied; "God put them. Every 

one." 

And I said; "And He didn't even spare His 

Son." 

 

"Child, life isn't fair. Child, life isn't fair." 

For the same God who put the stars there  

Sent His only Son Jesus to die on a cross.  

To come to this earth to save the lost. 

 

"Child, life isn't fair. Child, life isn't fair." 

For every parent who loses a child with 

tears as they swear. 

For the child who was abused or the 

woman who was raped. 

For the person who was cheated on or the 

person who was just too late. 

 

"Child, life isn't fair." God never promised 

life would be fair. 

But His justice, it cries out through His 

people everywhere. 

And the moment you open your eyes and 

truly see, you'll know  

life isn't fair but His mercy is free. 

 

If life was fair, we would all be equal. 

Gifts would be distributed by number to His 

people. 

But life isn't fair. God chooses when to give 

and when to take away. 

But His love....His love will always remain. 

So, the next time you think life wasn't fair, 

look up at the stars and remember who put 

them there. 
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Hope 
 

Erin Byrne 
 
Hope is an expectation of something 
desired: “I hope I get a new bike for 
Christmas.” This kind of hope is basically 
making a wish for something to happen.  
 
However, wishes don’t always come true. 
Sometimes other people (parents, friends, 
other relatives, etc.) make promises to us 
and we hope they'll fulfill them. We're 
human and don’t always do this.  
 
Fulfilling our promises shows our 
trustworthiness, though there are 
exceptions to that. Sometimes we intend to 
fulfill our promises, but the means to do so 
aren't there and we must break them. Other 
times, people 
aren’t trustworthy 
and never intend 
to fulfill their 
promises. It 
always hurts to 
have a promise 
broken that was 
made to you. 
 
God never breaks 
his promises to 
us.  
 
For a Christian, 
hope means something entirely different. 
It's wholeheartedly believing that God fulfills 
all of His promises found in his Word. We 
may have to wait for the fulfillment of those 
promises because God sets the time 
schedule. We wait in anticipation of their 
fulfillment because He who called us is 
faithful and his promises are a guaranteed 
“yes” in Christ.  
 

Hope is a lot like faith. When we stand on 
God’s promises, they are guaranteed to us 
by Him. We must act on God’s promises to 
see them fulfilled in our lives. Our acting on 
them is the proof that we believe God, 
which is faith. Faith is action, not just belief 
(Heb.11:1-2). 
 
As we act on God’s promises and see them 
fulfilled in our lives, we learn to trust God. 
Along with this, our faith and hopefulness 
grows. We become more certain that God 
can and will continue to be faithful in 
fulfilling future promises. When Christ 
came, he made our hope possible through 
his death and resurrection on the cross. 
Without him we couldn't have that blessed 
assurance, the truth that gives us our living 
hope. For God is our hope!  
 

Hope gives us 
strength and 
purpose, filling our 
hearts with joy 
and gladness. 
Hope gives us the 
strength and 
encouragement to 
move forward in 
our lives, 
especially through 
hard times. When 
difficulties come, 
hope may be all 
we have to carry 

ourselves through. When everything is 
going wrong, sometimes it's remembering 
what God has promised us that provides 
hope. Instead of looking down, try looking 
up and thinking about all the future joys 
God has promised us. For example, God 
promises we will have perfect, incorruptible 
bodies in Heaven (2 Corinth. 5:1-10).  
 
Our hopes are certain, for our God is faithful 
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Feel the Sunrise 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
Sun rose, bold and brash,  
Flaming bronze across the sky. 
Horizontal in its peeking,  
Not yet determined to push away the night.  
 
I sat still as stone,  
My feet grown useless,  
A part of the splintered floor beneath them.  
I sat still as stone, paralyzed by anticipation,  
Awaiting glory.  
 
The air is clear.  
Not devoid of color, warmth or sound,  
Indeed full of bird song,  
Tenderness and blushes, tints, pops of 
pigment.  
Waiting… 
 
It is clear of confusion— 
That slept away.  
Clear of fear and timidity,  
Not yet risen for the day.  
 
Sun bold, streaks upward,  
Advancing on the night.  
But as I listen and feel for glory,  
Eyes close to restrain my sight. 
 
Have I felt the sunrise before? 
This so remarkable, could I forget? 
 
First a small toe, then five 
As heat seeps up my ankle.  
Goosebumps swell, pop and fade 
As radiance explores me.  
 
Glory. 
I feel it stealing over me, slowly, 
Awakening each pore. 
Devours knee, thigh, waist,  
Shoulder, neck, cheek… 
And I am Glory. 

 
Melded one and melted into 
Divine joy, newness, declaration. 
Life Lives! It calls: 
Awaken. 
 
 

Angels and Pears 
 

Gideon Asche 

(Continued from June’s Edition) 

We were in the habit of weighing vehicles 
going into CSSR because the Communist 
Border guards would occasionally weigh a 
vehicle and check the weight against the 
registration.  If it was more than about two 
hundred kilos heavy they would dismantle it 
piece by piece until they could account for 
the weight.  The camper conversions gave 
us a little bit of wiggle room but the group 
had also recently lost a Vehicle and two 
operators in Russia because their camper 
weighed too much.    

Heiney and I would occasionally indulge in 
a beer or eight while packing.  It was 
relatively mindless work that we could both 
do in our sleep.  We got started a little early 
on the last day of packing and by noon we 
were both relatively “Happy”.  The longer 
we packed the funnier it got.  We were 
actually smuggling Bibles into CSSR.  How 
absurd!   Heiney would hold up a stack of 
three or four Bibles wrapped in paper and 
secured with masking tape then slide them 
into one of the compartments while 
announcing  in his  best English, “fife-
towsand-toooooo-hundert-und-siks,” 
indicating just how many Bibles we had 
already packed.   How was I ever gonna 
explain this one when the time came.    

It finally got to the point we were making 
enough noise that the girls came over to 
see what we were up to.  We closed the 
compartments and we inspected the girl’s 
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vehicle while they did the same to ours.   
The idea was that trading vehicles for the 
inspection would lessen the chance of 
overlooking a problem. By Thursday both 
vehicles were packed and ready to go.   
Just shy of 10,000 Bibles on board along 
with a small amount of cash, about 20,000 
Deutch Marks in Fifties, and the normal 
load of food and clothing.     

Final mission briefing was on Friday 
afternoon and we went over the full mission 
template in detail.  Poor prior planning 
could be a death sentence. If anything, we 
over planned.  Every scenario had to have 
an alternate plan.    We would use two 
separate 
crossings then 
meet on 
Saturday night 
at the “Hotel 
Stop”, a large 
tourist hotel 
outside Prague 
that had a 
Camper park.  
We also had a 
“sleeper” on 
staff that could 
render 
assistance in a 
pinch.   

A last minute request was relayed to us, we 
needed to pack a cassette duplicator and at 
least a Gross of Cassette tapes.  The 
Mercedes was easier to repack so we took 
some of the Bibles out of it and added the 
tapes and Dupe machine.  Final count was 
9200 Bibles, New testaments, and 
Children’s Bibles.  20,000 Deutsch Marks  
(about $15,000), 130 cassette tapes, 1 
cassette duplicator, eleven pair of shoes 
and 26 sets of clothing, mostly warm 
sweaters, socks and the such and about 70 
cans of meat similar to “Spam”.     

With Saturday morning came a beautiful fall 
day, a soft lumbering wind weaved its way 
up from the Mediterranean.  I could almost 
taste the salt in the wind. Heiney came in 
right after I did and joined me at the 
window.   We could see the rolling hills of 
Vogelsberg, splashes of color completed 
the canvas of Germany’s countryside with 
such momentum that you could almost 
pinpoint the time when a particular leaf or 
bush decided to go brown or a vivid red.  

There was an unusual calm for a “Mission 
Day”. It felt good and I felt good about the 
mission.   We stood for a moment taking in 
the splendor until Heiney spoke “It is a good 

day to die, 
Yes?”   I 
knew he got 
the line from 
some “B” 
movie on 
AFN but it still 
ticked me off.  
I can’t ever 
remember 
thinking any 
specific day 
was a good 
one to die.     

Prague, 
where we 

would stay the first night, was actually less 
than an eight hour drive from the Scheuner 
but the border crossing could double the 
time required.  If it wasn’t for the Border we 
would be there for lunch.   Both vehicles 
travelled together as far as Selb, a village 
near the Czech border.  Heiney, Jürgen and 
I would make a hard left and go on into 
CSSR via Pomzei while the Girls would 
travel another hour south and enter via 
Rozvadov.    Czech border crossings were 
never routine and both crossings were a 
risk but we used the easier of the crossings 
so I expected to make it to Prague before 
the girls did.   A hard border control could 
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take 18 hours or more if they suspected 
anything. This time they did little more than 
a glance into the cabinets and drawers then 
sent us in to do Visa Control.  

Hotel “Stop” was the first thing you came 
across as you entered Prague city limits, 
easy to find and fair to almost acceptable 
facilities made this hotel ideal for us.  We 
arrived at the hotel at about 16:30hrs but 
the girls were nowhere to be seen.  I 
suspected they were still at the border.  It 
always unnerved me to wait for someone in 
country.      

Three hours later I breathed a sigh of relief 
as I saw the Fiat roll into the camper park.   
The café in the Lobby of the hotel served 
the worst food in the world and the rooms 
were filthy but we could use the camper 
park as a rally point without turning any 
heads.  We let the girls know we saw them 
and got settled in for the night.    

Heinrich and Karin were tasked with doing 
reconnaissance, making contact and setting 
up the delivery.  They both brought a 
second passport showing the Prague 
airport as port of entry.   Heiney would rent 
a car, making their movements much less 
conspicuous.   We didn’t have a good place 
picked out to unload and do the transfer so 
they would have to drive around and look 
for one.   I chose Heiney for the job 
because his Czech was perfect and he 
knew the area well, but most of all because 
I trusted him with my life.    

Heiney spent a year in Brno, while he 
served in the Soviet Army before he 
defected to the west.  He would be able to 
move around without much trouble.  We 
couldn’t risk driving all over CSSR with our 
cargo out in the open so we needed a place 
to unpack that was not far from delivery.  
Things were getting complicated quickly.  I 
hated this part of a trip; the risk was always 
much higher during any form of contact.  If 
you were going to get nailed in country this 

was when it would happen.  We would try to 
make the delivery late Sunday.    

Early Sunday morning Heiney and Karin 
took a Taxi to a rental agency at the airport 
and picked up a car then headed out the 
freeway toward Brno.   They returned just 
before lunch with news that they found a 
perfect place to unpack and that the 
delivery was less than 10km away, delivery 
was set for 1600hrs.   We were short on 
time if we were going to deliver that day so 
we returned his car and set out to the 
unpacking point.  I had to agree with Heiney 
about the unpacking point.   It was within 
our travel itinerary making it less likely that 
we would be stopped at one of the many 
checkpoints outside the area where tourist 
were usually allowed to travel.   

It was a remote rest area off a main transit 
route and included a line of trees that 
blocked view of the parking lot from the 
freeway.  It even had a bathroom.  A 
bathroom would make Andrea happy.   The 
boy did good; if Andrea was unhappy so 
was everyone else.   We parked side by 
side and Jürgen and Andrea set up a 
folding table outside the Fiat, one of us 
would stay there and act as lookout.  
Hopefully we would see anyone entering 
the rest area before they saw us.    

In less than an hour the Fiat was stacked to 
the roof with grey garbage bags full of 
Bibles.  This trip was actually going better 
than any we had up to that point.   Heiney 
and I moved to the Mercedes while the girls 
re-stacked the Fiat to make room for the 
cargo from the Mercedes.  I had one wall 
open while Heiney was unpacking the 
shelves.   Heiney automatically checked our 
flank through the window every few minutes 
then all of a sudden he whispered “Millitz”, 
the Russian word for Police or Militia.  
Heiney had a habit of reverting into Russian 
if he was startled or scared.   Nowadays I 
do the same thing with German, startle or 
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scare me and all you’re gonna hear out of 
me is German until I settle down.   

The word “Millitz” slammed against my 
eardrums like a hammer.  I didn’t want to 
believe it.  I looked for myself and sure 
enough there was a Czech Police car 
stopped directly behind the Fiat blocking 
both vehicles from leaving.  I caught 
movement out of the corner of my eye and 
noticed Heiney had collected our weapons 
from their hiding place and was holding 
mine out to me.  “It’s your call Boss” was 
not what I really wanted to hear at that 
moment but things were what they were 
and I couldn’t allow my team to be 
compromised even if it meant I had to kill 
two men.  It would not be the first time I had 
killed but this was different; these were 
policemen, not soldiers and we were not in 
uniform.  I realized I was soaked with sweat 
and the inside of my mouth felt like the 
Sahara had relocated to my tongue.  I 
mumbled an obscenity or two then I 
resigned myself to the Inevitable.  If we 
survived this, it was not going to be easy to 
explain. (Continued in October) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

One More Try 
 

Christina Nelson 
 
It had been three months since I had been 
going to a specialist for infertility treatments. 
Every day for the last two weeks I had 
pricked my belly with a tiny needle, injecting 
myself with the medication that would allow 
me to produce several eggs at once. On the 
last visit, I had lain back on the vinyl 
covered table in my paper gown, my legs 
held apart in metal stirrups. The doctor had 
inserted a long plastic tube, fertilizing the 
eggs with sperm from my husband which I 
had brought in a cup with me that morning. 
The procedure made me feel strange, like I 
was part of some other worldly, futuristic 
experiment. This was definitely not what 
God had intended; all the joy and pleasure 
removed from the gift of making a life 
together.  
 
The room was dark, the only light 
emanating from a special projector which 
magnified the inner workings of my 
reproductive system. The doctor held a long 
wand with a camera attached at the end, 
and was moving it around inside me 
attempting to find a good position to view 
her handiwork. At the moment, it revealed a 
tight cluster of four misshapen bubbles 
hovering incandescently on the wall above 
my head. 
 
“Well,” She had said, “At least there are 
four, in case the rest don’t take.” The doctor 
nodded her head. Her wiry blond hair 
bounced with the movement as she jabbed 
at the ghostly images of the prospective 
fetuses with her red laser pointer. She 
looked at me and the white light from the 
projector bounded off her glasses, giving 
the lenses an opaque quality, “You know, 
you’re my youngest patient.” She paused 
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for a moment, motioning for me to sit up as 
she leaned forward in her chair.  
 
I glanced up at the wall over my shoulder, 
at the airy reflection of four precious eggs. 
Each of them was a chance for my 
daughter to have a sibling. “What if they all 
take?” I asked her. 
  
A derisive sound formulated at the back of 
her throat. “Not likely.” She said, lying back 
in her chair. Her voice was toneless as she 
added, “You’ll never be able to conceive on 
your own. You’ll be lucky if just one makes 
it.” She stood suddenly, flicking on the light. 
I blinked under the fluorescent glare. “If 
these guys don’t take, you’ll come back and 
we’ll try another round.” She said this 
brusquely; as if she were explaining how I 
could get a rain check for an item that was 
no longer in stock. I felt my chances were 
running out.  
 
Three weeks later, I called the doctor’s 
office to schedule an appointment for the 
blood test that would determine if I were 
pregnant or not. I was elated. I was a week 
late getting my period and so certain that 
the third procedure had proven to be 
successful. The next day I was at the park 
with my daughter Julia when I received a 
call on my cell phone. The voice on the 
other line was female and very 
businesslike, “Hello, Mrs. Nelson? This is 
Dr. Kornafel’s office. We wanted to let you 
know that we received the results from your 
blood test, and they were pretty 
conclusive.” The nurse paused briefly 
before delivering the rest of the news. “You 
have cysts on your ovaries, and this is why 
your menstrual cycle was late. You’ll most 
likely resume your cycle a week from now. 
The cysts are pretty common in women 
who are taking the medication that you’re 
on.” 
 

I felt like someone was crushing my chest. 
“So, I’m not pregnant?” My voice was 
strained, barely emerging from my rapidly 
constricting throat. I stood there, pushing 
my daughter on the swing mechanically, 
with little to no thoughts as to where I was 
or what I was doing. My vision was blurred 
with tears. 
 
“No, you’re not. You’ll have to call when 
your cycle’s over to schedule your next 
appointment.” The nurse’s tone was brisk, 
emotionless. I was just another woman with 
a broken reproductive system, at the mercy 
of whatever medical technology they had to 
offer. They dealt in producing human lives 
every day, but at that moment they seemed 
so inhuman to me. There was no apology in 
her words; they were as sterile and empty 
as the walls of the examination room. Only 
a few weeks ago those same white washed 
walls had shone with an illuminated image 
of my future children. Now I knew, those 
tiny baubles, bursting with life had been 
quenched by the workings of my body. 
 
My voice came out wet and engorged with 
heartbreak, my body shook with gasping 
sobs. “Okay. Okay…It’s okay…I’ll be 
okay…thank you...sorry…I just…I…”  
 
The nurse was silent, embarrassed at my 
unadulterated outpouring of emotion. I was 
weeping like a child, inhaling deep shaking 
breaths, incomprehensible groans 
emerging from my throat. “Goodbye, Mrs. 
Nelson.” The nurse said, quickly hanging up 
the phone. 
 
I dropped to my knees, the phone falling 
from my hand. My daughter sat, cupped in 
the little bucket swing, she craned her neck 
to look at me and her round eyes were filled 
with concern. An elderly woman who was 
out for a walk in the park looked over, and 
seeing me prone on the tarmac, stopped in 
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her tracks staring with her eyes wide and 
reproachful; it was not the setting for grief. I 
was mourning my failed womanhood and all 
that had been stripped of me in these last 
few years of barrenness. I was a parched 
shell, my womb a deserted wasteland.  
 
************** 
 
Later that same month, my husband and I 
spent a week up at 
the cabin we visited 
on a yearly basis 
during the summer. I 
sat on the beach in 
a canvas chair, 
watching my four-
year-old daughter 
Julia splash in the 
clear water of the 
lake. The sun 
dazzled the deep 
blue water where it 
had been buffeted 
into peaks by the 
cool mountain breeze. Julia was so good at 
being alone, but the thought of her growing 
up as an only child was so foreign to me, 
being one of five girls myself. After the 
failure of my last treatment I had received a 
phone call from my insurance, telling me 
that they would no longer be covering the 
cost of my infertility issues. I closed my 
eyes, tears slipping silently down my face. 
The wind fingered my hair, tousling the 
already disheveled mass of curls. Suddenly 
I knew that I had to let go. Month after 
month for the last few years, I had failed to 
conceive. My emotions ranged from 
disappointment, to anger at the betrayal of 
my body to act. I was a mother, but I 
couldn’t perform my role properly.  
 
My own mother had produced five healthy 
babies and two of my sisters were at that 
very moment pregnant themselves. The 

mommy and me class I attended was a lush 
haven of fertility. Everywhere I looked there 
were pregnant women, mocking me with 
their swollen bellies. Of course, it didn’t help 
that once Julia had turned two, it seemed to 
give people license to ask about my future 
plans to provide a sibling for her. When I 
told them that I had been trying for nearly 
two years, they would blame it on me so 
they would never have to envision it 

manifesting 
itself in their 
own lives. I 
was in a 
place apart, 
and mothers 
who had not 
yet 
conceived, 
but still hoped 
to, looked 
away from me 
as though my 
barrenness 
could prove to 

be contagious. 
 
I opened my eyes and saw my daughter, 
the golden skin of her face molting into 
tawny hair, the unexpected surprise of her 
hazel eyes so unlike the brown of either my 
husband’s or mine. Speckled with sand and 
warmed by the sun, she was realer than 
anything else in my life. The first stirrings of 
her heart, that quick cadence like a 
humming bird’s wings had taken flight 
alongside my own; twin beats pulsing in 
harmony in the mysterious darkness of my 
body. These days I could only see her as a 
half a person, a living representation of an 
incomplete family.  
 
For two years I had haggled with God over 
the life I felt he should have given me, 
every month I promised him something 
new, and yet my womb remained empty. 
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Some days I felt forgotten, while other days 
I was sure he was punishing me. Gradually 
I had hardened my heart, determined to rely 
on myself alone, but it was becoming clear 
that I couldn’t. That day on the beach, I 
knew that my battle with God was over. I 
needed to lay down my arms and let Him 
lead this leg of the journey. I whispered to 
Him in my soul and I heard his gentle song 
in the soft rustle of the glossy pines. 
 
“I know you. I love you. Welcome home, my 
daughter.”  
 

The New Billion Dollar Industry 
 

Altanya Hall 

According to recent news reports, human 
trafficking has become a billion dollars 
industry.  Young women and girls from all 
across the world are being brought to 
America and sold as sex slaves to the 
highest bidder.  Daily, as I hear reports of 
this plight, it does not seem like a solution is 
anywhere in sight.  As a Christian woman 
my heart aches, thinking of how devastating 
it would be to be taken from your home, 
your family, and your way of life to be sold 
as a “Slave in America” in 2014.  Billions of 
dollars are being made from the trafficking 
of sex slaves from one country to another.  
People are ensnared daily and becoming 
captives in an instant without any hope of 
ever being free.   

This crime affects people of all 
backgrounds and races. Victims are 
smuggled and sold like the hottest new 
commodity.  Women and girls are usually 
trafficked into the sex industry and exploited 
against their will.  Men and boys are forced 
to do laborious jobs without hope of pay -- 
some being sold into the sex industry as 
well.  Human trafficking is an extremely 

cruel crime.  Victims, abruptly taken from all 
that is familiar, isolated, mistreated and 
forced into a life that is no longer their own; 
often unable to speak the language of their 
captors or fellow victims.   

My prayers and heart goes out daily to the 
victims of this crime.  The thought of these 
sad and lonely souls will never escape my 
mind.     

 

               

Turned Away! 

Altanya Hall 

She tried to enter a church one-day, 
but was quickly turned away. 
They took a look at her style of dress, 
and what they saw was quit a mess. 
 
They did not know where she had been, 
they attributed her looks to a life filled with 
sin. 
Had they asked, she would have told the 
tale, 
of how her young life had been filled with 
hell. 
 
Through circumstances she did not create, 
Her life was filled with misery and hate. 
What was supposed to be a life filled with 
hope and love, 
if you slept for days you would never dream 
of. 
 
Hatred, abuse, negativity and shame, 
hearing many words, but never her name. 
Yes, she looked like a lady of the night, 
that was her reality day and night. 
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Being taken by strangers one unfaithful 
day, 
with nothing left to do, but hope and pray. 
She prayed the day would quickly come, 
her captors’ hands she could escape from. 
 
The day finally came when she was able to 
flee, 
a beautiful white church was all she could 
see. 
She ran in quickly and entered -- and to her 
to surprise, 
gazing back at her was many judgmental 
eyes. 
 
To my fellow sisters and brothers of the 
faith, 
remember our mission is to love and not 
hate. 
Don’t be quick to judge your fellow man, 
remember to love and lend a helping hand. 

 

 

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 knowledge of good and evil. Thus, 
we 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, which 
reads, “In those days there was no king in 
Israel: every man did that which was right in 
his own eyes,” (KJV). 

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.  

We're told in the book of Proverbs, “The 
way of a fool is right in his own eyes: but he 
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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.” He will then 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. 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. The 
central issue of 
God’s 
sovereignty will 
forever be put to 
rest and He 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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Pastors, Leaders, and Teachers: Are 
We Leading God’s Church through 

the Power of Prayer and His 
Scriptures, or Are We Leading it From 

Our Own Wounded-ness?   
 

Cheryl Smith-Hickman 

 
 
Paul tells us in Galatians chapter one that 
he was not sent from men nor by man, but 
by Jesus Christ and God the Father. 
 
In chapter two, verse 11 he said, “When 
Peter came to Antioch, I opposed him to his 
face, because he was clearly in the wrong. 
Before certain men came from James, he 
used to eat with the Gentiles. But when 
they arrived, he began to draw back and 
separate himself from the Gentiles because 
he was afraid of those who belonged to the 
circumcision group. The other Jews joined 
him in his hypocrisy, so that by their 
hypocrisy even Barnabas was led astray. 
When I saw they were not acting in line with 
the truth of the gospel, I said to Peter in 
front of them all, you are a Jew, yet you live 
like a Gentile and not like a Jew. How is it 
then, that you force Gentiles to follow 
Jewish customs?”  
 
When looking at this passage, Peter 
obviously felt pressured by whatever means 
to “draw back and separate himself from the 
Gentiles because he was afraid of those 
who belonged to the [circumcised] group.”   
 
With that being said, we must consider 
whether or not his actions were due to the 
effects of his own experiences, emotional 
wounds, and what he witnessed over a 
period of time. What lead his decision to pull 
away and act differently?  
 
However, the real question that we must ask 
is, how much of Peter’s actions, reactions, 

and thoughts actually came from his 
committed walk with the Lord, prayer time, 
or from God’s leading? I think all of us know 
the answer to that question. He was a 
leader, but was he leading from past 
experiences, or fear of failing again? Or 
perhaps he was leading from man’s 
disapproval and what might be said or done 
to him?  
  
Too often pastors, teachers, and leaders 
guide the church and parishioners from what 
they have come to experience, feel, and 
know from previous churches and their own 
wounded-ness. 
 

Again, the question that we must ask is, are 
we leading God’s victorious church through 
the power of prayer, his direction, and 
Word? Or by what we have experienced 
from the wounds of previous churches, 
people, or pastorates?  
 

God’s Word is clear and everyone suffers 
when we lead from a wounded heart. We 
must work through and deal with past hurts 
and wounds before we take on a new 
ministry, new pastorate, or a position to 
teach. Otherwise, our efforts fail and once 
again, God’s church suffers and people are 
led astray. This causes more wounds and 
allows Satan to scream, “Yes! I won again!”  
 
Philippians 3:13 – 14 states, “Brothers [and 
sisters] I do not consider that I have made it 
my own. But one thing I do, I must forget 
what lies behind and move forward to what 
lies ahead. I press on toward the goal for 
the prize of the upward call of God in Christ 
Jesus.”  
 
Luke 9:62 states, “Jesus replied, 'No one 
who puts a hand to the plow (to do the 
Lord’s work) and looks back (or makes 
decisions based on a wounded heart) is fit 
for service in the kingdom of God.' ”  
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These are inherently strong words and 
anyone who calls themselves a leader, 
teacher, or pastor must let go of their past 
experiences, hurts, and wounds and strive 
to, “live a life worthy of the call,” (2 
Thessalonians 1:11).  
 
How do we let go of our wounds and hurts? 
It is only through the grace of God and by 
asking the Holy Spirit to comfort, direct, and 
lead us forward. He will if we ask. However, 
we must desire to separate ourselves from 
our own wounded-ness, self-interest, 
thoughts, feelings, and emotions, while 
fervently preaching, teaching, and leading 
God’s church from the Word of God.  
 
Who or what are we following today? Are 
we following God’s Word and His direction? 
Are we following instead wounded thoughts, 
feelings, and hurts?   
  
Galatians 1:10 says it clearly: “Am I now 
trying to win 
the approval 
of men, or of 
God? Or am I 
trying to 
please men, 
[if we are – 
we will] not be 
a servant of 
Christ.”  
 
It's time for 
pastors, 
teachers, and 
leaders to let go of the past and stop 
allowing the wounds from previous 
churches and leadership determine the 
direction and future of God’s glorious 
church that is without spot or wrinkle! 
Blessings as we strive to win the lost! Let all 
of us get on board for the Lord!   
 

 

Selflessness 

 Walter Kahler 

Selflessness is one of the greatest qualities 

we develop from walking in the footprints of 

Christ. Getting out of ourselves by offering 

our unconditional services is part of the 

requirements for remaining in salvation. It's 

not by mistake that we're filled with the Holy 

Spirit when we reach out and help others. 

This is one of the ways God responds to 

our obedience. As a result of those types of 

actions, we have become connected to 

people in need. God designed us this way 

because He wants us to help each other. 

We never know when Christ will position us 

to comfort someone. Quite often, this 

happens unexpectedly. Out of the blue, God 

calls upon us to get involved with the 

situation of another. Jesus uses people who 

are willing to leave behind personal desires 

and faithfully 

follow His 

commands. 

This is one of 

the reasons 

we need to be 

prepared. The 

only way to 

accomplish 

this is to be 

devoted to 

Christ all of 

the time. 

One of the principles in Christian character 

building is selfless serving. This type of 

giving has no price tag because carrying 

out God’s command is priceless. All of us at 

one time or another have been touched by 

the generosity of others in times when we 

needed it most. The Lord knew we needed 

somebody to sooth our hearts and provided 
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us with the warmth of a caring hand. These 

actions from others generate gratitude and 

resonate the essence of God’s love. We 

experience a deeper connectedness to His 

kingdom and come face to face with 

righteousness. 

Centering ourselves in Christ brings 

opportunities for us to be of service. Every 

day there are so many ways we can give. 

Let us take a look at some simple ways we 

can be helpful.  

Being kind to others is one way we express 

love, because we shift the focus off 

ourselves and place it onto someone else. 

This pleases Christ because the world is 

filled with unkind acts. We never know 

when being kind makes a difference in 

someone’s life. In our Christian experience, 

we know how the kindness of another has 

brought us comfort. 

Another action we can take is being 

considerate. Caring about the welfare of 

others has an effect on our hearts. The 

moment we stop and take notice of 

someone else’s troubles, Christ has given 

us an opportunity to be useful. Here we can 

make a difference by offering their needs 

our undivided attention. This human touch 

is the way God connects each individual 

believer into His kingdom. Here, Christ has 

introduced us to one of His family 

members.  

The most challenging way to be selfless is 

with money. In today’s society, it costs a lot 

to survive. Inflation continues to rise, and 

this makes meeting financial obligations 

difficult. Sometimes it seems impossible to 

get ahead with our finances. However, with 

Christ all things are possible. No matter 

what our financial status is, God is the only 

one who can let us know how we can 

participate in this part of life. It will not be 

easy. The Bible clearly recorded the way 

Christ taught the value of not turning away 

when someone ask for assistance in 

Matthew 5:42. 

Asking for God’s guidance will lead us to 

His plan in regards to financial matters. The 

answers will come, and when they are 

revealed it becomes our responsibility to 

put them into action. As a result of following 

God’s direction, the rewards will be well 

worth it. We will be amazed by the way 

Christ grants us joy from giving. 

I'm currently in a situation where God has 

called upon me to assist someone with 

raising funds. This has been a challenge. I 

was contacted by a woman who is dying of 

cancer. She reached out for help. I met her 

through my Christian network. I was 

skeptical, but one Sunday I was at church 

when God made it clear for me to become 

involved with this situation. I felt His 

presence dwelling inside me, and I knew it 

was time to take action. This began in 

January 2014 and is still is going on today. 

The outcome has not yet been revealed. 

However, the spiritual growth granted to me 

from my adherence to Christ’s command 

concerning this matter has been incredible. 

This opportunity has allowed my faith to 

become stronger because I have learned to 

trust God with the little bit of money I have. I 

live paycheck to paycheck in order to pay 

the bills, and there is not a lot left over. As 

soon as I began following God’s command 

with this project, the wisdom required to 

accomplish it appeared. In return, a 

Christian courage has arisen to meet the 

setbacks that have occurred. Another 

amazing experience has been reaching out 

to others, asking for donations, and leaving 

the results in God’s hands. This has been 

astonishing. 
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I know eventually this will turn out exactly 

the way Christ intends it to, because 

nothing happens by mistake in God’s way 

of living. I am ready, willing, and able to 

continue pursuing this because I 

understand the way Christ makes a 

difference in my life. All I have to do is keep 

seeking, regardless of the struggles 

attached to it. There have been many 

obstacles, but none which God cannot 

remove. I am grateful to have been chosen 

to take this on. 

Every hurdle has 

been met, and my 

life has been 

enriched with 

gratitude.   

Selflessness 

overtakes the 

darkness of living 

life blindly. As we 

develop further in 

our relationship 

with Christ, the 

door to giving 

without expecting 

anything in return becomes wider. Here 

there is no room for personal grandeur, 

because God has purified our hearts. It 

shouldn’t be too hard for us to find other 

ways to be selfless. We have only covered 

three ways we can act upon Christ’s 

standards. There are countless ways Christ 

uses us, and the only way to find them by is 

placing Him first. The freedom this brings 

will inspire us to become the best person 

we can be to God, Christ and our fellows. 

I really enjoy writing about my journey with 

Christ. I hope that this is helpful. Anyone 

who would like to share with me about this 

article please feel free to contact me at 

walterkahler@bellsouth.net. May Christ 

continue to shine bright in your life.  

How About a Side Order with That? 
 

Linda Plahitko-Gosnell 
 
“What can I get for you today?” asked the 
fresh-faced waitress in the crisply ironed 
uniform and, as yet, unsoiled apron.   
 
What I ordered is not important. I had heard 
this question asked innumerable times over 
the years, from countless people willing to 
serve me in some way because they were 

being paid to 
do so. 
However, I 
couldn’t help 
wonder how 
many of us 
think to ask 
this question 
when it is not 
required by an 
employer. 
More 
importantly, I 
wondered how 
often we think 
to ask this 

question of God. 
 
It gives most of us a lovely, warm feeling 
when someone asks what they can do to 
serve us, especially when for no other 
reason than they just want to be nice. I’ll 
wager it makes God happy too, which 
reminds me of the well-quoted petition John 
F. Kennedy made to Americans in his 
inaugural address: “Ask not what your 
country can do for you. Ask what you can 
do for your country.”  
 
My church’s pulpit puts a different spin put 
on Kennedy's quote from time to time: “Ask 
not what God can do for you. Ask what you 
can do for God.”   
 

mailto:walterkahler@bellsouth.net
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How nice it would be if when we ask God 
what He wants of us, we also add, “How 
about a side order with that, Lord?”  
 
Recently, more than one person has 
confided in me that they are trying to find 
their “purpose in life.” I see a distinct 
correlation between the rephrasing of that 
classic JFK quote and finding our purpose. 
When we stop worrying about finding our 
purpose for being here and ask God daily 
what we can do for Him, cool things begin 
to happen in our lives.   
 
It took me a great deal of my life to realize 
that I don’t have to know what my purpose 
is so long as God does. Also, as long as I 
keep getting up each morning and putting 
one foot in front of the other with Him, I am 
living the journey to whatever His purpose 
is for me.   
 
Where is it written that we have only one 
purpose in this life? I’d like to think I have 
multiple purposes. I’m pretty sure God 
thinks I do. I just have to be willing to ask 
my Lord and Savior daily what He would 
like for a side order. Not just one, but many. 
  
Here’s another part of that famous 
inaugural address of 1961: “With a good 
conscience our only sure reward, with 
history the final judge of our deeds, let us 
go forth to lead the land we love, asking His 
blessing and His help, but knowing that 
here on Earth God's work must truly be our 
own.” 
 

Swap out the word history for God (with 
God the final judge of our deeds) and then 
look at Matthew 5:16: “In the same way, let 
your light shine before others, that they may 
see your good deeds and give glory to your 
Father in heaven.”   
 

Now throw in Jesus’ response to the 
question of what the greatest 

commandment is in Matthew 22. He 
instructs the Pharisees to love the Lord with 
all their hearts, souls and minds, and 
instructs them to love their neighbors as 
themselves, the second greatest 
commandment.  
 

We get a nice stew of collective purposes 
bubbling. How we choose to fulfill those 
purposes is up to us and how willing we are 
to use what God has equipped us with.  He 
made us individuals, but we're also sheep.  
 

In reference to Cain’s question about being 
his brother’s keeper (Genesis 4:9), I believe 
we are indeed our brother’s keeper to a 
point, including but not limited to (non-
enabling) Christian charity. Shepherding 
each other is not only scriptural, it is 
essential to our development in Christ (1 
Peter 5:1-14).    

 
In 1 Peter 4:10 we learn that we should use 
the gifts we've been given to serve others, 
“faithfully” administering God’s grace in 
various forms. This tells me that I don’t 
have to be a field missionary thousands of 
miles from home to live my life’s mission for 
God. If God calls me in that direction (and 
He very well might because of my timidity), 
I know He will provide the means. In the 
meantime I can be a missionary for God 
every time I pass out flyers in a crumbling 
neighborhood, or better yet, engage those 
neighbors in conversation and invite them 
to a free meal and outdoor sermon or 
concert at my church. There, they can get 
to know us better, and we can know them 
better.   
 
I'm a missionary when I ask a worried or 
lonely stranger sitting alone in a crowded 
mall if they mind if I sit with them. I then 
open up a dialogue that plants seeds of 
relationship with God. I'm a missionary 
every time I pick up a phone and call a 
shut-in to see if they need someone to pray 
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with them. In all honesty, this is often 
uncomfortable for me because I'm not a 
“phone person,” but I know the discomfort is 
what makes it more endearing to God when   
I break down that wall and start dialing.   
 
It all sounds pretty easy, but it is often 
anything but, especially when a recipient of 
our kindness pushes us away, along with 

any notion that a benevolent God loves 
them. I’ve always liked the humorously wise 
sentiment actor Tom Hanks utters as the 
crusty former baseball great Jimmy Dugan 
in the movie “A League of Their Own': “If it 
wasn’t hard everyone would do it. It’s the 
hard that makes it great.”   

 
We don’t have to know all the ins and outs 
of our purposes. So long as we are eager to 
follow God daily, He will get us where He 
wants us to be, when He wants us to be 
there.  We just have to be ready. Diners 
shouldn’t have to go in search of a waitress 
or waiter to serve them, so why should we 
expect God to search for us every time He 
wants something from us?   

 
As I was ruminating and meditating on this 
again while drinking my decaf, sugar-free 

latte this morning, I got the distinct feeling 
God was looking down on me with His holy 
arms folded, patiently tapping His holy foot, 
and waiting for something in particular to hit 
me.  
 
It did, and I asked Him what his purpose 
was for me today. Not tomorrow or next 
year, (Matthew 6:34 tells me not to worry 

about tomorrow, for it has enough trouble of 
its own) but right now. Like a thunderbolt, I 
heard in a place deep down, where only the 
Holiest of Holies knows me, “Start writing 
this down, kid. This is good stuff.”  
  
I sensed some additional foot tapping, so I 
got out my imaginary order pad. “And how 
about a side order with that, Lord?” 

 
Reading this, you can probably guess what 
the side order was. Now it’s your turn to 
pass it on, kid.     
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Forever By My Side 

Anne Marie Vale 

My mom, Rita, was born in 1920. 
Money was scarce and troubles were 
plenty. 
But her faith was strong and her spirit was 
stoic. 
In fact, I’d say she was heroic. 
  
You’d be hard pressed to find 
Someone who loved mankind 
More than my beloved mother 
Whose motto was “to love one another.” 
  
She was generous and beneficent, 
Yet reserved and somewhat reticent. 
You’d sense she wanted to express a bit 
more, 
But was rather hesitant to open the door. 
  
The Depression Era left its mark. 
Her youthful days were sometimes dark. 
But in those days you’d never reveal 
Pain or heartache- you learned to conceal. 
  
Mom was very bright and witty 
Extremely dignified and really pretty. 
Yes, Rita stood so proud and tall, 
Possessing a memory that stunned us all! 
  
Around the age of eighty-five 
Mom’s spirit was amazingly alive! 
But her exceptional memory that was one-
of-a-kind 
Was showing some traces of lagging 
behind. 
  
And yet there appeared a silver lining, 
Defying description or even defining! 
Suddenly, my reserved and often shy 
mother 
Took on the ebullient nature of another! 
  
Rita just lifted her protective mask 
And it seemed to be an effortless task! 

Her nature was no longer shy and coy. 
It transformed overnight into boundless joy! 
  
Though dementia can dissolve into sadness 
and tears, 
And episodes, too, of stress and fear. 
I choose to remember how out-going and 
free 
My mom became- free to “be me!” 
  
But Rita’s carefree state would end 
When she lost her husband and very best 
friend. 
Yes, George, my beloved dad, was the true 
love of her life, 
And his passing last December caused 
deep grief and strife. 
  
Mom’s eyes now closed – no facial 
expression. 
The doctor called it a terminal depression. 
Those once bright eyes might glimmer for a 
time, 
But they now reflected no reason or rhyme. 
  
For the next 9 weeks, Rita barely spoke a 
word. 
Though her eyes were shut, I’m sure that 
she heard 
The love I’d express and the music I’d play; 
But that mask of grief stayed day after day. 
  
Yes, Rita so wanted to be with her George 
And I prayed that God would quickly forge 
A happy reunion between Mom and Dad. 
To see Mom like this was just too sad! 
  
Finally, one dark February night 
Mom apparently saw the light! 
All of a sudden, her eyes opened wide 
While I expressed to her all I felt inside. 
  
The mask had vanished as did her sorrow. 
She now anticipated her new tomorrow. 
We looked into each other’s eyes ‘til morn. 
Rita knew she would soon be reborn. 
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And sure enough at 3:15, 
With eyes wide open and totally serene, 
Rita peacefully entered eternity, 
Joining George in blissful unity. 
  
Mom and Dad are in the presence of the 
Lord 
With the angels and saints in one accord. 
No more earthly mask and nothing left to 
hide, 
And though I miss seeing them, they’re 
forever by my side. 

 

 

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, how 
spiritually 
strong you 
think you are, 
how well-
educated and learned you are, or how 
wealthy you are. Despite these things, 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, 
which 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 consists of the 
moments when: 

No one understands you, and soon you 
can’t understand yourself. 

You think God has abandoned you. 

Nothing puts a smile on your face. 

The people that always stood by you begin 
to watch you from afar. 

You think 
you've failed 
and lost 
everything 
you gathered 
for years. 

The thing or 
person that 
made you 
happy makes 
you weep. 

People tell 
you “We 
know how 

you feel,” when they don’t. 

You begin to harbour suicidal thoughts. 
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Your eyes are wide open through the night 
and you can’t sleep. 

It looks like God is silent. 

You shut yourself indoors. Not because you 
want to pray, but because you're ashamed. 

Your plans yield the worst results. 

Loved ones misunderstand and give wrong 
interpretations of your words and actions. 

Your wealth and financial strength cannot 
help your situation.  

You begin to get used to the fire. 

Every step you take forward takes you two 
steps backwards. 

Your dreams become a mirage. 

Friends become foes. 

Your body gets so used to all manner of 
pain, that you go out of your way to seek 
pain when it's not there. Thus, pain 
becomes a kind of comfort. 

No one believes in you, and you believe 
less in your dreams. 

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're immune to it. 
We're taught to pray all manner of prayers 
and see the Devil in what we're going 
through. However, the truth is that during 
the fire experience, no amount of prayer, 
fasting, and spiritual exercise will work. 

Don’t think that 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 in the church. 

All these are for a reason and a season. No 
matter how you pray summer away, it won't 
go until its season is over. 

I'm 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 that we sometimes 
need the fire experience 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 never maximize our potentials 
until something comes to steer our lives 
and challenges stare 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 1 Samuel 1. 
Peninnah had to provoke Hannah. 

Hannah prayed the way she had never 
prayed before. She had to make a vow she 
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ordinarily wouldn't have if her womb was 
not shut. You know the rest of her story. 

Do you remember Jabez in 1 Chronicles 4? 
His own fire was from birth. Do you 
remember his prayer? You know the rest of 
his story. 

For some of us the fire began from birth, 
but I'm happy to announce that the fire will 
quench soon. Hold on, as 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 
was told I would find Him. I did everything I 
needed to do just to escape the fire. 
Meanwhile, I discovered I became closer to 
Him. 

By the time the fire stopped burning, I had 
gotten much closer to Him than before. I 
understood later that God wanted to bring 
me closer 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 Bible makes 
it clear that King Asa didn't seek help from 
God, but physicians. The disease killed him 
not because it wasn't curable, but because 
he refused to seek God. Earlier in his reign 
as king, he always sought God, who had 
blessed him. Once he had enough wealth, 
he could use his it 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 
alone at first, before he could lead the 
children of Israel through it. He knew the 
terrain and what to expect because he was 
familiar with the wilderness. 

Most people come out better when they've 
passed through the fire experience. Your 
dreams, aspirations and God's purpose for 
you are still very much valid. Nothing you 
are going through now can invalidate His 
purpose for you. 

“Weeping may endure for a night, but joy 
comes in the morning,” (Psalm 30:5). 

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 not make sense to you 
any longer, but understand that you're 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 mistake. Make Him your true 
friend. It's only in Him you will find grace to 
come out clean from the raging fire. 

You may think you're being punished for 
your sins. This is a lie Satan wants to sell to 
you. Whatever you're going through now 
was allowed by God for a reason and it 
cannot happen without His permission.  
Don’t give up. Never allow the thought of 
giving up to settle in your mind. 

Nobody else knows how you feel except 
Him. Stick to Him, His word, and His 
promises. Stay strong and positive. Hold on 
and hold out.  Your best is yet to manifest. 
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A Worthy Prayer 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
It’s a wonder I still believe prayer works. 
 
Don’t get me wrong, I absolutely do believe 
prayer is powerful and effective. It can 
change the course of history. Earth is still 
spinning 24 hours behind where it should 
be based on the creation timeline—ever 
since Joshua asked God to make the sun 
stand still. 
People have 
walked the 
planet who 
never would 
have without 
prayer—think of 
Samuel and 
Joseph and the 
Shulamite 
woman’s son. 
Peter might 
have died in 
prison if a whole 
horde of people 
had not been 
praying for him in the house of a woman 
named Mary one dark night. 
 
So yes, prayer works, but I have personally 
prayed for many things that never 
happened, for blessings that never 
materialized, healing that took forever and 
sometimes never came.  

 
One might find comfort in the empathy of 
Mary and Martha. You remember them, the 
sisters of Lazarus and good friends of 
Jesus. Their brother fell sick; they knew he 
was dying. How they must have frantically 
scribbled the note; no time for frilly 
affections or casual comments. They simply 
wrote, “Lord, the one you love is sick.” 
 
But Jesus didn’t come in time. Within two 
days, Lazarus had died. The sisters 
wrapped him in fragrant cloths and buried 
him. Then, Jesus showed up.  
 
It’s a fabulous story—one of perfect love, 
death, miracles, passion, sorrow and 
elation. But you probably already know that 
story. Even those who didn’t grow up in 
Sunday school have heard it and know it 
contains the shortest verse in the Bible, 
“Jesus wept.” (John 11:35)  
 

I’m searching 
for a new 
lesson in this 
story. I’m 
search for a 
reason to pray, 
a way to pray. 
Because, even 
if I took some 
comfort in the 
fact that Jesus 
seemed to 
ignore Mary 
and Martha too 
(it’s not just me) 
ultimately, He 

not only responded to their call of distress 
but performed a miracle for them. What did 
they do?  
 
For years my most persistent prayer was, 
“Lord, please heal me of this eating 
disorder! Take it away! I love you God, I 
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love you with all my heart. I want to be 
obedient. Help me to put this idol behind 
me and to live for you alone. Help me 
Jesus!” 
 
Now, there’s nothing ultimately wrong with 
that prayer, but I heard a pastor say 
recently, “Nothing moves the hand of God 
like the love of God.” 
 
Look at their prayer again, or better yet, see 
if you remember it. What did they say to 
Jesus?  
 
Compare their petition to mine. 
 
Me: “Lord I love you, please help me!” 
 
Mary and Martha: “Lord, you love Lazarus! 
He needs you!” 
 
What drove Jesus to 
respond to the 
sisters; to come and 
resurrect Lazarus, 
was not their love for 
Him, but His own 
love for Lazarus! 
 
It’s time we re-
worded our prayers. 
More than that, it’s 
time we rewired our 
hearts. It’s a false 
belief, but nonetheless the underlying 
motive most of us employ when seeking 
God’s favor—that if we love Him more, if we 
convince Him that we are completely “sold 
out”, He will capitulate and favor our 
request.  
 
God doesn’t need His ego stroked. He does 
not bend His ear to earth because we are 
radically devoted to Him. God bends low to 
hear us because of His love for us, his 

unwarranted, unprecedented, deadly, life-
giving love. 
 
Psalm 25:4-7 says, “Show me your ways, 
Lord, teach me your paths. Guide me in 
your truth and teach me, for you are God 
my Savior, and my hope is in you all day 
long. Remember, Lord, your great mercy 
and love, for they are from of old. Do not 
remember the sins of my youth and my 
rebellious ways; according to your love 
remember me, for you, Lord, are good.” 
 
God’s love is so unbounded that it overrode 
my theological errors. Although I often 
pleaded for healing based on my love for 
and promised commitment to God, He 
reached out and healed me for the sake of 
His Son Jesus, whose radical love cost Him 
His life in order to reconcile the whole world 

to its Creator. 
 
Now, I am praying 
again; I am praying 
differently. Now I 
am praying for 
healing for others, 
for broken bodies, 
broken marriages, 
aching hearts, 
physical needs and 
more. Some of 
those I’m praying 
for do not love 

Jesus, and oh the wonder of the truth 
that their lack of love is not the deciding 
factor in God’s answer.  
 
Even those of us who love God, only know 
love because He loved us first. If the 
answers to our prayers hinges on the 
veracity of our love for God, we are 
doomed. Thanks be to God, that the prayer 
He hears, the prayer He answers, a worthy 
prayer cries, “Lord, I am the one you love!”  
 



31 
 

Walking by Faith 

Lancelot Tucker 

It is not easy to walk by faith, especially in 
these trying times. Yet, God requires that 
each of His children live by faith. Like other 
people of God in both the Old and New 
Testament, it takes something special on 
our part to live the faith life requires of us by 
God. So what are the requirements for us to 
live by faith and in so doing please God?  

Faith requires us to depend wholly on God 
and not on our own abilities. Although God 
gives to each of us abilities, and different 
gifts, yet, these attributes are to be used for 
His glory and not to bring praise to 
ourselves in any way. If we do not depend 
totally on God, we miss the mark and 
displease God as well as quench His Holy 
Spirit.  

One day, the disciples went sailing on the 
sea. Jesus came to them walking on the 
water, which frightened all of them because 
they thought they were seeing a ghost. 
After Jesus identified himself, Peter decided 
to test the spirit by walking on the water 
himself. So out of the boat went Peter on 
the sea and like Jesus started defying the 
law of gravity. After a couple of steps, he 
began to go down in the water. As long as 
he had his eyes on Jesus, he was doing 
Okay. But the moment Peter took his eyes 
off Jesus and focused on his circumstances 
in the natural that was when he started 
sinking. So therefore, he cried out, “Lord, 
save me.”  

How many times like Peter, we cry out to 
the Lord, “Lord, save me.” This is because 
we are weak in our faith. If we desire to live 
the faith life we should always have our 
eyes on the Lord and not on our 
surroundings or circumstances. If we have 
our eyes on our surroundings or 

circumstances, we will sink in them. Peter’s 
eyes were on the Lord and once his eyes 
were fixed on Jesus, he was defying the 
odds.  

Many negative circumstances will plague us 
in this life. However, as we keep our eyes 
focus on the Lord, we will have the power to 
overcome them because we are not dealing 
with them in our own strength but in the 
power of the Lord for the Scriptures say, “it 
is not by (your) might, nor (your) power, 
but by My Spirit saith the Lord of hosts” 
(Zech. 4:6 KJV). (Emphasis, mine) 

Another revelation I must bring out is that 
Peter was not walking on water as we have 
been taught. Instead, he was walking on 
the word of God. Jesus said to him, “come” 
and it was what Peter was walking on---the 
word come.    

God requires us to walk and depend on His 
Word, regardless of the circumstances we 
may find ourselves facing. If God says 
something, we should settle it in our hearts 
that is how it must go.  

And Jesus answering saith unto him, “have 
faith in God” (Mk. 11V).  

The above Scripture literally means, “have 
the faith of God.” Is it possible to have the 
faith of God? It sure is.  

“For verily I say unto you, that whosoever 
shall say unto this mountain, ‘be thou 
removed and be thou cast into the sea;’ and 
shall not doubt in his heart, but shall believe 
that those things which he saith shall come 
to pass; he shall have whatsoever he saith” 
(Mk. 11:23 KJV).  

We need to speak faith-filled words and not 
words easily carried away by the wind. Did 
not The Book of Hebrews say that we 
should call those things that are not into 
being? Therefore, we have the power to 
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change the world with our words---as long 
as they are spoken in faith.  

Although faith might be a difficult principle 
to adopt for some of us, yet, with 
determination, patience, and opening 
ourselves to the moving of the Holy Spirit 
we can overcome any obstacle presented 
and grow from faith to faith. Thus, when we 
speak to the negative circumstances 
surrounding us, we can expect the results 
to be what we want them to be. Start 
speaking faith-filled words today and you 
can turn your life around to be one of a life 
of victory that is filled with every fulfilment 
through the promises of God.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Are You Using Your Gift? 

Reginald Lee 

 

God has a specific design for your life, and 
that is that you be holy.  God offer up his 
Son to bear the sins of the world so that we, 
by his sacrifice, might be made holy unto 
God. Since God has offer up his Son, we 
ought to offer back our lives in holiness, 
Rom.12:1. The world is against everything 
that is holy. For this is why the writer has 
said, “Be not conformed to this world,” 
because the world is fighting and all-out war 
against everything that is holy. The power 
of God’s word is the weapon in overcoming 
the world to be all that God has made us to 
be. “Be ye holy, for I am Holy.” This is the 
will of God. 

If we offer our lives unto God in holiness, he 
will fill us with his gifts of 
ministry. Each of us has been 
endowed by God with the 
ability to contribute our gifts 
and talents in building the 
kingdom of God. Let us not 
be guilty of hiding our gifts. 
We should never dodge an 
opportunity to serve. Instead 
of dodging, we should 
recognize the need has as 
opportunity for God to show 
forth his love and power. 

In the parable of the talents, 
the Lord gave one five, 
another two, and gave 

another one, Matt. 25:15. The Lord required 
one thing of all his servants, that they use 
what he had given them. No doubt the 
servant who had one talent took it out and 
buried it because he was looking at the fact 
that someone else had more than he. He 
probably thought within himself. “What can I 
do with so little?” Instead of trusting God to 
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do a great thing with his talent, his fear 
would rob him of every opportunity to work 
in the service of the Lord, V.25. His fear 
would rob him of life’s most precious gift, 
the joy of the Lord. 

Each of us must seek to please God by 
whatever means he gives us. Every 
believer is valuable to the church and it’s 
ministry to people. 1 Cor. 12:7 says, “The 
manifestation of the spirit is given to every 
man to profit withal.” Every man has been 
saved to be used by God in building the 
kingdom. No matter what your call may be, 
it is the spirit that unites us in the ministry of 
the church. We must always remember we 
are all working 
for the same 
Lord, and it is he 
who works all in 
all. 

We must commit 
the past the 
present and 
future into the 
hands of God to 
do with it as he 
pleases. If we do 
so God will use 
our gifts and fill 
us with his 
power. We must trust God to do what we 
cannot do for ourselves. As we wait upon 
the Lord let us be committed to the work of 
righteousness.   Waiting upon God does not 
mean that we are standing idle.  Whatever 
our hands find to do we do it as unto the 
Lord. The believer is able to commit 
everything to God. For God is in control, it 
is in his power to give to one and take from 
another whatever he pleases.  

 

 

 

The Table of Unity 
 

Christopher E. Yopp 
 

 
I am in no way a carpenter, nor do I claim to 
be.  However, once I decided to build a 
table.  I had gotten the idea off of a DIY 
show on HGTV. Running down the middle 
of this tiled tabletop was a gutter attached 
underneath. The gutter was filled with dirt 
and plants.   

 
Despite being a gifted woodworker, I was 
proud of the table I had built and thought it 
looked great.  Over the course of my table’s 

life, I had planted different kinds of plants in 
the guttering. However, once, I made the 
mistake of planting grass seed in the soil. 
After several weeks of watering, the seed 
began to sprout tiny sprigs of grass, which 
eventually became tall blades of grass. This 
actually looked beautiful. However, as the 
grass continued to grow, it needed to be 
trimmed. The problem came in the method 
of trimming that I used. I decided, against 
better judgment, to take my weed-eater to it 
after being dared by a friend. Needless to 
say, I was picking up grass all over the 
living room for weeks. 
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This table that I had built was not only a 
focal point in my living room, it also served 
a purpose.  It was my coffee table and I 
can’t begin to tell you how many 
compliments I received by friends, family 
and guests.   

 
At the center of our faith as Christians is a 
table – God’s Table. I love the list that is 
given in Acts 2:42 of the things that early 
believers “devoted themselves to” (Acts 
2:42 NIV). Among this list is “the breaking 
of bread.”  Breaking bread or eating 
together has always been a sign of love 
and friendship.  There is nothing more 
nourishing or nurturing then gathering with 
friends and family around the table.  No 
wonder God saw it fit to set a table at the 
very center of our faith as Christians.   

 
At the center of our faith is the celebration 
of Holy Communion.  At God’s Table we 
find the greatest nourishment and 
fellowship of all. Out of the broken bread 
comes wholeness. Out of a cup that is 
poured out comes unity. 

 
While I have never been a big fan of 
potlucks, I do love the concept. The very 
idea of everyone gathering together, 
contributing to the meal, sitting around 
tables and enjoying food for both the body 
and soul is a beautiful metaphor for the 
Church. We bring our dish (our gift) to the 
table (the Church) where we are all fed and 
nourished.  

 
Keep in mind, in the early Church, Holy 
Communion was commonly preceded by a 
fellowship meal, which later became known 
as an agape or love feast. Within the early 
Church, Christians would gather for a meal 
as a token of their love for Christ and unity 
with one another. They gathered around the 
table for fellowship. But eventually, so many 
problems resulted from these feasts. The 

Apostle Paul addressed this in his letter to 
the Corinthians. The meal, which was 
designed to bring them together as 
believers and unify them, was doing just the 
opposite. It was causing division. They 
were no longer eating together. And not 
only that, but for some, so much emphasis 
was set on the food itself that they lost 
focus of the greatest meal – Holy 
Communion.  

 
Unfortunately though, the table that I had 
built didn’t “hold up”. It was broken in a 
move and thrown away.  Even more 
unfortunate is that there are many “broken” 
tables today. That is to say, the fellowship 
around those tables is broken.   

 
It is so easy for us, like the disciples, to fight 
over the greatest seat at the table. It is so 
easy for us, like the Religious Leaders, to 
judge those who are at our table. It is so 
easy for us, like the Pharisees, to deem 
who is “worthy” to come to the table and 
who is not. No longer do we have to set at 
the “kid’s table” but at God’s Table where 
there is plenty of room! No longer are we 
fed the scraps of the world, but the manna 
– bread of heaven – Christ. God’s Table 
breaks down all barriers and divisions; 
God’s Table is all-inclusive that we might 
make our own tables a place where all are 
invited, welcomed, loved and fed.  

 
What are you planting in your table? 
Hopefully, you are planting the seeds of the 
Spirit that will sprout and grow, and grow, 
and grow into the fruit of the Spirit, never to 
be cut by the weed-eater that divides and 
destroys our fellowship. True fellowship and 
unity around the table only occurs when we 
first set at God’s table where we experience 
love, forgiveness and grace. 
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Who are You? 

Sandra Jenkins 

In my house there lives a three year old 

great-grandson that is totally hooked on 

wrestling.  Show him a poster of all the 

wrestlers, and he will name them for you 

lickety split.  

His Dad got him two new wrestling figures – 

I didn’t think a whole lot about it – he’s 

upstairs/I’m downstairs.  I’m just getting out 

of the shower when the bathroom door 

starts to slowly open.  A little voice says, 

"Juju"?  I grab my towel just as Jonah 

comes in.  He wants to show me his new 

treasures.  He gives me a kind of quizzical 

look as he brags on his 

new acquisitions. I tell 

him to go show 

Pawpaw.  He goes out 

of the door and turns 

around and asks, 

“WHO ARE YOU?”  

Jonah had only seen me 

in jeans and tee shirts or 

flannel shirts or my pink 

house robe.  He didn’t 

recognize this wild 

haired looking woman 

before him.  

In John 8:25 the 

religious leaders asked 

Jesus, “Who are you?”  

If they had only listened they would have 

known, but they   had their own agenda.  He 

was telling them that He is the Son of God.  

Of course their admitting that truth would 

have changed many things for them.  

In church we sing a song, “Chaotic Love”.  

One of the phrases is, “You’re the One that 

really matters.”  Now that is a truth if I ever 

heard one. 

In John 8: 29 Jesus says, “..for I always do 

what pleases Him”.  (The Father)  Are you 

someone that doesn’t want to cause 

controversy?  Doesn’t want to be ‘politically’ 

incorrect?  Who are you?  What are your 

convictions – what do you believe?  Who 

matters to you?   Jesus definitely didn’t care 

about what others thought – He relayed the 

Words of the Father. 

 Who are you, a 'religious' leader or a 

follower of Christ who believes that ‘God is 

the only One that really matters’?  Speak 

the truth that you hear from the Father.  
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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 
submissions with a critical eye. I usually 
find a sentence or two to prune and 

http://www.findingbalance.com/
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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

