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A Christmas Blessing from the Flu 
 

Teresa  Martin 
 

Christmas is my favorite holiday. I love 
doing my Christmas shopping, writing 
Christmas cards, getting out the special 
china and crystal, and polishing all my 
tarnished silver-plated serving pieces. But 
last year during the week before Christmas, 
I came down with the flu. That’s not 
supposed to happen to me. I had too much 
to do.  
 
Instead, I laid on the 
couch wrapped in the red 
and green afghan that my 
grandmother made for 
me. I had all the 
symptoms: a low grade 
temperature, aching body, 
coughing, sneezing and a 
splitting headache. All I 
could think was, What will 
happen if I can’t get 
everything ready for 
Christmas Eve? I love 
having the family over for 
Christmas buffet and look 
forward to singing carols, 
sitting in front of the 
fireplace, and exchanging 
gifts. How could we keep 
our Christmas traditions if 
I had the flu? 
 
Please, dear Lord, help me get well so I can 
get everything done, because if I’m sick 
with this flu, our holiday will be ruined. 
 
The phone rang, and it took every ounce of 
energy I could muster to lift it to my ear and 
utter a weak “Hello.” 

 
The chipper voice of my husband said, 
“Hey, honey, what are we having for 
supper?”  
 
I managed to say, “I have the flu,” and that 
evening he brought a pizza home. 
 
“What are we going to do?” I asked as my 
husband distributed the slices.  
 
Without any discussion, one of our two 
teenage sons said, “Oh, don’t worry, Mom, 
we’ll take care of everything. You just get 
some rest, drink plenty of liquids, and try to 
get well.”  
 
The next morning, I wasn’t feeling any 
better and spent the day dozing between 

sneezes and nose blowing  
 
Later that evening, I heard 
the door open, the rustle of 
plastic bags, and the happy 
banter of male voices. The 
guys were home from their 
shopping expedition.  

 
“I think we got everything 
we need.” My husband 
smiled as he headed 
toward the kitchen with the 
groceries, followed by our 
youngest, who added, “I 
even remembered the 
cranberry sauce.”  

 
Our oldest son headed 
toward the couch, holding 
out my Christmas gift list 
and juggling an armload of 

colorful bags. “Mom, we went to the mall, 
and look—everything you wanted is 
checked off!” He placed the bags on the 
floor beside me so I could inspect the 
contents. 
 
During the week, my husband brought 
home Christmas postage stamps, and he 
and the boys finished writing out the 
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greeting cards.  
 
By Christmas Eve, although I began to feel 
better, I was still too weak to do anything 
but admire the zeal and creativity of my 
three heroes as I listened to them 
scrambling around in the kitchen trying to 
finish up before everyone came.  

 
That evening, my family put on the best 
Christmas Eve buffet I ever had. The table 
was beautifully set and couldn’t have been 
more perfect. We sat down before we ate, 
held hands, and Marc (our youngest) said 
grace. I too thanked God for hearing and 
answering my prayers—and, yes, even for 
the flu. He had His own way of letting me 
know that He always answers our prayers 
and that it was because of Him that our 
Christmas Eve buffet was the best it had 
ever been.  

 
Sometimes we never realize what blessings 
our loved ones are capable of bestowing 
because we are so busy trying to bestow 
blessings on them. 

 

 

 
How Christmas Can Tear Us Away 

From Christ 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
There is a widening fissure between the 
modern American Christmas and biblical 
theology. And while I agree with the 
movement to “put Christ back in 
Christmas”, that’s not what I’m getting at. I 
am concerned with the fundamental 
distortion of grace played out in gift giving.  
 
Most of us can define the word “gift” easy 
enough. Dictionary.com puts it like this: 
“something bestowed or acquired without 
any particular effort by the recipient or 
without its being earned.” Biblically, this is 
described in Romans 6:23, “For the wages 
of sin is death, but the free gift of God is 
eternal life in Christ Jesus our Lord.” Our 
salvation, our righteousness is a free gift—
unearned—to us from God the Father 
through Jesus. 
 
The first problem arises with good old Saint 
Nick. At the beginning of December, or 
perhaps depending on the amount of 
leverage needed to coerce good behavior, 
we begin telling our children that the only 
way Santa will favor their stocking is if they 
are good.  
 
But wait a minute, I thought Santa was 
bringing gifts! When did this become 
remuneration? 
 
The misconception continues far beyond 
the Santa myth of childhood. We bribe our 
teenagers with better Christmas gifts if they 
get good grades, abide by curfew or don’t 
gripe about their chores.  
 
Now, I’m not suggesting we do away with 
all the festive manipulation, but perhaps we 

http://dictionary.com/
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need to change our vocabulary. If a gift is 
necessarily free and unearned, then we 
must term our holiday exchanges as just 
that—exchanges—good gifts for good 
behavior. 
 
Moving on from all that, and assuming 
we’ve glibly acknowledged the truth but will 
most likely continue wrapping up “gifts” to 
place under the tree, let’s consider for a 
moment the equality and fairness of such a 
thing.  
 
I remember as a kid overhearing my 
parents and grandparents discuss the ideas 
they had for my sisters and me. There were 
always careful calculations to ensure 
absolute fairness. If my presents cost $50, 
then by all means they must find enough 
things for my sister to make sure the same 
amount is spent on each child. I think once 
or twice this became such a challenge that 
they simply purchased gift cards of equal 
amounts and told us to pick our own 
presents.  
 
Dictionary.com doesn’t have much to say 
about the fairness phenomenon, but Jesus 
did. In Matthew 20, he told a story about a 
land owner who sent workers into his 
vineyard. Throughout the day he hired more 
laborers, but at the end of the day, he paid 
them all equally, regardless of the number 
of hours each worked. I love how he 
concludes the story: 
 
“But he answered one of them, ‘I am not 
being unfair to you, friend. Didn’t you agree 
to work for a denarius? Take your pay and 
go. I want to give the one who was hired 
last the same as I gave you. Don’t I have 
the right to do what I want with my own 
money? Or are you envious because I am 
generous?’” (Matt. 20:13-15) 
 

In this case, the owner was paying wages 
for services. To the workers he first hired, 
he paid the agreed upon wage—they 
earned every cent. But, to the last ones 
hired, he paid them what they earned and 
included a gift—money they had not 
earned. The master administered justice to 
the first group and grace to the second 
group. Neither received injustice.  
 
When we tell our children that we buy them 
gifts for Christmas and at the same time tell 
them they must be good, subconsciously 
but not so subtly, we are teaching them that 
gifts must be earned. If then we say the “gift 
of God is eternal life through Jesus Christ 
our Lord”—does that mean they must earn 
His favor too? 
 
When we play tit-for-tat at Christmas, what 
does that do to generosity? What does that 
teach our children that a gift really is?  
 
This mentality is not something we can 
simply nod our heads about and resolve to 
do things a bit differently next year. By 
blurring the lines between gifts and wages, 
generosity and fairness, justice and mercy, 
we make it infinitely harder for our children 
to understand the sovereign, merciful, holy 
justice of God. If we aren’t careful, our 
distorted Christmas theology can lead our 
kids right into the arms of a works-based 
salvation and a universalist perspective of 
redemption.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

http://dictionary.com/
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Faith Journey 

Brittany Brown 

My faith journey has been a testimony of 
God’s faithfulness. One of trial, restoration, 
and most importantly, grace. During my 
second year of college, I began feeling 
depressed and hopeless out of nowhere. 
God felt so far away and I could do nothing 
to pray that he would restore me. That 
summer, sure 
enough He did and I 
began to feel happy 
again, but that 
happiness began to 
spiral out of control. 
I became overly 
religious, to the 
point that I was out 
of touch with reality. 
I couldn’t sleep, my 
energy increased, 
and I began to enter 
into mania. Upon 
returning to school for my sophomore year, 
I had a manic episode in front of my entire 
sorority and the wellness center was called. 
The police came to pick me up and I spent 
the next week and a half in the mental ward 
of a hospital. I was diagnosed with bipolar 
disorder. After being released from the 
hospital, I had to take a semester and go 
home back to Texas to recover and 
become healthy again. That period of being 
sick is still a blur, but coming out of it was 
the hardest, darkest season of my life. I had 
no idea who God was anymore, and I 
turned against Him, angry and bitter of all 
that had happened to me. I cried out to the 
Lord, and in His timing, He answered. He 
revealed to me that He could fulfill His 
purposes and do great things through my 
trials. In fact, I learned more about His 
characteristics and who He is through the 
events in my life. I was able to see His 
consistent, never changing, and perfect 

love through my ups and downs. My pride 
has always been something that has 
hindered my ability to be used for the 
Kingdom and my relationship with the Lord, 
and I know that it took something drastic 
like that to humble me. The emphasis was 
always on what I could do for God, and not 
was He was doing through me, so He 
needed to tear me down. I had to give up 
my control and lose myself completely in 
order to find out who I am in Him. My 

suffering forced 
me to meet 
God face to 
face. I am now 
able to rejoice 
in pain not 
because I know 
why but 
because I know 
Him. God 
continues to 
teach me more 
and more about 
Himself and my 

walk is far from perfect. However, God has 
shown me a picture of His perfect plan for 
my life and has truly held me in His hands 
through it all and I will continue to live my 
life in surrender to Him. 

 
 

Learning to Depend 

(based on a true story) 

Priscilla Tate Gilmore 

 

While dressing for church on December 1, 
2013, I prayed aloud, “Thank You, Lord, for 
the devotion this morning reminding me of 
Your everlasting love. And thank You for 
knowing where I am right now and caring 
about all my tomorrows. Guide my steps 
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today. No matter what happens, teach me 
to depend on You for everything. Amen.” 

With an unquenchable thirst to learn more 
about my Lord and Savior’s love from the 
pastor, I dashed out the door and drove to 
church. 

During the service the Holy Spirit whispered 
what the Lord wanted me to remember from 
the sermon. When troubles happen, 
remember that I am near and praying for 
you.  

After the last worship song, I stepped 
outside and felt the Lord’s closeness in the 
light rain and cool breeze as both kissed my 
warm cheeks. 

Still needing to connect with others, I 
accepted an invitation to join four ladies for 
lunch at one of their homes. The social 
gathering lasted several hours. When the 
conversation came to a quiet rest, I 
excused myself at 5:30 p.m., anxious to get 
home before nightfall. 

As I approached the landing of my second 
story apartment, my left shoe slipped on 
wet leaves. Arms, legs and torso twisted 
and turned in midair. The concrete 
welcomed me—not with loving arms. The 
pain was indescribable. I screamed. 

A man arrived at my side. “I’m John 
Wagner. What happened?”  

I answered with a yell. “Slipped on the 
stupid, wet leaves.”  

He waited while I attempted to suppress 
another yell and struggled to sit and put 
weight on my left foot. Moaning and angry 
at myself for not seeing the leaves, I fell 
back. Confident that I wasn’t going 
anywhere soon without the aid of 
paramedics, a ride in the ambulance, and 
the diagnosis of an emergency room doctor, 
I asked Mr. Wagner to call 911.  

While lying on the gurney in the ER, I 
prayed. “Lord, who are You going to send to 
help me?”  

Instantly I remembered an underlined verse 
in my Bible. “Before they call I will answer; 
while they are still speaking, I will hear.”1  

I wondered what would happen next. 

The answer was immediate. 

The Holy Spirit prompted me to call the 
pastor. From my purse, I grabbed the 
church directory that I picked up that 
morning. Then I borrowed a cell phone from 
one of the nurses and left a message for 
the pastor. “I’m in the emergency room. 
Think my ankle is broken. Pray for me.”  

Shortly after I finished asking for prayer, the 
doctor came in a half hour before midnight 
and delivered his diagnosis. “You have 
fractured the tibia in two places and broken 
the fibula.” Then he wrapped my left foot 
and ankle in a splint and prepared me for 
the ride home in an ambulance by strapping 
me to a stretcher.  

During the trip up the two flights of stairs I 
felt like a ship on the high seas during a 
storm as the stretcher rolled from side to 
side, up and over the banisters. My only 
anchor was the hands of three paramedics. 

The next morning the pastor called. “I got 
your message. Your name has been added 
to the Prayer List. Ladies will be calling to 
arrange meals.” 

Tears of joy and unbelief rushed down my 
cheeks faster than the water over Niagara 
Falls. 

As promised, ladies from the church 
phoned and wanted to know when they 
could bring dinners. A neighbor offered to 
bring in my mail and keep my car running. 
An acquaintance at church went to the store 
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and couldn’t remember the total on the 
grocery receipt when I asked. Flowers and 
cards arrived. 

I had never experienced such selfless 
giving in action. I was totally amazed at the 
congregation's willingness to be used by 
God Almighty. Learning to depend on Jesus 
tasted sweet—like a 
brownie dripping with 
chocolate frosting. It 
deepened my hunger 
to confide in Jesus 
more. 

Three days later I met 
with a surgeon. Since I 
had osteoporosis and 
osteoarthritis he 
suggested surgery. He 
further explained that my brittle bones 
needed steel plates and screws to properly 
heal. Knowing that there was no alternative 
route, I consented to surgery. It was 
scheduled for December 12 at 7:30 p.m. It 
meant I had to arrive by no later than 6 p.m.  

A dark voice spoke.   

No one will be there with you before or after 
surgery at that early hour. Not even the 
birds are awake.  

Before I could entertain that thought, an 
unexpected call came that night from 
another member of the church. “Would you 
like me to come and pray with you before 
the surgery? I will be there when you come 
out of recovery.” 

An unspoken prayer was answered. “Yes. 
Sure.” 

The surgery was a success.  

At home and in a cast, I was unprepared for 
what was to come next.  

A member of a men’s group at church 
explained over the phone, “We are a group 
of men who get together once a month to 
provide services to those in the 
congregation who are in need of caring, 
sharing help. We would be happy to move 
you from your second story apartment to 
one on the ground floor.” 

This was another 
answer to an unspoken 
prayer. Now the 
transport company 
wouldn’t have to battle 
the wheelchair on the 
stairs and worry about 
injuring me (or 
themselves) because of 
ice or snow.  

I journaled. “Jesus, thank you for everyone 
who has helped me. Thank you for clearly 
showing me that a church family is a group 
of people who will support, love 
unconditionally, and show kindness with no 
expectation of receiving anything in return.” 

Jesus’ own words described what the 
church had done. “For I was hungry and 
you gave me something to eat, I was thirsty 
and you gave me something to drink, I was 
a stranger and you invited me in, I needed 
clothes and you clothed me, I was sick and 
you looked after me, I was in prison and 
you came to visit me.”2 

The fall taught me to depend on Him for 
every one of my needs. The experience 
also reminded me that He orchestrates His 
plans for my good and His glory. 

 

1Isaiah 65:24 (NIV) 

2Matthew 25:35-36 (NIV) 
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Driving Fear Through Prayer 
 

Amy Romine 
 

In February 2009, my husband and I had a 
near-fatal car accident.  We were coming 
home from church on an interstate and an 
unexpected system of frozen precipitation 
had fallen in the interim—making travel 
hazardous at best.  My husband stayed in 
the hospital for a week with a collapsed 
lung and spinal fracture and I ended up with 
several months of physical therapy for my 
leg.  After my husband was released from 
the hospital and returned home, I thought 
that life would revert back to normal and we 
could put the accident behind us.  I was 
completely wrong.   
 

Just over a year prior to the accident, I was 
diagnosed with generalized anxiety disorder 
and bipolar disorder.  Little did I know how 
this one accident was going to affect me for 
the rest of my life.   
 

Since the Mustang we had the wreck in was 
totaled, we went for safety and purchased 
an SUV.  Whenever I got into our SUV, I 
was anxious even though it was a safe 
vehicle. It didn’t matter if I was driving five 
minutes in any direction from our house, I 
was still anxious. From where we lived at 
the time, you had to take the interstate to 
get anywhere. I was completely terrified of 
them.  On and off ramps were the worst.  I 
knew which ramps had short merge lanes 
and would try to avoid them at all costs.  To 
drive at night was nearly impossible 
because of the anxiety it provoked.  As you 
can imagine, I drove with a white-knuckle 
grip on each trip. 
 

I prayed continuously when I had to drive, 
saying, “Lord help me to merge safely onto 
this on/off ramp.”  Then I would thank Him 
when I had done so.  I was trapped in a 

living nightmare whenever I would drive 
anywhere.  The sad thing is that I used to 
love driving.   
 

During the winter of 2010, I decided to sign 
up for an evening Bible study on prayer at 
my church.  It was a struggle for me to 
attend every Tuesday.  The Bible study was 
at night and I hated driving in the dark 
because of the anxiety it induced.  One 
particular night, the leader of the Bible study 
asked us to write anonymous prayer 
requests on index cards for the prayer team 
to pray over.  I remember nervously 
considering my prayer request to release 
me of my anxiety while driving.  Over what 
seemed like an eternity, I thought about 
whether I should write my true heart’s 
desire.  I didn’t want to be too transparent.  
After I convinced myself to share my prayer 
request, I wrote something like this: I have 
bipolar disorder and generalized anxiety 
disorder.  I have extreme anxiety while 
driving.  It is so bad that I almost didn’t 
come to this Bible study because it is dark 
outside.  I left my index card on the table 
and went home.   
 

I have always believed in the power of 
prayer.  I know that God hears our prayers 
and will answer them in His time the way 
He sees fit.  I knew that if He wanted to 
answer my prayer request, He would.  It 
was amazing.  Just as suddenly as my 
anxiety about driving came on, my anxiety 
melted away.  God chose to answer that 
prayer request.  This anxiety about driving 
that seemed impossible at the time was 
conquered in His name through prayer.  
 

Amy Romine is married with two “children” 
of the four-legged canine kind.  Although 
she has her master’s degree in K-12 
Administration, she no longer teaches.  
Currently, she works as an office manager 
and paralegal for a law firm.  In her spare 
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time, she writes for her blog, 
lifeconqureing.org.   
 
 
 

Lesson of Acts 1:6-8 

Danielle Keating 
 

Man is not God, for His power is infinite 
We were born without power and lack 

knowledge 
God has every ability, and he knows no limit 
People cannot handle endless intelligence 

For we know nothing of his divine plan 
But we will someday discover the wonders 

he brings 
The knowledge of god cannot be handled 

by man 
If so, could not man become God, but with 

no power? 
Having just knowledge or power alone, 
cannot be taken into mankind's hands 

The knowledge would bring one to insanity, 
the power to dictatorship 

But The Lord knows humanity, and where 
his kingdom stands   

 
 

 

Tidings of Great Joy 

Dr. Michael Cochran 

Where does Christmas joy come from? 
Listen to the words of Luke 2:8-11 and see 
if you can discover the answer:  

“And there were in the same country 
shepherds abiding in the field, keeping 
watch over their flock by night. And, lo, the 
angel of the Lord came upon them, and the 
glory of the Lord shone round about them: 
and they were sore afraid. And the angel 
said unto them, Fear not: for, behold, I bring 
you good tidings of great joy, which shall be 
to all people. For unto you is born this day 
in the city of David a Saviour, which is 
Christ the Lord.”  

The angel comes with “good tidings of great 
joy that will be for all the people.” What is 
this “good tidings of great joy?” Verse 11 
has the answer. If you are looking for 
Christmas joy, I suggest that you can find 
all you need in this single verse. “For unto 
you is born this day in the city of David a 
Saviour, which is Christ the Lord.”  

Let me now make a simple application. The 
angel said, “For unto you is born this day in 
the city of David a Savior.” “Unto you.” “For 
you.” He came for you. This is where 

Christmas becomes intensely 
personal. It’s not enough to say 
abstractly that you believe Christ 
came. Millions of people say that 
and are still lost in their sins. It’s not 
enough to say that Christ came for 
someone else.  

You can never be saved until you 
say, “Christ came for me. He died 
for me. He rose from the dead for 
me.”  

He came for you. Do you believe 
that?  
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In just a few days Christmas will be here. 
Families will gather around the tree to open 
their presents. Already some children are 
counting the hours until that glad moment 
arrives.  

When you receive your gifts this Christmas, 
what will you do? Will you not open them? 
What use is a gift that is never opened?  

Two thousand years ago God sent a gift 
wrapped in swaddling clothes and lying in a 
manger. Jesus is God’s Christmas gift to 
you. But you will never experience 
Christmas joy until you personally receive 
God’s gift—the Lord Jesus Christ.  

I close with the words of the angel to the 
shepherds: “Fear not, for behold I bring you 
good news of great joy which shall be for all 
people.” And what is the source  

of that joy? “For unto you is born this day in 
the city of David a Savior, which is Christ 
the Lord.”  

“Joy to the world, the Lord is come!” 

 
 

Nature: God’s Marvelous Ally 
 

Walter Kahler 
    
Isn’t God magnificent in His creativity? No 
matter what natural setting gets your 
attention, He has created it. Part of the 
Lord’s designed plan in helping you know 
He exists is surrounding you with appealing 
views. Sometimes God speaks without 
saying any words and lets His other 
creations do the talking. 
 
What part of nature exhilarates you the 
most? 
    
Is it the beach? Do you like walking on the 
beach, feeling the sand between your toes? 

Does watching the waves break, listening to 
them coming ashore, and receding back 
into the ocean draw you closer to its 
existence? Could it be collecting seashells 
to take home as a reminder of your 
fascination with the sea? 
     
Is it the sun shining on the water, reflecting 
its vibrant color? Or smelling the aroma of 
the salt and feeling the coolness of the 
water from swimming? Do you like basking 
in the sun, absorbing the rays for a tan?   
    
Are the mountains a place where you 
connect with nature? Do you enjoy looking 
at the spectacular peaks capped with 
snow? Does looking up at the mountain and 
following the elevation changes (where the 
vegetation stops) and being aware of its 
enormous height arouse feelings of 
wonderment?  
    
How about those valleys nestled in between 
the mountains, splendidly displaying the 
beauty of the meadows, full of green grass 
and flowering plants? What about the 
unique wildlife like bighorn sheep, wolves 
and mountain lions found in the valleys? 
    
Do you prefer the prairie, where vast, open 
spaces are visible as far as the eye can 
see? Are you most connected to nature 
when experiencing bison grazing and 
prairie dogs popping up out of their burrows 
with cute expressions on their faces?  
    
Or are you adventurous and enjoy 
whitewater rafting? Does experiencing the 
mighty fury of rushing water all around you 
in the middle of taking on a rapid get you up 
close and personal with nature?  
   
What sensations come to you when your 
adrenaline is pumping, and your mind is 
unsuspecting to the twists and turns the 
river has so brilliantly hidden? Maybe it’s 
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the excitement of making it through in one 
piece and wanting to do it all again.    
    
Those are a few natural ways God relates 
with humans. The Lord wants us to 
experience the big picture of His Domain 
and has instilled an emotional valve turned 
on from His creative imagination. That 
exterior encounter inspires our inner 
creativeness to foster.  
    
The beauty of nature is an uplifting 
adventure for believers and unbelievers. 
The Lord is always waiting for anyone who 
can make a connection with Him. However, 
He responds to the faithful, devoted and 
active follower of Christ. Faith in action 
leads to trust—and trusting Christ supplies 
the wisdom in connecting with all of God’s 
kingdom. 
    
God's creations are spectacular, and the 
sheer beauty of the earth and universe is 
His way of revealing the full scope of His 
reality. The sun, 
stars and planets 
are fascinating, 
displaying God’s 
unique 
phenomenon. The 
oceans, mountains, 
forests, and flowers 
are the essence of 
God. The animals, 
insects, and living 
organisms are the 
existence of God. 
We cannot escape 
God, for He is the Most high, and our 
natural settings attest to these facts.  
 
 

Walter invites you to stop by A Christian 
Mindset at www.walterkahler.blogspot and 
share with me your experiences with God’s 
other creations. 

Three Keys for When Relapse In On 
Your Doorstep 

 
Abby Kelly 

 
I’m not so foolish as to think my recovery 
was iron-clad, but I was pretty convinced I 
had a good thing going. I’ve been walking in 
freedom for several years, ministering to 
others who are struggling with eating 
disorders. For all practical purposes I have 
been there, done that and quite literally 
“wrote the book on it.”  But, Paul warned in 
1 Corinthians 10:12, “Therefore let anyone 
who thinks that he stands take heed lest he 
fall.” I may have let my guard down. 
 
My life hasn’t been all sunshine and roses 
for the past few years, but God has been 
generous. He has healed and strengthened 
my marriage, filled me with hope and given 
me so many opportunities. Recovery 
became a habit, for lack of a better 
expression. In this predictable phase of life, 

I figured out how 
to eat well, 
exercise 
moderately and 
control my 
thoughts. But what 
happens when life 
as you know it falls 
apart? 
 
Last weekend, my 
husband deployed 
to Liberia. Every 
familiar aspect of 

my life flew overseas with him. Much of 
what I’ve relied on to be a standard part of 
my healthy life just crumbled out from 
underneath me. Suddenly, I saw the ugly 
image of relapse lurking in the shadows. 
Praise the Lord, I didn’t engage in any 
eating disorder behaviors, but the swirling 
thoughts of exercise, calories and 

http://www.walterkahler.blogspot/
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compulsion swamped me. It felt like a war 
had erupted in my brain—a battle for 
control of my soul.  
 
Why did the old patterns of eating disorder-
centered thoughts assail me? What 
triggered them? When all that was familiar 
was stripped away, when my heart was 
exposed to pain and stress, I believe it 
searched for a means to distract me from 
the hurt. By swarming my mind with 
compulsive thoughts, the loss of my 
husband’s presence was not so sharp.  
 
But here’s the thing: Feeling that pain is 
much safer than the eating disorder. Sitting 
among the shards of sadness is actually 
more healing than allowing our minds to be 
swept away by the distraction of an eating 
disorder or other addiction. In the course of 
the battle, I acquired three weapons for 
fighting off relapse.  
 
1. Run away. Weakened by the battle in 

my mind, I forced myself to keep a 
commitment to visit the local hospital 
with my therapy dog. Miraculously, the 
very moment I entered the hospital, 
fleeing from a focus on myself and my 
own pain, I found great relief. Second 
Timothy 2:22 says, “Flee youthful lusts.” 
The word for “lusts” here goes far 
beyond the usual application of sexual 
cravings. More accurately, it means any 
desire, craving or longing for what is 
forbidden. I believe this applies to my 
sudden desire to return to the familiar 
thoughts of anorexia. My natural longing 
is to relieve the pain of my husband’s 
absence in the quickest way possible, 
even if that is running back to the arms 
a deadly foe. Getting outside of yourself, 
running far and fast from oppressive, 
self-centeredness is a powerful way to 
reclaim the mind of Christ (Phil. 2:5-6). 

2. Drown it out. I’ve long known that 

music is like a healing balm for my soul, 
but I had forgotten just how powerful 
praise can be. On my way home from 
the hospital, I stopped to buy a small 
bluetooth speaker. The moment I got 
home, I selected a worship station on 
Pandora and turned up the volume. 
Songs of hope, freedom and praise filled 
the room. God’s presence became 
almost tangible as I reminded myself 
over and over, through song, of His 
mercy and faithfulness (Eph. 5:19). 

3. Sleep it off. In the days leading up to 
my husband’s deployment, I didn’t sleep 
well. Whether simply from stress or 
soaking up those last waking hours 
together, my body was wracked with 
fatigue. That first afternoon, when 
compulsive thoughts overwhelmed me, 
my mind felt scattered to the four winds. 
I couldn’t focus on anything and 
therefore it was easy to shift into default 
and let old, anorexic thoughts carry me 
away. It’s no secret to anyone that our 
minds get fuzzy and frazzled with lack of 
sleep. Finally, I forced myself to bed 
early enough to soak up more than eight 
hours of sleep (and I have a nap 
scheduled this afternoon). It’s amazing 
how different today feels than yesterday. 
I swear, the sun is brighter, my heart 
feels lighter and I’m actually looking 
forward to the rest of the week.  

 
Perhaps none of these tools surprise you. 
They don’t seem profound to me either. 
However, weakened by stress, I 
immediately became vulnerable to the 
same old habits of self-protection and 
distraction from pain. It can happen to 
anyone—if we think we stand firm, we run 
the risk of falling flat on our faces. Whether 
it be an eating disorder, another addiction 
or any form of sin, Paul reminds us in 
Ephesians over and over to stand firm. We 
do have an enemy who is out to destroy us 
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and he doesn’t care what it takes. 
 
If you find yourself flirting with dangerous, 
consuming thoughts or tempted to find 
comfort in old habits, reach quickly for these 
three tools. Run away—get outside of 
yourself, as far as you can from the battle in 
your own brain. Don’t reason with it, run 
away. Drown it out—the Bible also says that 
God dwells in 
the praises of 
His people. 
You will find 
comfort and 
sense His   
presence 
when you 
remember to 
praise Him 
because He 
never leaves 
you. Sleep it 
off—we 
weren’t meant 
to be 
Energizer 
Bunnies. We weren’t made to run forever. 
God passionately cares about us, His 
intimate creations. And He longs for us to 
listen to Him about how to tend our bodies.  
 
We cannot win this battle on our own. We 
cannot maintain our freedom on our own. 
But, the Bible is God’s way of explicitly 
telling us that we can trust Him and find our 
complete healing in Him. 
 
“It is in vain that you rise up early and go 
late to rest, eating the bread of anxious toil; 
for he gives to his beloved sleep.” Ps. 127:2 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE ‘GFW’ 

Deepika Emmanuel Sagar 

“I would be alive but dead from inside if I 
were to abandon my child.” This is the cry 
of an unwed mother who, despite of all 
odds, cares for her child born out of 
adultery.  

Let me take you to a 
brief journey of this 
courageous woman 
living in Morocco. 
This might be the 
story of many other 
females, across the 
globe, whose lives 
are destined the day 
they are out of their 
mother’s womb. 

A girl child was born 
to a poor family. 
Completing 7 years 
of stay on this earth, 

she was ‘submitted’ as a domestic servant 
to a ‘well-to-do family’ for the fulfillment of 
her family’s financial needs. At a playful 
age, when the world is nothing beyond dolls 
and candies, this little soul knew what is 
mopping and sweeping. She worked there. 
Seasons after seasons, the years went by 
and there came a day when she was face 
to face with what was destined to happen to 
her, someday or the other. She soon 
discovered herself being pushed into the pit 
of fornication. Submission is what they are 
taught and is expected out of them to 
continue the financial support of their 
family. And so she did, as she had known 
many females in her community doing the 
same thing. Need of money wins over self-
esteem. She conceived and bore a child, 
placing herself in the category of unwed 
mothers, the ultimate cultural taboo. So 
strange! It’s considered a taboo by the 
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same society which produces them. Things 
are open; yet covered. This threat of being 
unacceptable in the society causes many to 
leave their newborns in hospitals and run 
away or leave them on streets or even 
throws them in garbage bins. This lady, 
who no longer remained a girl, was 
determined with courage to keep her child 
and say “it’s mine.” She knew that when as 
a child she was being pushed into 
something which would ruin her life; the 
decision was not in her hands. But here, 
now when she holds a life in her hands, she 
decides to bring no injustice to it. Children 
are a reward from the Lord (Ps. 127:3), a 
realization taken as a responsibility. 

There are many women throughout the 
world who live under such awful conditions 
of exploitation. But the point is that how can 
we contribute in making such lives better? 
How could our knowing about the condition 
make a difference over our being ignorant? 
When we hear about such afflicted people, 
our ‘intellectual minds’ bend towards 
knowing the ‘what, when and how’ of the 
situation. Well, a fair thing to do, maybe till 
some extent. But it’s more important to 
realize that do such narrations make us 
willing to contribute positively towards the 
betterment of the situation? How do we 
react? Sigh and leave the place or become 
astute or we take time to ponder and realize 
what actually the women must have gone 
through and determine to pray for the 
tangled soul. The Word says, pray for the 
oppressed and the needy. 

We do need to pray for such oppressed 
women; but at the same time we also need 
to pray for those men in the society who 
make the women suffer. The Lord warns 
against adultery (Mt. 5: 27-30) and says 
that the kingdom of God is not for the unjust 
(1Cor. 6:9-10). A person is tempted when 
he is drawn away from the Lord, enticed by 
his own desires (Jm. 1:14). This drawing 

away creates a gap wide enough for the 
Satan to crawl in. Hence, we need to pray 
for the powerful healing of the Lord for such 
Satan struck souls. Pray for the people 
possessed by demonic behavior for their 
obedience to the Spirit. Prayers have power 
and it’s through prayers that when we ask 
in faith we receive from the Lord.    

For those who are facing such oppression, 
the Word says that our Lord is your 
stronghold, a stronghold in the times of 
trouble (Ps.9:9). Don't worry about 
anything, but in everything, through prayer 
and petition with thanksgiving; let your 
requests be made known to God (Phil. 4:6). 
He does not despise or detest the torment 
of the afflicted. He does not hide His face 
from them but listens when they cry to Him 
for help (Ps.22:24). Lord knows all our 
needs even before we ask (Mt. 6:8), but at 
times He waits for us to ask for it in prayers. 
God is a father to the fatherless and a 
defender of the widows (Ps. 68:5). He 
promises to redeem their lives (Ps.72:14) 
and would never leave anyone go 
unpunished who disobeys His laws. You 
might be a sufferer but never let yourself be 
short of faith. He is able to do above and 
beyond all that we ask or think according to 
the power that works within us (Eph. 3:20). 
Our God is a Father of mercies and the 
God of all comfort who comforts us in all 
our afflictions (1Cor. 1:3-4). We receive 
comfort from God so that we may comfort 
those who are in any kind of affliction (1Cor. 
1:4). Know that the battle is not yours but 
Lord’s (2Chro. 20:15). Thus says the Lord 
of hosts, “Then I will draw near to you for 
the judgment”, and he would be a swift 
witness against those who oppressed you 
(Malachi 3:5). Do not turn away from His 
instructions and remember His word which 
is our comfort at the time of affliction (Ps. 
119:49-51). Our Lord is a living hope for the 
afflicted. For those who are obedient to His 
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ways, the Word assures that though for a 
short time you are distressed by trials, the 
genuineness of your faith would result in 
praise, honor and glory at the revelation of 
Jesus Christ (1Pt. 1:6-7).  

Pray for such God Fearing Women (GFW), 
who though face afflictions, but still choose 
to live by faith in the merciful God. Now 
may the God of hope fill you with all joy and 
peace in believing, so that you may 
overflow with hope by the power of the Holy 
Spirit (Rom. 15:13). Amen.  

 
 

The Greatest Gift 
 

Ronald D. Johnson 
 
Whether it’s for a special occasion, or a 
complete surprise, we love to receive gifts. 
Nothing can brighten our eyes and put a 
smile on our face 
quicker than to 
receive a gift 
from someone 
we love.  
 
We also find 
great joy in the 
giving of gifts. It’s 
delightful to 
watch the face of 
a loved one as 
they open a gift. 
Truly, two of the 
greatest joys in 
life are that of 
giving and receiving gifts. 
 
I’d like to share with you the Greatest Gift of 
all. It’s the Greatest Gift because it comes 
from our Heavenly Father who is the 
Greatest Giver. It springs from the Greatest 
Motivation of all that of Love. It’s also the 
Greatest Gift because it is given to the 

neediest of all—lost men and women who 
are dead in their trespasses and sin. 
 
In John 3:16 we read the central text of the 
gospel: “For God so loved the world, that he 
gave his only Son, that whoever believes in 
him should not perish but have eternal life.” 
 
The Greatest Giver 
 
The Greatest Giver is God Almighty the 
Lord Supreme, the Creator and Sustainer of 
the universe. The fact is we can’t 
comprehend the power, glory, majesty, and 
holiness of God. Yet, God in His infinite 
magnitude is the greatest giver of all. The 
Lord God emptied Heaven’s bank in order 
to provide this wondrous gift. He sent His 
only-begotten Son.  
 
The Greatest Motivation 
 
The motivating factor behind this gift is 

God’s Love. “For 
God so loved the 
world…” God’s 
response to our 
great need is that 
of love. He 
reaches down 
from Heaven with 
compassion and 
gives us His best. 
 
The Apostle Paul 
tells us, “but God 
shows his love for 
us in that while we 
were still sinners, 

Christ died for us” (Romans 5:8). Even 
though we were lost sinners alienated from 
a holy God, Christ willingly offered Himself 
as our redeeming sacrifice. 
 
Paul continues this theme when he writes, 
“But God, being rich in mercy, because of 
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the great love with which he loved us, 
5even when we were dead in our 
trespasses, made us alive together with 
Christ—by grace you have been saved” 
(Ephesians 2:4-5). 
 
Yes, even when we were dead in sin, 
enemies of God and antagonistic toward 
Him, it was God who reached out to us in 
love. 
 
The Greatest Need 
 
In contrast to God who is the Greatest 
Giver, we as lowly sinners stand helpless 
before Him as the neediest creatures of all. 
This offends our sense of human pride and 
self-worth, but concerning our salvation 
from sin, we are helpless and hopeless. We 
are fallen creatures utterly unable to 
redeem ourselves. As such, we stand 
before the Lord of Heaven with the Greatest 
Need. 
 
Without God we are lost and without hope. 
God could have left us in our desperate 
condition and been completely just in doing 
so. The universe would have seen in action 
the righteous indignation of the Holy God. 
However, God is so much more than Holy, 
Righteous, and Just; He is also Love. Love 
couldn’t leave us without hope. Love gave 
the needed righteousness in the Lord Jesus 
Christ that we may be saved. 
 
The Greatest Gift 
 
God, (The Greatest Giver), so loved (the 
Greatest Motive) the World (which had the 
Greatest Need) that He Gave His only-
begotten Son (The Greatest Gift). That 
whosoever believes in Him shall have 
everlasting life. 
 
 
 

The Wisdom of a Child 
 
“Father, everyone has opened their 
presents. What is that gift still left under the 
tree?” 
 
“Son, that’s the Greatest Gift. It’s a present 
from our Heavenly Father.” 
 
“Oh, wow, when do we get to open it?” 
 
“Oh son, we don’t open that gift. It’s sacred. 
We save it and keep it wrapped and 
unspoiled from year-to-year. It reminds us 
how much our Heavenly Father loves us.” 
 
“But Dad, if our Heavenly Father gave us 
this gift, does He not want us to open it?” 
 
Too many people love the celebration of 
Christmas but haven’t yet received the 
greatest gift. 
 
Have you received the gift of eternal life 
through Christ? Or do you just hold it as 
sacred, admiring its beauty from a 
distance? Do you love the babe of 
Christmas but you’re unfamiliar with the 
person of Jesus? 
 
If you haven’t already opened your heart 
and received The Greatest Gift, please do 
so today. 
 
Ron Johnson is a free-lance writer. He is 
retired from the Assemblies of God National 
Office and Resource Center. He currently 
works with the Convoy of Hope in 
Springfield, MO. 
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Frying Pan Prayers 
 

Brenda Klutz Blakely 
 
After sending Sharon to the kitchen for a 
frying pan, Joe instructed Joel to walk and 
he followed Joel across the room. Laughter 
covered the room as Joe wielded the frying 
pan in a mock beating as the prophet’s 
voice announced the proceeding in 
tongues.  
 
I shrank back, not knowing what to expect.  
 
Then Sharon interpreted, “You have been 
beating this man with prayer for years. God 
has heard and He will answer.” 
 
We all stood speechless as I turned red as 
a beet and began the process of accepting 
the Word from God. Joel and the audience 
just stared. The 
truth sinking in 
and becoming a 
reality took time.  
 
Over and over 
again those 
words rang in 
my ears. Life 
changing events 
do not 
announce 
themselves 
beforehand, so 
you are not 
always prepared. Elijah House Basic I and 
II classes in Chelsea, Alabama had 
exceeded the expectations. God shaped 
and molded us through the teaching, but 
being broken had to come first. God had 
His ways. The joy and pain of this event 
were indelibly impressed on our minds.  
 
I don’t know that I prayed in the right way, 

but my prayers were abundant. This man I 
had married missed so much of life 
because of his anger and bitter roots. Our 
family needed help and I concluded that 
God was the only one that could do it, so I 
shot up prayers day and night.  
 
God has truly answered those prayers. We 
are not the same people after His 
intervention into our lives. He was even 
able to tune us together enough for each of 
us to earn a master’s degree in education 
together and write a book as co-authors. 
For those who know our history and have 
lived it with us, this is nothing short of a 
great, big miracle.  
 
It all started with me trusting God. I trusted 
no one, not even myself. And my husband 
had not proven himself to be trustworthy. 
God showed me that I could trust and obey 
and He would do the rest. It became very 

clear that even if I 
could not trust my 
husband at that 
time, I could trust 
God and I lived in 
that truth for a 
long time.  
 
Joel and I 
celebrated our 
51st anniversary 
last year. When 
this event 
happened we 
had been married 

36 years. These days Joel and I lean on 
God first and then put our foot forth and 
trust Him to guide us. I still pray for Joel, but 
now we pray for each other and pray 
together as we read and study God’s Word. 
We seek how we will answer the Call.  
 
Joel F. and Brenda Klutz Blakely are co-
authors of “The 11:45 Call.” It's an 
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Expository Bible Study of the Book of Jude 
and they are working on two other studies. 
Since receiving their degrees and healing 
they have served as teachers, house 
parents, Elijah House facilitators, ministry 
leaders and Natural Products developers. 
Their five children, in-laws, and 
grandchildren help them move around as 
God calls them. As one grandchild said, 
“MoMo and Gram B move a lot.” Joel and 
Brenda know without a doubt as they go 
forth, they can trust in God.  
 
 
 

God Love You 

Deborah Jeanne Sergeant 

"God love you!" Gracie said, raising open 
her stubby arms. Her close-set, pig-like 
eyes squinted through thick glasses that 
perched on her button nose. Though she 
was 42, the top of her head barely reached 
her pastor's chest. 

Pastor Hayden Rhodes bent stiffly to return 
the hug. He hoped the makeup Gracie had 
caked on her nose didn't rub off on his lapel 
like it did last week—he had to send his 
jacket to the cleaners.  

"God loves you, too." 

Ugh, her stink is worse than ever! I have to 
get away from her before I get stunk up. I 
have a counseling session in five minutes. 

Pastor Rhodes broke her embrace 
prematurely, leaving Gracie fumbling for her 
next victim. 

Gracie lived in a grossly understaffed group 
home. A social worker dropped her off and 
picked her up from church weekly. Most 
Sundays, she sat near the back, humming 
vaguely and looking at the sparkling 
chandelier.  

After the last prayer, she sprang into action. 
The congregation at Emmanuel Church had 
become accustomed to Gracie's habit of 
hugging everyone while uttering the only full 
sentence she could speak. 

Gracie offered her arms to Hayward Griffith 
before he could avoid her waist-high hug 
and said "God love you!" She pressed her 
frizzy, slightly greasy blond head against his 
starched shirt and tie. Hayward patted her 
shoulder awkwardly, as if petting a stray 
dog, then pulled away. 

I wish that attendant would stay with her 
and keep her under control. I have a 
deacon's meeting I can't miss. 

Satisfied, Gracie turned away and spotted 
Liz Bastion nearby.  

"God love you!" she offered. 

Liz attempted deflecting the hug. 

"I really should tidy my Sunday school 
class, Gracie. Excuse me."  

Well, it is true. I really should clean it better 
sometime.  

Gracie grabbed her around the hip for a 
quick embrace and nearly lost her balance 
as Liz spun and darted off.  

I don't want to deal with Gracie today. She 
plunged through the double doors to the 
parking lot.  

Undeterred, Gracie lunged on to hug more 
congregants. 

She hollered, “God love you!" over the 
booming organ so that Organist Eleanor 
Brinks, could hear her. The embrace around 
her shoulders made Eleanor fumble and 
strike two keys with her left pinkie. 

Another botched benediction hymn, thanks 
to Gracie!  
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She pounded the keys, biting her lip.  

"God love you!" she offered Robert 
Wentworth, stealing a quick hug. 

Robert's mouth turned down as he 
struggled to free himself. 

A pity that the poor woman's mind will never 
grow beyond a toddler's. What's the point in 
even trying to talk with her? I need to get to 
my building committee meeting anyway. 
And then I have music practice. 

Gracie moved on, hugging and blessing 
everyone in sight. Her bright eyes and smile 
never flagged. Once she had hugged each 
person who walked through Emmanuel's 
doors that morning, she hauled her 
oversized handbag to the lobby. She waited 
for her ride, humming and rocking slightly in 
her chair. Occasionally, she rummaged in 
her bag fruitlessly. 
Gracie never noticed 
that no one bothered 
speaking with her as 
she smiled and 
nodded to them.   

Far, far above the 
steeple of Emmanuel 
Church, beyond the 
sky and stars, Valiant 
turned to Gabriel.  

"Sad, isn't it?" 

The archangel nodded. "The entire 
congregation lost so many chances to earn 
rewards with their talents today except for 
Gracie. What a joy she is to Him, using her 
one talent so well to His glory!" 

Deborah Jeanne Sergeant writes from her 
home in upstate, NY. Visit her online at 
www.skilledquill.net. 

 

 
Making Memories Last a Lifetime 

 
Terri Martin 

 
Sitting down with the family to share a meal 
seems to be a thing of the past. Of course, 
we must consider that on holidays like 
Thanksgiving or Christmas, some families 
get together to share a holiday meal. But 
getting back into the habit of eating together 
goes back to the days of Beaver Cleaver, 
when June cooked homemade meals and 
everyone sat down at the same time to 
bond together as a family.  
 
I grew up in a time where it was very 
important for the family to sit down and talk 
about what went on at school and how 
mom and dad made out at work.  We also 
didn’t have a television in the kitchen 

(although there 
were times when 
my dad wanted to 
watch the game).  
Mom always said 
that the game can 
wait—that family 
time together is to 
be cherished not 
only for us, but for 
our children to 
remember their 
youth.  Hopefully, 
sharing this special 

time would help them bond with each other.  
 
With dancing class, karate, baseball 
practice, soccer practice and whatever 
extracurricular activities our children have, 
we need to get back to the basics and try to 
schedule a time for dinner when everyone 
can devote time to sharing how their day 
went.  
 
Let’s shut off the television, iPods, cell 

http://www.skilledquill.net/


20 
 

phones, notebooks and whatever else takes 
us away from our precious family time. 
Before we know it, our kids will be grown. 
Let’s give them memories that they can 
share with their own families. Say to the 
family, “Why don’t we have supper together 
and maybe we can plan our trip to 
Disneyland for next year?”  
 
Incentive? Hmmm…give it a go. Even if 
Ashley brings a friend home for supper or 
Jason is going to practice with John, try to 
start the New Year by arranging time when 
we can get back into the habit of eating our 
meals together.  You may even get into the 
habit. What a wonderful way to begin the 
New Year. It can be done. 
 
 
 

Whom or What Shall I Fear? 
 

Lanette Kissel 
 
2 Timothy 3: 1  But mark this: There will be 
terrible times in the last days. (NIV) 

 
I have begun to wonder about what is 
happening in the world around us. The 
situation appears to be changing and 
deteriorating at a rapid pace. Since the 
downturn in the economy, some businesses 
have been forced to permanently close their 
doors; and others may follow suit. Retail 
merchants and restaurants have noticed a 
decline in sales. More jobs have been lost 
as companies downsize, eliminating 
positions completely, or laying off workers 
temporarily in the hope that business will 
improve. More homes are going into 
foreclosure. And in this climate, even a 
college graduate could end up among the 
homeless.  
 
The news carries troubling reports of 
earthquakes, tsunamis, tornados, new 

diseases, and other natural disasters that 
claim lives across the globe. Many areas 
are experiencing the threat of flash flooding, 
while others experience long periods of 
draught. All of this has been predicted in 
the Bible. It seems the terms “end times” 
and “the last days” are mentioned more 
frequently. 
 
Though the news of what is occurring here 
within this country and across the world is 
disturbing and even frightening, faith is the 
key word through all of it. I may fear what 
world leaders may have in mind for the 
future. But I always try to remember…GOD 
is the One in control. Nothing can happen 
that He does not will to happen. 
 
(1 John 4: 18 There is no fear in love. But 
perfect love drives out fear, because fear 
has to do with punishment. The one who 
fears is not made perfect in love.) As a 
Christian and child of God, whom or what 
shall I fear? What is the most the enemy 
could do to me? Even if I should lose my 
earthly life, what have I really lost? For the 
believer, to die in the body is to live in 
Christ. That I should lose what was only 
temporary, in order to gain what is 
eternal…(2 Corinthians 4: 18  So we fix our 
eyes not on what is seen, but on what is 
unseen. For what is seen is temporary, but 
what is unseen is eternal.) 
 
For those who love and live for Christ, 
salvation is a given. I will have a forever 
home in Heaven as was promised. And 
Heaven will not harbor any of the terrors I 
may experience here on earth.  
 
There will be no more wars, no school 
shootings, no serial killers, or terrorist 
attacks. I won’t have to be concerned about 
physical or mental abuse, or violence of any 
kind. I won’t be threatened by physical 
disease that can maim the mind or body. 
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There will be no premature death, no death 
at all.  
 
There will be happy reunions with lost loved 
ones.  There will be much rejoicing, as I will 
be spending eternity with my beloved 
Savior. All will be made new, including me. 
In a beautiful place of light and life, there 
will be no pain or suffering. As God has 
promised, there will be no more tears. 
(Revelation 7: 17 …And God will wipe away 
every tear from their eyes.) 
 
So whatever the future may hold here on 
earth, whom or what shall I fear? 
I have been promised a mansion in 
Heaven, and a wonderful life my earthly 
mind can’t begin to comprehend. All will be 
made new, including us. We will finally have 
that elusive fairy tale ending. And it will truly 
be said of us…   
“And they lived 
happily ever 
after.”  
 
Lanette Kissel 
lives in southern 
Indiana with her 
adopted Yorkie-
Poo, Benjy. She 
has been writing 
Christian poetry 
and articles for 
twelve years. Her work has been published 
in small print publications and online. She 
enjoys singing in her church choir and 
swing dancing. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Unpolished Perfection 
 

Abby Kelly 
 
My tires crunch down their gravel drive at a 
measly eight-miles-per hour. Every time I 
make this trip, I keep a sharp eye out for 
old-fashioned bicycles laid quickly (never 
carelessly) beside the way. As far as I can 
see, rows of corn tickle the horizon—just 
where clear, blue sky kisses the sun-
scorched fields.  
 
It’s amazing how resilient these crops are. 
They are not brilliant green anymore, 
instead coated with a fine layer of dust and 
bronzed by the unrelenting sun. Still, they 
stretch up, seemingly proud of their singular 
role in life.  
 

Nearer to my 
destination, the three-
sided barn at the end 
of the drive, the fields 
are filled with wild 
flowers and a various 
structures dot the 
landscape. To me, the 
untrained eye, they 
seem cluttered with 
monstrous, obsolete 
equipment. To the 
Amish who tend these 

lands, they are bread and butter, familiar as 
the backs of their own hands. The children 
are as comfortable on a tractor as on they 
are on their father’s knee.  
 
I park just in front of the second three-sided 
building. Inside, it is lined with rows and 
rows of garlic bulbs. But I enter the most 
inviting structure, the one filled with colorful 
produce: rosy tomatoes, bulbous potatoes, 
the crispiest cucumbers you’ve ever tasted, 
okra, eggplant, peaches and more corn.  
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No light bulbs hang from the ceiling. No 
fans massage the muggy air or coax a 
comfortable breeze. Sarah stands smiling 
at me, “Hello.” Her Pennsylvania Dutch 
never fails to make me grin in return. “Hi.” 
 
I always feel a bit worldly when I enter 
Sarah’s world. It’s strange, because for 
once I’m not embarrassed by my lack of 
fashion sense, but humbled by my apparent 
gaudiness and excess. Sarah seems so 
content; the front of her dress is pinned 
neatly together. Her hair is always plaited in 
unassuming braids, parted in the middle 
and wrapped multiple times around her 
head. No makeup, but her cheeks have the 
“sun-kissed” look I read about in 
magazines: “How to get that perfect glow 
with a drugstore bronzer.” 
 
Sarah tallies my purchases on a calculator, 
hands me my change and we agree to see 
each other next time. When she turns to 
cross the gravel drive back to her un-air 
conditioned home, I notice her feet. They 
are large—not peculiarly long, but thick, 
toughened by work and play—use.  
 
Living near an Amish community has 
piqued my interest. So I read, “The Amish 
believe that the vast changes that modern, 
ergo English, society has seen over the 
past two centuries is detrimental to both 
spiritual and family life…The Amish 
recognize this shift in priority and choose to 
separate themselves from the modern 
world in this way.” (Tree of Life) 
 
And I wonder—what am I supposed to learn 
here? It seems there’s so much more here 
than merely enjoying the fruit of the Amish’s 
dedicated labor. There’s something to this 
idea of pulling away from the world, of 
forsaking all the drama and deification of 
beauty. There’s something so lovely about 
hard work, unpolished toes and a simple 

smile. There’s something inviable in that 
kind of unpolished perfection.  
 
 
 

Satisfaction 

Michelle Havener 

Lucifer sought satisfaction  
In himself 
His satisfaction 
Was to be greater than God 
For that want 
He now spends eternity in hell 
Adam and Eve were banned 
From returning to the garden 
For seeking satisfaction in a tree 
In order to be equal with God 
Cain killed his brother 
For he did not receive  
The satisfaction he thought he deserved 
Those who thought they found satisfaction 
In worldly desires 
Perished in the flood 
Not long after the flood 
Man was thirsty for satisfaction 
To find the satisfaction  
They built a tower 
Because of their want 
They became confused 
Discombobulated  
Their language mixed 
Scattered all over 
All because of looking 
For satisfaction in the skies 
Instead of in their creator 
Because of Abram's 
Unsatisfactory faith 
And trust in God's protection 
He asked Sarai 
To lie to Pharaoh 
The consequences for  
Abrams choices  
Caused Pharaoh to suffer 
When Sarai stopped seeking  
Satisfaction in God 

http://www.treeoflifeclarksville.com/2013/07/10/the-amish-the-english-and-the-connection/
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Ishmael was born  
When Sodom and Gomorrah  
Sought satisfaction  
In the desires of 
the flesh 
They were 
destroyed  
With sulphur 
and fire 
Because of 
Esau's  
Hunger for 
satisfaction 
He sold his birth 
right 
For the want of 
a birth right  
Jacob sought satisfaction  
In Isaac's blessing 
The consequences of that satisfaction 
Caused him to flee from Esau 
Joseph's brothers 
Sold Joseph  
For twenty shekels of silver 
For the want of satisfaction 
Potiphar's wife 
Sought satisfaction  
Which caused Joseph 
To be thrown in prison 
Joseph's desire  
For satisfaction 
Caused deceit   
Sadness  
Regret  
Amongst his brothers 
For fear of war 
Pharaoh's satisfaction  
Was placed in idol worship 
And the making of Israelite slaves 
For his want 
And the cries of Israel  
Pharaoh's house was plagued  
His son met death 
The Israelites were set free 
For the Israelites  
The want of a leader 

Placed their satisfaction  
In a form of a calf 
The Israelites later 

Roamed the 
wilderness 
For forty years 
Because they were 
not  
Satisfied in Him 
Samson sought 
satisfaction 
In beauty  
His consequence  
Was the loss of his 
strength 
When Israel no longer 
Had satisfaction in 

God 
They begged for a king 
That king was Saul 
Because Saul didn't 
Receive the satisfaction  
He wanted 
He tried to kill David 
When David sinned 
By looking for satisfaction  
In Uriah's wife 
Bathsheba became pregnant 
She lost her husband 
And her child 
All because of David 
Looking for satisfaction  
In worldly desires 
Wise king Solomon  
Sought satisfaction  
In seven hundred wives  
Three hundred concubines  
For his sins 
He turned from God 
He also sought satisfaction  
In other gods and goddesses  
Because Solomon looked for  
Satisfaction everywhere else 
His kingdom was torn 
Away from his son 
Haman looked for satisfaction 
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In being a ruler 
Haman paid for 
His choices of satisfaction 
Because of Jonah's 
Unsatisfactory faith 
He was swallowed by a fish  
For three days and nights 
The second time 
Nineveh sought satisfaction 
In lies and plunder 
They were destroyed  
When Judas sought 
Satisfaction in money 
He betrayed Jesus 
And killed himself 
Ananias and Sapphire 
Looked for satisfaction  
In wealth and were  
Struck down for their sins 
When Saul wanted 
Satisfaction in going after Christians 
The Lord took His sight 
For three days 
Where are the Greeks 
The Romans 
The Trojans  
The Egyptians  
They placed their satisfaction  
In pleasures of the world 
And are now pages in history 
Where is your satisfaction? 
When satisfaction is placed 
Everywhere else but God 
Bad choices are made 
Consequences befall us 
But when our satisfaction  
Is placed in Him 
We will be blessed 
Ten times over 
Life will not be easy 
He never promised 
An easy life 
But He has promised  
To never leave us 
When we look for  
Satisfaction in Him 

We are satisfied with His love 
So 
Where is your  
Satisfaction found? 
 
 
 

The Journey 
 

Wayne Roe 
 
The King of the Jews looks down at the dirt 
about twelve inches from His face. He has 
fallen and the weight of the cross is pushing 
Him to the ground. His eyes are almost 
swollen shut. He can see, but barely. He 
looks down again and sees the blood that 
has dripped from His face. The whip rises, 
the guard swings and slashes His back. 
The pain shoots through His body, He starts 
to shake a little more after each blow.   
 
“Get up, King, or I will whip you to death 
right here!” With the strength He can only 
get from His Father in heaven, Jesus 
struggles and finally gets back on His feet. 
He grabs on tighter to the cross and starts 
dragging it up the stone path to the hill. One 
of the other guards looks back and stops 
where he is. He thinks to himself, “How is 
this man still alive?” The trail of blood was 
too much for him to look at. He turns back 
and watches the man pulling the cross.  
 
The guard thinks back to what he had just 
witnessed in the town circle at the whipping 
post. This beating was not like the ones he 
had been to before. He was there when 
they made the crown of thorns and forced it 
on His head. You could hear it rip through 
His flesh and pierce the bone. This man 
they call Jesus groaned in agony and 
received the pain. Then they found a purple 
shawl, wrapped it around Him, mocked Him 
and spit in His face. “Look at the King with 
his crown, the King of the Jews!” They beat 
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him with their fists and with their whips, then 
they put Him to His death. 
 
This is his account of what the guard 
witnessed that day. 
 
The guards had brought this man Jesus to 
the town circle. Shackled and already 
beaten, they shoved him up to the whipping 
post. They ripped off the shawl and 
shackled him down. The crowd was mixed. 
Some had hatred and some had great love 
for the man before them. His family and the 
people that had come to believe in His word 
and his Father’s commandments were 
there. Jesus had told them He would be 
betrayed into the hands of man.  
 
Mary stood with the crowd and looked upon 
her son. The tears had been rolling down 
her cheeks for hours. This was the first time 
she had seen Him since the guards 
arrested him. Her heart was torn apart at 
the pain He was in. She knew this day 
would come, 
but He was still 
so young. She 
had to watch as 
they positioned 
her earthly son. 
She wept 
uncontrollably 
but knew this 
was as it had to 
be.  
 
Jesus looked 
up to the 
heavens. “Father, I am ready.” He bowed 
his head and closed His eyes. The guards 
looked at each other in puzzlement. 
Someone yelled, “He is crazy. He talks to 
himself.” Some laughed, but not many.  
 
The guard in charge finally spoke. “Begin.” 
 

Two guards walked up, each with a whip. 
The first guard raised his whip and brought 
it down with all the strength he had. The 
whip slashed across Jesus’ back. He 
groaned as his back arched and His fingers 
rolled into fists. The first is always the 
hardest, a shock to the body. The second 
guard came down and whipped His back. 
The first guard struck again, then the 
second. They had developed a rhythm. 
Back and forth, back and forth—they did 
this for what seemed like forever. 
 
Finally, a guard yelled, “HALT!” 
 
The two guards stopped to look at Jesus, 
who was down on one knee. The Son of 
God could not stop shaking. Even though 
the blood and the sweat rolled down His 
back, His mind was still clear. He kept 
telling his Father in heaven how much He 
loves Him and how much He loves the 
people doing this to him.  
 

Someone yelled to 
me, “Get him back 
on his feet!” I walked 
over with another 
guard and pulled him 
up by the arms. He 
looked at me with his 
swollen eyes. I 
looked back into the 
slits He had left for 
eyes. There was no 
hate when He looked 
at me—only love. 
Then I backed away. 

I could not participate in this torture. The 
guard in charge eyed two of my fellow 
guardsmen and commanded them to 
continue the beating. 
   
There is a whip called a flagrum that has 
multiple leather straps with metal and glass 
embedded within a small ball at the end of 
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each thong. The guards each picked up a 
flagrum and walked over to Jesus. They 
were told to begin. The whips were raised 
again and the beating continued. The whips 
sank into His flesh. Jesus’ skin looked 
shredded.  Some had to leave. It must have 
been too barbaric for them to watch. Some 
cheered. I had to look away. His body 
twitched in agony, His legs gave out and He 
fell. His hands were still shackled as He laid 
on His side. One of the guards kicked 
Jesus over onto His back, then continued to 
whip Him from the neck down. By then He 
had quit moving.   
 
Finally the guard in charge gave the 
command:  “HALT!” 
 
Jesus lay there, barely breathing. They had 
whipped Him to the edge of death.  I had 
heard that this was the man who talked 
about loving one another. The human form 
of a man was still visible, but His body was 
broken. The shackles were taken off and 
His arms fell to the ground. I knew this 
journey had only begun and wouldn’t end 
until He was crucified. The guards grabbed 
Jesus by the arms and dragged Him out to 
the street. He was put to His feet and a 
cross thrown onto His back. Jesus clutched 
the cross and began to drag it up the stone 
path. 
 
I looked back at the blood trail again. I was 
one of the guards that helped Him get up at 
the whipping post in order for this horrible 
beating to continue.  I will never forget what 
I saw that day. Any man would have begged 
for mercy or cried for freedom. But this man 
they call Jesus said nothing. I looked down 
at the whip in my hand. I know in my heart I 
could never use it. I dropped the whip 
where I stood and looked at the Man with 
the cross. Jesus stumbled again and fell. I 
wanted to help Him, but did not. The weight 
of the cross caused Him to fall, knocking 

the air out of His lungs. A whip sliced at the 
back of His legs.  
 
Start Dec 2014 here. 
  
“Get up, King!” 
 
Shaking and trembling, Jesus tried to get 
up but couldn’t. He collapsed and His face 
hit the ground. The guard that had been 
whipping and yelling stopped to look 
through the crowd. Simon of Cyrene was in 
the midst of the people watching. The 
guard’s eyes fell upon Simon and ordered, 
“You! Over here now!” 
 
Simon slowly walked over to the guard. He 
wanted nothing to do with this. 
“I appoint you to help this man carry his 
cross to the hill.” 
 
“But I am only passing through,” Simon 
replied. “I do not want any trouble.” 
 
“Do as I say or we will do the same to you.” 
Simon looked at Jesus, then reached for 
the cross and pulled it onto his left shoulder. 
With his right hand he reached down. Jesus 
looked up at him.  
 
“Give me your hand. I will help you,” said 
Simon. Jesus reached for Simon with a 
shaky hand. Simon helped Him to His feet. 
“Hang on to me and the cross.” 
 
Simon wrapped his right arm around Jesus’ 
waist. The two stood looking at each other 
for a moment, then Simon looked ahead 
and started pulling Jesus and the cross to 
the hill. Some were weeping as they 
watched their Savior being helped to His 
Crucifixion. These were tears of love. But 
there was something else here: Hatred. 
Some hated Him, without even knowing 
Him. For them, there were no tears, only 
sin. 
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Finally, they reached the base of the hill. 
Simon looked up to see two men already on 
crosses. There was an empty spot in the 
middle of them. Simon was drenched from 
sweat. His arms were weak and his legs 
were heavy. He looked at the man beside 
him and said, “We will make it to the top.” 
 
Together, they reached the destination. 
Simon laid the man down gently, then the 
guards ripped the cross from his left hand. 
Simon fell to his knees. He looked 
exhausted and seemed surprised by all the 
blood everywhere. Simon watched as the 
cross was laid flat. Two guards walked over 
and grabbed Jesus 
by the hands and 
feet. Simon had to 
know. He asked 
someone in the 
crowd, “Who is this 
man? What crime 
did He commit?” 
  
“They call him 
Jesus. He claims to 
be the Son of God!” 
 
Simon could only look on now, but his life 
would never be the same. The guards 
carried Jesus to the cross and laid Him on 
it. They stretched His arms out and tied 
them down with rope. The mallet and nails 
were brought over. I watched as His hand 
was held open against the cross. The nail 
was placed in the middle of His hand. Jesus 
watched as the mallet came down. Metal to 
metal, the nail went through His hand and 
into the wooden cross. His fingers curled up 
and He groaned in agony. The same was 
done to His other hand. Without hesitating, 
the guards then reached down to hold 
Jesus’ legs still. One foot was put on top of 
the other and a nail was set on the top foot. 
Again the mallet came down, then again, 

until the nail finally found wood. Jesus 
nearly lost consciousness from the agony.  
 
The pounding above His head aroused 
Him. A superscription was being nailed to 
the cross that read, “This is the King of the 
Jews.” Then the cross was dragged to the 
spot between the two thieves. The end was 
lined up with the hole in the ground. Close 
to Jesus’ hands on each side, a rope was 
tied. Two guards pulled from the front with 
the ropes. Four grabbed the cross and 
started to raise it up. The cross hung on the 
edge of the hole until a guard walked up 
and kicked the bottom of the cross. It slid 
into the hole, then dropped three feet 

before it slammed to 
a stop at the bottom. 
Jesus’ body jerked 
violently, His head fell 
forward as His chin 
rested on His chest. 
He drifted in and out 
of consciousness. 
The force of the cross 
slamming had 
dislocated all his 
upper body joints.   
 

The crowd was yelling at Jesus, mocking 
him. “King of the Jews, save yourself, come 
down from the cross.” 
 
Even the chief priests and the scribes 
mocked him. “You saved others but you 
cannot save yourself. Come down that we 
can see and believe.” 
 
One of the thieves crucified with Jesus 
taunted Him. “Are you not Jesus? Save us 
and yourself.” 
 
The other thief yelled in anger and rebuked 
him. “Do you not fear God? We deserve 
what we receive. But this man has done 
nothing wrong.” 
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Jesus pulled His head up and looked at the 
man talking, who had tears were running 
down his face. He said, “Jesus, remember 
me when you get to your kingdom.” 
 
Then I heard Jesus reply, “This I say to you, 
today you will be with me in paradise.” 
 
At that moment, darkness crept in and 
covered the sun. The day appeared to turn 
into night.  There was absolute silence. The 
sound of mocking stopped. The three hung 
for hours in the darkness. Then, out of 
nowhere, the ground began to shake.  
Some ran from fear, but I had to stay. I later 
heard that the temple was destroyed—split 
down the middle. After the shaking stopped, 
there was quiet in the darkness again. I 
heard Jesus cry out in a loud voice, “Father, 
into your hands I give my spirit.”  
 
After saying this, He breathed no more. 
Another guard checked to see if Jesus was 
dead. He speared His side but there was no 
movement. I walked closer and looked up 
to Jesus. The tears swelled in my eyes. I 
understood. I whispered, 
“For He truly is the Son of God.” 
 
The journey to the cross was over, but the 
journey with Jesus has no ending. Only life. 
After three days, Jesus rose. I know that He 
now sits at the right hand of God. He died 
for our sins. Only the Son of God could do 
that. Because of His love, we have 
freedom. To be free is to believe in Him. 
 
 
Author’s note: At first I did not want to write 
this short story but I knew I had to.  I know 
nothing more than you do about Jesus’ 
crucifixion. I just typed what the Spirit put in 
my heart. I wrote gently on what they did to 
Jesus. I believe He was beaten beyond 
what words can describe. Simon, without 

knowing it, was the first to pick up the cross 
and walk with Jesus. He did it in the 
physical sense. If you are a believer, you do 
this in a spiritual sense. When you wake up, 
you pick up the cross for Jesus and walk. 
Sometimes the weight feels like it’s too 
much to bear. Then someone grabs on and 
helps us. We look over and it’s Jesus. He 
smiles and says to us, “I am here to help 
you. Always!” 
 
I went to church Sunday and they had 
communion. The bread wafer and the juice 
were handed out. The song that was 
playing was, “Were you there when Jesus 
was crucified?” Sitting there I realized 
there’s a part of all of us on the cross. Our 
sins. A sinless Jesus accepted all the sins 
of the world and put them on His own 
shoulders. An innocent man paid the price 
with blood for you and me. That’s love. I 
look forward to the next communion. Thank 
you Jesus. I love you. 
 
 
 

The Prophet 

Gideon Asche 

On a trip to Dallas years ago, I was 
introduced to a woman named Freda and a 
small, unassuming man from Britain who 
(she told me) was a prophet. My first 
thought was to say, “Yeah…sure he is.” Not 
wanting to disrespect Freda, I politely shook 
the man’s hand and went on my way.  

Freda was not a woman to be trifled with. 
She had an incredible understanding of 
scripture and I don’t think she feared 
anything but disappointing God. Her late 
husband was a well-known evangelist. By 
the time I met her, she had helped build 
over six thousand churches of various 
denominations around the globe and 
founded a Bible college. She was not naïve 
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or easily duped, and was the wrong person 
to argue over scripture with.    

Yet she actually believed this man to be a 
modern day prophet. I had lunch with her 
and couldn't resist questioning the 
“prophet’s” qualifications. She promptly 
educated me to the fact that prophecy is 
complicated and does not only encompass 
the foretelling of future events. She said an 
equally important aspect is simply the 
“telling-forth” of God’s intentions or desires. 
Meaning to literally speak out God’s words 
directly to the one He is trying to get His 
message to because they're not paying 
attention. She asked if I had ever heard of 
Nathan and King David. This prophet was 
more like Nathan - his words were personal 
and direct.  

Freda wove scriptural references through 
her explanation of prophecy and where it 
fell in the big picture. I asked how she could 
tell if a prophet was real, and what makes 
her think they still exist. I offered up my own 
spontaneous 
prophecy about 
who was paying for 
lunch, ending with, 
“This sayeth the 
Lord”. Her 
expression told me 
to quit acting up.  

To the question of 
how she knew 
prophets were 
active today, she 
responded with   
scripture: 
 
“Surely the Lord God will do nothing, but he 
revealeth his secret unto his servants the 
prophets.” - Amos 3:7  
 
She told me a real prophet is never wrong, 
emphasizing that in the old days if a 

prophet turned out to be so, they “threw 
rocks at him until he was dead” 
(Deuteronomy 18:20-22.) Death was a little 
extreme in my opinion, so I was glad my 
prophecy was fulfilled in that Freda paid for 
lunch.   

If I were given the opportunity to go back in 
time and become any one of the great 
prophets, Nathan would be my last choice. 
Nathan didn’t perform any great miracles, 
predict a great victory, or even anoint a 
king. Instead, God sent Nathan into the 
private chambers of the most powerful man 
on Earth with a message that would anger 
him.   

How would you like to have been the one 
who was sent on that mission? A mission to 
tell the King you know him as an adulterer, 
that his unborn son would not survive, that 
tragedy and pain would reside in his house 
for the rest of his days.  

Not me. I’d prefer to be a prophet in the 
style of Samuel or Ezekiel. It would be 

much safer.  

Many theologians 
believe Nathan 
may have been 
some sort of blood 
relative to the King, 
possibly the son of 
one of Jesse’s 
other sons. This 
would have given 
him access to King 
David as his uncle, 
but that would not 

protect him from the King’s wrath. King 
David had just ordered his most loyal 
General (Uriah the Hittite) to be left to die in 
an effort to prevent revealing the very sin 
for which Nathan was now openly rebuking 
him.   
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All the king had to do was deny the 
accusation and declare Nathan as a false 
prophet, for Nathan to be put to death, and 
the secret sin kept in the dark. Remember, 
Nathan had no actual knowledge of David’s 
sin, he only knew God’s words and that he 
was to speak them to David. He must've 
been exceptionally confident that God was 
behind him. 

The day finally came for Freda's prophet to 
speak at a small Bible college. I was her 
guest, so a student usher escorted me to a 
seat close enough to see the prophet's 
face.  I figured I was trained well enough to 
gauge his sincerity, looking for signs of 
making his words up as he went along. I 
even brought a note pad to record his errors 
and mention them in the inevitable 
discussion with Freda. I felt that few things 
had damaged Christianity more than false 
prophets and false messiahs. I was intent 
on making my educated, well-founded 
opinion known.   
 
The service began with forty-five minutes of 
song and worship. Thirty-five hundred 
people singing and praying in unison was 
impressive. I could see how it would 
prepare a person who really wanted to 
believe this man as a prophet. I waited 
eagerly as he came on stage. He walked up 
to the lectern set way too high for him, 
making him even less impressive to look at. 
The entire room went silent. He didn’t have 
anything in his hands, no notes of any kind. 
I wondered to myself, “Is he going to wing it 
and go from memory? Or make it up as he 
goes along?”  

I actually considered this a point in his 
favor.  A prophet shouldn’t need notes. He 
asked someone to hand him a Bible and a 
person in the front row did so. He didn’t 
open it, he just spoke. He held it like it was 
a sword and spoke as if he was wielding 
one. I expected this part. They all put on a 

good show. But it was his words that took 
me by surprise.   

He explained that The Word of God is clear 
about false prophecy. There is no place in 
the body for prophecy based on anything 
but what God said. I figured he was going 
to prepare the field and plant the seeds of 
belief before he “prophesied.”    

A clever man, this British prophet. I had to 
chuckle inside. He returned the Bible and 
addressed the auditorium with a very 
simple message.   

“Sorry mates, God didn’t tell me anything to 
say to you.”   

He left the stage.  

An audible disappointment filled the room. I 
was impressed and a little in shock.  
Something told me he might be the real 
deal. He hung around for a couple of days 
and prophesied to various individuals he 
ran into on campus.  

The next day I ran into him. He looked at 
me and said, “Fear. That’s what’s in your 
eyes, mate. He says let it go. You have no 
reason to fear what is ahead. He says He 
will be with you. You will know it is Him. You 
will see His hand.”  
 
I wanted to laugh and tell him I was a 
visitor, not a student. I wanted to ask why 
he didn’t just say that from the stage. 
Something that generic would be accepted 
by ninety percent of the audience. They 
would all believe he was a prophet. Why 
waste it on me?  

But he walked away as swiftly as he came 
up. I’m sure I exhibited the classic bovine 
expression my wife says I’m known for.  

Only I knew I was in between assignments 
and my upcoming field posting. This was 
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my first field assignment, in a place my 
boss called “unhealthy for our kind.”  

I was terrified. I really didn’t think it showed, 
but it was clear this man could read me like 
the Sunday comics.  A few years later, his 
words came back to me on the side of a 
road in the Czechoslovakian Socialist 
Republic. There, I saw God step into an 
untenable situation and provide a way out 
that can only be attributed to Him.   

What I took home from this experience was 
pretty basic: Prophecy is not a calling I 
would garner. Also, anyone claiming to be a 
prophet must be vetted by scripture and the 
accuracy of their words. But if you are 
actually called to speak for God, speak for 
Him.   He will give you the words. Be of 
good cheer. He is risen. 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 

Excerpt from The Line and the Dot 
 

Paul Clayton Gibbs 
 
Bartimaeus saw with his own eyes the 
miracles of Jesus, but only after his 
blindness helped him recognize the miracle 
that is Jesus.  
 
Awkward  
When Bartimaeus called out to Him, Jesus 
asked him a question. 
  
 What do you want me to do for you? 
 
This seems like an unusual thing for Jesus 
to ask. Surely it is obvious. Unusual? Yes. 
Uncommon? No. Some Bible scholars 
estimate that Jesus was asked 300 
questions during His ministry and that he 
gave a straight answer to three. They also 
say that Jesus asked around 125 
questions, many of which were in answer to 
questions He was first asked. In other 
words, if you asked Jesus a question, you 

had a one-in-three chance of 
being asked one in return!  
 
Jesus was a pioneer but He 
was also a rabbi, and rabbis 
answer by asking.  
 
Why? Perhaps the best reason 
is found in the true story of a 
tourist who was shopping in a 
photographer’s gallery in 
Jerusalem. Finding it difficult to 
choose from all the beautiful 
photos, the woman decided to 
ask the Jewish photographer a 

question.  
 
“Which one is your favorite?”  
 
He replied, “Are you married?”  
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Now you might have expected her to walk 
out of the shop with- out an answer, 
thinking the man was very rude or quite 
forward. However, she had been on a tour 
of the city and learned that a rabbi 
answered questions with a question. So 
instead she replied, “Yes . . . Why?”  
 
“Do you have children?” was the even more 
random response. “Yes, three . . . Why?” 
 
“Which one is your favorite?”  
 
His third and final question contained the 
answer. Significantly, rather than informing 
her that his photographs were like children 
to him, he helped her feel what he felt about 
them.  
 
The purpose of vision is not to pass on 
answers, but to pass on understanding.  
   
Questions  
The greatest vision comes from the 
greatest questions. The biggest vision 
comes from the biggest questions. Yet, the 
clearest vision comes from the most 
awkward questions.  
 
If revelation comes from a conversation of 
awkward questions with God, then the 
dramatic simply gets our attention. The 
vision is not in the drama; the drama purely 
exists to help us recognize our blindness.  
 
Think about it.  
 
Mistakenly, we think Moses was given his 
vision of a burning bush. But the bush was 
not the vision; it simply caught his attention. 
His vision came from the following awkward 
conversation.  
 
 “I am sending you,” said God. 
 

 “Why me?” asked Moses. “I’m a 
nobody, I can’t speak well, and I know too 
little.” 
 
Saul of Tarsus, later named Paul, who was 
the author of much of the New Testament, 
did not receive his revelation from a 
blinding light. No, the blinding light was just 
that—blinding! It took away his vision. His 
revelation also came from an awkward 
conversation.  
 
 “Saul, Saul, why are you persecuting 
Me?”  
 
 “Who are you, Lord?” 
 
Vision is developed when we see 
something that captures our imagination or 
frustration and we ask Him a question. He 
asks us one back, and then, hopefully, we 
ask another. So the principle about vision 
that all pioneers must learn is this:  
 
 While the questions keep coming, so 
does the revelation. 
 
 When the conversation stops, the 
vision stops.  
 
This is why so many people are living off of 
old ideas. For some reason, they ceased to 
ask God any more questions, or they 
refused to answer any of His. They have 
effectively stalled, and their vision is no 
longer sharp.  
 
Pioneer, please let me ask, what is getting 
your attention right now? What awkward 
questions do you have for God? Do not 
worry. He is a big God. He does not suffer 
from doubt or insecurity. He is not in 
heaven thinking, Oh dear, I hope they don’t 
ask me that one!  
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I encourage you to ask your questions and 
keep asking them. But please do not walk 
away when you are asked something 
difficult in return.  
God is not putting you off. He is drawing 
you in.  
 
About The Line and the Dot 
Do you have an idea, a vision, a passion to 
bring about change? If so, you need this 
book. In this completely revised second 
edition, The Line and the Dot equips you to 
navigate the four stages of vision. Drawing 
on his experience of pioneering the global 
Pais Movement of missionaries making 
missionaries, author and speaker Paul 
Clayton Gibbs prepares you to pass the 
tests each stage brings. This book both 
forewarns and forearms you so that you 
can see your own vision fulfilled. You can 
buy the book at: www.thelineandthedot.com 
 
Paul Clayton Gibbs is the founder and 
global director of Pais. He and his wife Lynn 
have two sons, Joel and Levi. Originally 
from Manchester, England, the Gibbs family 
moved to the USA in 2005 to globally 
expand Paul’s vision of “missionaries 
making missionaries.”  
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Book Reviews 

 
 

Learning to Walk in Freedom: A 
Journey in Five Steps 

 
By Brenna Kate Simonds 

 

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

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

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

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) 
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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 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

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) 

mailto:editor@believerlife.com
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Joined Together in Love: Forty-Five 
Practical Principles to Make Your 

Marriage Work 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 
 

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


