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Reader Feedback 
 

I just finished reading the December 
issue of "Believer Life" and have to 
comment on what a great issue it is. I 
could comment on a number of stories 
that touched my heart -- "A Christmas 
Blessing from the Flu," by Teresa Martin; 
"How Christmas Can Tear Us Away 
From Christ*, by Abby Kelly; and 
"Learning to Depend", by Priscilla Tate 
Gilmore, but especially "The Journey", 
by Wayne Roe. I hated it, and I loved it. 
Several times, as the tears were flowing, 
I wanted to quit reading it because it 
hurt so to remember again what they did 
to my Jesus, but that would have 
dishonored my Savior, so I could not do 
that. Please thank Wayne for reminding 
us again of all our Lord suffered for us, 
and how much He loved, and loves, us. 
  
Thanks for another great issue. 
  
Donna Howard 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

In Your Light 
 

Abby Kelly 
 

“But for you who fear my name, the Sun of 
Righteousness will rise with healing in his 
wings. And you will go free, leaping with joy 
like calves let out to pasture,” (Malachi 4:2). 
 
I was about twelve years old. The neighbors 
had asked me to feed their pets while they 
were on vacation. Eager for an extra few 
dollars to call my own, I agreed and 
stubbornly refused the help of my sisters or 
parents. The neighbors’ house was only 
one door down from ours. We lived in the 
country without the felt threats of 
boogeymen or busy streets. They had a 
young German shepherd, a gerbil, and two 
fish. Pretty easy.  
 
One night, I put off making my evening visit 
to let the dog out and turn on the porch light 
until the sun had set. Undaunted, I pulled 
on boots under my nightgown and traipsed 
across the lawn. I finished the chores 
quickly, turned the key to the right, and 
headed home. Goodness, it was dark.  
 
We lived several miles outside a small 
Oklahoma town. There were no street lights 
to cast guiding halos, only a stray firefly. For 
some reason, it hadn’t seemed this dark 
only twenty minutes earlier. Taking a deep 
breath, I struck out.  
 
It wasn’t the dark itself that scared me. My 
nemesis was a twelve-inch high brick 
planter that ringed the solo tree in our 
backyard. My shins tingled. Just recently 
we’d studied the eye in science class. I 
knew the planter was real, but without the 
sunlight to bounce its revealing rays off the 
surface of those fierce bricks, it might as 
well have been imaginary to me...unless I 
struck it with my shin.  
 
I held my hand up in front of my face. With 
pupils gaping, just enough moonlight 



3 
 

filtered through to reflect the shape of my 
fingers. However, that cursed planter 
loomed invisible, transparent in the night. 
Waiting.  
 
I considered turning around to borrow the 
neighbors’ flashlight. No. If I hurried toward 
my goal, I’d soon find myself safe in the 
welcoming glow of our kitchen.  
 
Crack!  
 
Pain sliced through 
my shin. In my haste, 
I hit the planter with 
force. Tears sprang to 
my eyes and a 
whimper escaped my 
lips.  
 
It may seem a stretch, 
but my long years in 
recovery from anorexia remind me of that 
night. Mired in addiction to food restriction 
and compulsive exercise, I felt only half-
human. Conversations were lost on me, as 
I stood face-to-face with a friend and their 
words seemed to slip right through me. I 
couldn’t see my physical self with 
objectivity. No light filtered through my mind 
to illumine the damage I was doing to my 
body. So I pressed on.  
 
Fear gripped me. Counselors, friends, and 
family who stood but a short distance away, 
safe in the light of truth, saw me clearly. 
They urged me to seek the light. They 
struggled to explain the dangers ahead. But 
I only hurried faster. In my blindness, 
something told me that if I just worked out 
harder, ate less, and stayed in control, 
sooner or later I would come out on the 
other side. Sooner or later, everyone would 
realize that I had been right all along. I 
thought I was stronger, wiser, in control, 
and enviable.  

I was scared too. I couldn’t see myself. I 
couldn’t rightly govern myself. I couldn’t 
change my behavior and doing things my 
way wasn’t working. In a downward spiral, I 
became more and more miserable. All I 
could see was this tiny section of my life. 
Food, becoming thin, and exercise. The rest 
of me disappeared. There was no light. 
Confined to this addiction, I failed to see the 

full spectrum of my 
life.   
 
I was about thirty 
years old. After nearly 
fifteen years of 
blindness, light spilled 
through my atrophied 
retinas. Turning my 
face to the light of 
Jesus Christ, glory 
erupted on my vision. 
Now in health, the full 

spectrum of light reflects off of my body, 
soul, and spirit. In Him, I see who I am and 
have been able to address the true physical 
needs of my body. I feed the actual hunger 
of my heart and experience the richness of 
real relationships.  
 
You see, for so long I searched for the end 
point. I longed for relief from my eating 
disorder, but couldn’t see the direction. I 
couldn't navigate the perils before me or 
understand the truth of my body’s needs. 
But when I began to seek not the 
destination, but the light of Jesus Christ, 
everything became clear.  
 
All of the things I feared between myself 
and the life of freedom and purpose I 
longed for were suddenly seen easily. The 
truth about my own beauty became evident. 
The reason for my unique and precious life 
was no longer a distant hope, but a biblical 
promise.  
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I mourn the lost years sometimes. The real 
me didn't have to be shrouded and 
transparent for so long. The Bible, my 
companion from youth, tells me over and 
over that Jesus is the light that makes our 
lives real, visible, and tangible. It cannot be 
seen, embraced, or experienced fully 
without the light of Jesus Christ.  
 
“This is why it is said: ‘Wake up, sleeper, 
rise from the dead, and Christ will shine on 
you,' ” (Ephesians 5:14). 
 
“For with you is the fountain of life; in your 
light we see light,” (Psalm 36:9). 
 

Broken Chains 
 

Arlene Lila 
 
Two men sang, far into the night 
praising Jesus with all their might. 
Thrown in prison, feet fastened in stocks, 
Worshiping Him who’d been cruelly 
mocked. 
 
One was Silas, the other called Paul. 
Both felt the earthquake releasing them all. 
Chains broken, foundations shaken 
doors opened wide, but no escape taken. 
 
Thinking them gone, the guard drew his 
sword 
To take his own life; he would have no 
reward. 
He heard loud voices, the men made it 
clear 
“Harm yourself not, for we are all here.” 
 
Embracing his captives, he questioned the 
two 
“How can I be saved, what must I do?” 
“Believe in the Lord” is what he was told. 
“You and your household may come into 
the fold.” 

 

Abandoned But Not Alone 

Tammy Kline 

The house was quiet. My children were 
asleep and the night was now nearing 
morning. I sat in the dark, contemplating 
and reflecting. I had come far in the last 
year but not far enough.  
 
As single mother of two, I had faced more 
than any twenty-four year old should have 
to face. I fought hard to get where I was 
and just as hard for the little that I had. My 
daughters slept soundly in the room next to 
the front room where I sat gazing into the 
darkness listening as the world slept. I 
listened as the crickets sang along with the 
natural rhythm of the night. I could hear the 
hum of the electrical wires above my tiny 
one bedroom, one bath duplex in El Cajon, 
a suburb of San Diego. I had just been 
abandoned ten months earlier and my heart 
ached.  
 
My husband at the time was in the Navy 
and I loved him. I dreamt of sharing all my 
tomorrow’s with him. He was my best friend 
and I opened my heart completely to him. 
Little did I know that he had other plans, a 
secret life that I knew nothing of. The truth 
hit me like a semi-truck. I was eight month 
pregnant with our second daughter when 
his secret life surfaced. Another woman had 
captured his attention.  
 
My husband disappeared for two months 
and then suddenly arrived back in San 
Diego without a word. He came to “gather 
his things” so that he could leave us to start 
a new life with his lover. Hugely pregnant 
and completely unsuspecting I asked him, 
“What about us?” His answer: A shrug. 
 
My husband did not care that he was 
sentencing us to homelessness. He knew I 
had no job, no money and no family in 
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which to help me. My closest relative was 
thirteen hours away by car in northern 
California. I was truly alone and facing 
abandonment.  
 
I begged my husband to stay, to keep the 
covenant that we had made together. But 
some pulls are stronger than others. The 
power that this faceless woman had over 
my husband was strong and I could not 
detour him. It broke me. 
 
Although I grieved terribly, I knew that I at 
least, had the Lord. I had been attending 
this wonderful church where I was growing 
and falling deeply in love with my Savior. I 
had to believe that God had a plan so I 
asked Him what He wanted me to do. I 
probably could have 
scrounged up 
enough money to 
move us to northern 
California but was 
the right decision for 
me? After much 
prayer, I felt 
impressed that the 
Lord wanted me to 
remain right here in 
San Diego. I 
accepted that 
challenge even though I knew I was facing 
destitution. Accepting the decision to stay 
brought me peace and I did not worry after 
that moment. I knew God had my back and 
He continually worked miracles just to show 
me that I had made the right decision by 
staying in San Diego. 
 
My landlords learned of my predicament 
and allowed me to live in their property rent 
free until my daughter was born. They were 
very gracious to me and I will never forget 
that act of kindness. They gave, knowing 
that I could give them nothing in return.  

A month after we had been abandoned, I 
went into labor. God planned it out 
perfectly. I just happened to have a regular 
checkup that day. Not knowing I was in 
labor, I drove myself to Balboa Naval 
Hospital for my appointment. While waiting 
on the doctor, my water broke and I was 
immediately prepped for delivery.  
 
Although my heart was breaking and I felt 
so terribly alone, God was showing me 
again that He was in control of things. I 
didn't want to go into labor and delivery 
alone but it was what God wanted for me. It 
didn't take long for the doctor to ask me 
where my husband was. The delivery staff 
grew so silent you could have heard a pin 
drop when I answered with the truth, “In 

Nevada with his 
girlfriend.” An hour 
later, I gave birth to 
the most beautiful 
seven pound, eight 
ounce baby girl. 
 
Every mother 
thinks their babies 
are beautiful, but 
my daughter truly 
was born beautiful. 
She was perfect 

and nearly twenty years later, my daughter 
is just as beautiful on the inside as she was 
on the outside the day she was born. God 
gave me a treasure so precious nothing can 
replace it. He gave me my daughters.  
 
After I gave birth and was released from the 
hospital, I faced my biggest fear. It was time 
to move and I still didn't know where I was 
going to go. Again the Lord provided. A 
woman in my church, who happened to be 
an old co-worker from my past, invited me 
and my two daughters to move in with her. 
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I am not a person who asks for handouts 
and the Lord knew that. I knew that the 
Lord was the one to open this door for me I 
just had to trust His lead and follow. Humbly 
I accepted her offer and we moved into a 
three bedroom condo and resided together 
for ten wonderful months. This woman 
became my best friend and twenty years 
later, she is still one of my closest friends. 
 
A month after my daughter was born and 
immediately after our move, I enrolled in 
community college and attended classes for 
eight hours a day, five days a week. It was 
long and grueling. It was challenging and 
pushed me to my breaking point many 
times. I missed my children. My youngest 
was growing so fast and I was missing it all. 
But regardless of the cost, I was 
determined to fight for my future, to fight for 
my children. The program that I participated 
in at the college helped low income families 
find jobs that paid enough to provide. I even 
participated and won a five hundred dollar 
clothing scholarship which provided the 
much needed attire required to look 
professional for my upcoming interviews 
once I graduated.  
 
It took a nearly a year to complete the 
program but I graduated rejoiceful. 
Although I was abandoned a year earlier, 
God constantly reminded me that I was not 
alone. He was always with me, always 
watching, always providing. 
 
Not wanting to be a burden to my friend, I 
took the first job that I was offered after 
graduation and found a tiny place of my 
own. Although bittersweet, the move was 
necessary for my newfound independence.  
 
Living alone as a single mother and the 
sole provider of my two little girls, I wrestled 
with my decision to leave the security of my 
friend’s home. And again the Lord showed 

me his greatness. When my cupboards 
were bare (and trust me there were a few 
really close calls) the Lord provided. Bags 
upon bags of groceries filled my tiny porch 
steps with no note telling who the food was 
from. Gas cards and food cards appeared 
on the driver’s seat of my car in my hour of 
need. Sometimes God provided money that 
just happened to appear before me on the 
ground. Time and time again God reminded 
me of how much he loved me in the way 
that he provided for me. To this day, I have 
no idea who left groceries on my doorstep 
or gas cards on my driver’s seat. All I know 
is that I am thankful to those who listened 
with a tender ear and heart for the voice of 
God to guide them. 
 
I may have been a lowly single mother to 
those who didn’t know me, but I never held 
out my hand asking for help. No one ever 
knew that we had needs. I went to the Lord 
and Him alone. I stayed faithful and I 
listened for the voice of the God to guide 
me when I had big decisions to make. 
Those were difficult times, but God had 
earned my confidence and trust, I knew I 
couldn't go wrong by trusting in Him.  
 
Time moves quickly and moments are but a 
second. Twenty-one years have passed 
and I no longer reside in that tiny cockroach 
infested duplex where I started out. I have 
met a wonderful Christian man whom I 
married and love more than I ever loved my 
first and we just celebrated our sixteenth 
wedding anniversary. We even have a 
beautiful fifteen year old daughter together. 
The Lord has also given me a new career 
as a Christian Fiction Author.  
 
Although my three daughters are nearly 
grown I have spent these years teaching 
them to trust in the Lord with all their hearts 
so that God can guide them. I want them to 
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know that no matter what life throws their 
way they will never be alone.  
 
I will always remember the lessons that 
God showed me when I was at my lowest. 
The devil meant it for evil, but God meant it 
for good. I have a lifetime of memories in 
which to thank the Lord for. 
 
Life happens to all of us. Some of us will 
face rejection, others abandonment, others 
loss. No matter the situation, my prayer is 
that you will look upon the Lord for 
guidance and remember that you are never 
alone. The Lord will 
carry you when you 
cannot carry yourself. 
He will set your feet 
upon a rock and will 
strengthen you. You 
are his child and He 
loves you. He will 
never leave you alone.  
 
Tami Kline is a 
Christian Fiction 
Author. She is married 
with three precious 
daughters and has 
been a member of the 
same church for 
nearly twenty-one 
years. She and her 
husband have been the leaders of various 
ministries as well as humble laymen. It has 
been an honor for her to serve the Lord all 
these years.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

From Law Books to ABC’s 
Making Poor Decisions in an Attempt to 

Figure out God’s Will 
 

Amy Romine 
 

Trying to figure out God’s will for my life has 
not always been easy.  I had learned from 
my Christian studies to discern God’s will 
you should pray, talk to family and friends 
about the decision, seek prayer from others 
and study God’s Word.  I methodically 
performed all these steps.  Unfortunately, 
somewhere along the way, I missed the 

mark.  In God’s loving 
way, He provided 
numerous red flags to 
warn me that I was 
headed in the wrong 
direction.  

 
I have made plenty of 
personal and 
professional wrong 
turns along the way 
but two stands out the 
most in my 
professional life. I had 
just begun a new 
career as a paralegal 
after eight years as a 
middle school teacher.  
At the county 

attorney’s office I was working for at the 
time, one of the chief prosecutors was 
impressed with my work, so he encouraged 
me to become a lawyer.   

 
Before taking the first step in this direction, I 
prayed.  I remember spending time reading 
the Bible.  I talked to my family and friends 
about this decision and asked them to pray 
for me as I moved forward.  After all this, I 
thought I felt a firm confirmation from the 
Lord that I was heading in the right 
direction.  However, the red warning flags 
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went up early and often which I did not 
realize until God opened my eyes. 

 
I signed up for a preparatory course to help 
me prepare for the LSAT.  The LSAT is the 
college entrance exam for law school.  
Preparing for the LSAT was the first 
warning flag that this wasn’t God’s will for 
me.  During the courses, I drowned in a 
monsoon of highly analytical and logical 
thought processes.  I soon discovered my 
brain is not wired logically.  With my ill-fitted 
floaties, I swam against the tide of logic in 
the flood of analytical concepts so foreign to 
me that each class left me gulping for air. 
 
Even though I felt like an utter failure, I 
trudged on.  I attended every course and 
did my best to keep up with the instructor.  
Outside of class, I did the take-home 
exercises and practice tests.  I did 
everything in my power to prepare myself 
for the LSAT. 
 
The LSAT preparatory course did its job in 
exposing me to the concepts on which I 
would be tested.  Even after all that 
exposure, as I was taking the LSAT, I knew 
I would not have a score adequate enough 
to gain admittance into a law school.  The 
second bright red warning flag was flapping 
in front of me.  A few weeks later, I received 
my score.  My hunch was confirmed, my 
score was not high enough for a law school 
to even consider me. 
 
Even after what should have been an eye 
opening learning experience on God’s will, I 
started walking down yet another ill-fated 
professional path to obtain my doctorate 
degree. I wanted to prepare teachers for 
the classroom.  My Bachelors and Masters 
degrees were both in education.  I enjoyed 
working with other teachers and I also liked 
to teach.  It seemed like a natural fit.  I felt 
like I had a sense of confirmation with this 

decision, too.  However, red flags were all 
over the application process because of the 
hoops I had to jump through.  Part of the 
application process was taking the GRE.  
As you might have guessed from the 
previous experience with the LSAT, I do not 
test well.  It was a constant struggle with 
both the mathematics and vocabulary 
sections.   It had been a long time since I 
had used that type of math.  Also, the GRE 
vocabulary I studied were words I had 
never heard before and haven’t since.   
 
The weeks passed quickly and I found out 
my test results.  They were below the 
department’s admission’s standards for the 
graduate program in which I was applying.  
Soon after I received my GRE scores in the 
mail, I received my rejection letter from the 
education department.  In the end, my 
decision to obtain my doctorate degree and 
teach at the university level did not 
materialize. 

 
Looking back on both decisions I made, I 
see where I was wrong in assuming either 
plan was in God’s will.  When I prayed, I did 
all the talking.  It was a one-sided 
conversation.  I never took the time to listen 
to what God might have to say to me about 
the situation.  Secondly, when I spoke to 
friends and family, I was not seeking their 
advice, I was telling them this was what I 
was going to do and then waiting to hear 
their words of affirmation.  Thirdly, the 
prayer requests I asked for were selfish.   
The prayers were not for God’s will to be 
done but for mine.  Lastly, when I looked to 
the Word, I was looking for passages that 
would confirm what I wanted to hear and 
not passages provided by the Holy Spirit. 
 
My misguided attempts at trying to make a 
decision within God’s will reminded me of 
Balaam and his donkey in Numbers 22.  
Balaam was riding along on his donkey 
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carrying out his own plans, when God sent 
an angel with a sword to block Balaam’s 
path.  Balaam’s donkey saw the angel while 
Balaam was completely oblivious.  The 
frightened donkey attempted to go in 
another direction but Balaam beat her into 
submission.   
 
The angel reappeared to block Balaam’s 
path two more times.  In both instances, 
Balaam was unsuspecting while the donkey 
was ever-perceiving.  The Lord finally 
opened the mouth of the donkey and 
miraculously she spoke, shedding some 
truth onto the situation.  Then the Lord 
opened Balaam’s eyes so he could see the 
angel with the sword for himself.  The angel 
explained the reason for the opposition was 
the reckless path Balaam was on.  
Balaam’s reckless path was outside of 
God’s will.  His decision to follow his own 
plans failed.   
 
I firmly believe if we are not walking in 
God’s will, our circumstances will not go as 
we plan nor will they be as successful.  In 
Proverbs 19:21 we read, “Many are 
the plans in a man’s heart, but it is 
the Lord’s purpose that prevails”.  I 
know that I have often set plans for 
myself thinking that it is what I am 
supposed to do.  I have learned 
over the years that it is God’s 
purpose for my life that will 
ultimately win out.   
Even though Balaam made 
decisions outside of God’s will, 
God’s purpose still prevailed.  
Instead of cursing Israel like Balak 
the Moabite insisted Balaam do, 
Balaam did as God instructed and 
blessed Israel five times.   

 
My attempt to go to law school and my 
attempt to earn my doctorate degree and 
teach at the university level was not what 

God had in store for my life.  Instead, He 
has shown me that He wants me to glorify 
Him through writing about my life 
experiences with bipolar and my healing as 
an adult child of an alcoholic.   

 
Years of prayer and waiting on the Lord has 
brought me wisdom and understanding.  I 
have learned the hard way that God’s plans 
are much better than mine.  Resting in His 
good and perfect will is more satisfying than 
any decision I would ever make outside His 
will.   
 

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 
time, she writes for her blog, 
lifeconqureing.org.   
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God’s Presence 
 

Donna B. Comeaux 
 
There are many things about God that are 
incomprehensible, yet, attest to His 
greatness.  You know, those things that 
make you tongue-tied, or leave you in awe.  
I’d like to know why we can’t see the wind.  
How is it we can taste and feel water, but 
can only see it by its reflection against other 
objects?  Or why is the dark only projected 
by the light versus the other way around?  I 
can’t explain any of these things.  I’m not 
spiritual enough.  My flesh depends too 
much on what I can see instead of what I 
can’t.  In my state of confusion, I want to 
dismiss these wonders, but find it 
impossible to do so.   
 
I woke up one cold, dreary morning fighting 
for my life.  Despair and loneliness seemed 
endless.  I can’t tell you what set this 
turmoil in motion.  I remember feeling as 
heavy as wet autumn leaves.  I swirled 
around in the wind, landing any and 
everywhere.  Someone else’s sweat 
drenched my soul and spun me around until 
I couldn’t see straight.   
 
As a distraction, I drove to the bookstore—a 
place I love.  The heavy overcast sky 
labored over me.  I didn’t have an ounce of 
anticipation to return home to snuggle 
under the covers and read for the rest of 
the day.  I hadn’t hoped to see anyone I 
knew or engage in any snippets of 
conversation.  I seemed to want 
everything—companionship, coffee with a 
friend, to laugh out loud.  And yet, I wanted 
nothing at all.  
 
As I waited at the red light before entering 
the Barnes & Noble parking lot, I saw a tall 
woman cross the street several hundred 

yards away.  I thought, “That’s odd.  Why 
would she be out in this weather?”   
 
My light turned green and I drove into the 
parking lot, got out, and went into the store.  
I had no intentions to go to the café, but in a 
quiet stupor, I went.  And there, at the 
counter was the woman—tall, hungry, and 
shivering from the cold.  I searched through 
my wallet and pulled out money to pay for 
something I hadn’t purchased.  I was 
dreaming.  No, I wasn’t.   
 
“Would you like something to eat?” I heard 
myself say to the woman.  Huddled in a 
corner next to the pastries, she blew into 
her hands.  She wanted a hot drink, she 
said, but I insisted she eat something, too.  
I instructed the cashier to give her whatever 
she wanted, give her the change, and I 
pleaded with the cashier to treat her with 
dignity.  Unmoved by what had happened, I 
left the counter and moseyed through the 
store drifting from one table to the other, 
searching through books, searching for 
what life couldn’t give me.   
 
A man appeared.  I can’t tell you where he 
came from or how he left.  He was happy.  
He had a huge grin on his face.  He never 
spoke and neither did I.  After one quick 
glance at him, I went to another table.  
There he was again, smiling, radiantly.  I 
remember he wore a white shirt and khaki 
pants.  Again, I glanced at him then went to 
another table and continued browsing 
through books, on autopilot, feeling nothing, 
afraid of even less.   
 
I went home, wrapped myself in blankets, 
and read my new book.  I found it peculiar 
that I could hear, but not feel, my heart.  I 
continued drifting from one moment to the 
next until I went to bed and fell asleep.     
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In my dreams, the revelation of the day 
unfolded.  I cried in my sleep then propped 
myself on one elbow, and I whispered “Oh, 
my God.”  The souls I had encountered 
weren’t human.  I can’t prove this.  I’m sure 
I sound crazy to most.  Ridicule won’t 
change my experience or the explanation 
for it.  The Holy Spirit revealed this to me 
and I will not deny this truth.  God had 
chosen to bring me comfort by offering me 
an opportunity to serve others.  I’d like to 
think He wanted to see if, while in my 
darkest hour, I could still serve Him?   
 
Hebrew 13:2 reads:  “Do not forget to show 
hospitality to strangers, for by so doing 
some people have shown hospitality to 
angels without knowing it.”   
 
God’s presence in your life does not 
depend on your knowledge, but on your 
willingness to serve.  In your darkest hour, 
will you still . . . serve? 

 
 
 
 

 

Giving God Credit Where It’s Not Due 

Melissa Steinour 

I believe in giving credit where credit is due, 
but I hear of so many people who credit 
God for the bad things in their life, and that 
is unfair and simply put – it’s just not true.        

There is a doctrine among Christians today 
that has been fired up by Satan himself to 
get Christians to turn against God, or not 
see Him for the loving Father that He is.  
That doctrine is the belief that God is 
sovereign.  Don’t get me wrong, the 
definition of sovereign is ‘having supreme 
authority’ and I do believe that God has 
authority over all things.  He made the 
universe and everything in it.  He is the 
alpha and omega, the beginning and the 
end.  I look forward to the day of his second 
return to the earth when He will make 
everything right.  However, the belief that 
God controls everything that happens here 

on earth right now is a lie 
from the devil, and the devil 
is using this to turn people 
away from God by the 
multitudes. Please allow me 
to explain:  

In Genesis 1:28, God gave 
humans dominion over the 
earth.  He told Adam and 
Eve, “Be fruitful and 
multiply.  Fill the earth and 
govern it”.    Adam and Eve 
did rule in the Garden of 
Eden.  They even got to 
name every animal!   We all 
know the story of how the 
shrewd serpent tricked 
Adam and Eve into eating 

the fruit from the tree of knowledge of good 
and evil, and Adam and Eve fell to sin.  
When this happened God stood by and 
watched because His Word never changes. 
He is the same yesterday, today and 
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forever (Hebrews 13:8).  He gave them 
control and even though they messed up – 
they were still in control.  This made our 
world an imperfect world when sin entered 
it.    

Most people assume that if God is supreme 
that nothing can happen without his 
approval.  However the scriptures teach us 
in 2 Peter 3:9 that “The Lord is not willing 
that any should perish, but that all should 
come to repentance”.   However people are 
perishing daily.  This is because they have 
a free will to choose to repent or refuse, to 
choose heaven or hell.   

If we believe that God controls everything – 
then we believe that God allows sickness, 
accidents, tragedies, and pre-mature death.  
This just doesn’t make sense with the God 
that I know and love.   

Bad things happen because of three 
reasons:   

1.  The Bible tells us that the devil 
prowls around like a roaring lion 
seeking whom he can devour.  A lot 
of times things that happen in this 
world are a direct result of the devil 
trying to interfere with the plans that 
God has for your life and many times 
we allow Satan to have his way 
because we listen more intently to 
what he says than what God says.  
“The thief (Satan) comes to steal, to 
kill, and to destroy; I (God) have 
come that they may have life, and 
have it to the full” (John 10:10). 
 

2. We have a free will to choose right 
and wrong.  For instance I heard 
about a group of friends who were 
drinking and doing drugs while 
driving wildly.  A terrifying accident 
occurred and they questioned why 
God would allow this to happen?  
Clearly, that accident happened 

because of their own free will and 
bad choices.     
 

3. Finally, bad things sometimes 
happen just because we live in an 
imperfect world.  Remember, when 
Adam and Eve fell to the serpent’s 
lies, sin entered the world.  Because 
sin entered the world there is going 
to be fighting, strife, envy, wars.  It’s 
inevitable right now. 

Isn’t it comforting to know that God only has 
good things intended for you?  He has 
never done you any harm, and He never 
will.   Any problems you face are either from 
the devil, of your own doing, or just the 
results of living in a fallen, sin-filled world.  
God knew that sin needed dealt with and 
dominion needed brought back.  That’s why 
he sent his son, Jesus, to die for our sins 
on a cross, rise again on the third day, and 
conquer hell once and for all.  Someday, 
Christ will return to this earth and put all 
things under His control and command 
forevermore.  Until then, He has given his 
believers a final word: “Be strong in the 
Lord and in His mighty power.  Put on all of 
God’s armor so that you will be able to 
stand firm against all the strategies of the 
devil.  For we are not fighting against flesh 
and blood enemies, but against evil rulers 
and authorities of the unseen world, and 
against evil spirits in the heavenly places.  
Therefore, put on every piece of God’s 
armor so you will be able to resist the 
enemy in the time of evil.  Then after the 
battle you will still be standing firm.  Stand 
your ground, putting on the belt of truth and 
the body armor of God’s righteousness.  
For shoes, put on the peace that comes 
from the Good News so that you will be fully 
prepared.  In addition to all of these hold up 
the shield of faith to stop the fiery arrows of 
the devil.  Put on salvation as your helmet, 
and take the sword of the Spirit, which is 
the Word of God.  Pray in the Spirit at all 
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times and on every occasion.  Stay alert 
and be persistent in your prayers for all the 
believers everywhere.” Ephesians 6:10-18.    

It’s very hard to “fight the good fight” when 
we blame God for the bad things. Place the 
blame where it belongs, get angry at the 
one who is out to destroy you…. Not the 
one who loves you and paid a remarkable 
price for you.   Remember, it’s easy:  If it’s 
bad – it’s from Satan BUT if it’s good – it’s 
from God.  “Every  good and perfect gift is 
from God” (James 1:17).   

Melissa Steinour is from Shippensburg, PA. 
She is a stay-at-home wife, and mother of 
two wonderful teenage sons, ages 14 and 
16. She has been writing Christian short 
stories for years and loves sharing 
whatever God lays on her heart. Please 
visit her personal blog at: 
www.wordsoffaith.net to read more of her 
writings. 

Are You Ready for a Visit From The 
Queen? 

 
Chantelle S. Gillespie 

 
I remember the day when I was sitting on 
my bed thinking about all of my issues; 
everything that I needed and hoped for 
seemed to be out of my reach. Then out of 
nowhere, I heard a small voice telling me to 
write it all down. I followed the instructions; 
but, I must admit I was skeptical because 
most of the things on the list seemed to fall 
into the category of: Things that would 
never happen to someone like me. 

While I was reflecting on what I had written, 
I received a text message inviting me to an 
all-night prayer meeting starting at 9pm that 
same evening. I wrestled with the idea of 
going at first, but I was intrigued; for some 
reason I felt excited. I had heard about all of 
the amazing things that happen at these 
gatherings; however, at that point in time 
hearing wasn’t enough, I needed to see it 
with my own eyes. I wanted to know if what 
I heard was true for myself. 

A few hours later I arrived at the church 
feeling extremely anxious because I didn’t 
know what to expect. As I walked into the 
building, I felt the freedom in the 
atmosphere; it was not the typical Sunday 
morning service; people were dancing, 
prophesying, healing, delivering, 
worshipping and singing. Even in the midst 
of this amazing environment I still felt 
confused; I had questions that needed 
answering. I remember saying, “Lord, why I 
am even here? Please speak to me and 
show me who you are.” 

As the night drew on, the people continued 
to flow with the Spirit of God, they seemed 
to operate naturally in their spiritual gifts, 
but I didn’t know how to flow; I just felt like a 

http://www.wordsoffaith.net/
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spectator from the outside looking in. I was 
too busy worrying about how I would feel if I 
had to leave this awesome setting without 
experiencing God and even worse, leaving 
with my unanswered questions still going 
around in my mind. 

It was now just after midnight and a call for 
the final closing prayer was made. I felt 
deflated; right at that moment, I accepted 
what I thought was my fate. As far as I was 
concerned, God had blatantly rejected me. I 
was getting ready to walk away when one 
of the women in the room called out my 
name; she took me by the hand and the 
Lord revealed to her what I had written 
down earlier. She spent time sharing what 
God was saying concerning my issues. The 
Lord used her gifts mightily to answer my 
questions. After hearing this, I was in awe 
of God; I couldn’t contain my excitement 
and joy. My questions that no one else 
could answer were answered by God. From 
that night on, I made the choice to pursue 
God with a passion. 

Likewise, the Queen of Sheba’s visit to see 
King Solomon was not an impulsive or ill-
considered one. The Queen was also 
determined to get answers; she had a 
motive and needed to see if the hearsay 
was true. The Queen travelled over 1200 
miles and arrived boldly in all of her 
splendor, loaded with questions for the 
King, but this did not unnerve Solomon, he 
just confidently flowed in his spiritual gift of 
wisdom that the Lord had blessed him with. 

Solomon’s house was set up in an 
extraordinary way; there was divine order. 
Each person was in their rightful place, 
whether they were an official or a servant. 
They all had a role to play in demonstrating 
the blessings of God. The typical regal 
surroundings, rituals and protocol were not 
enough to impress the Queen of Sheba 
because this was nothing new to her; 

remember, she was already an established 
Queen; however, on this occasion, what 
she heard and saw left her breathless. This 
experience exceeded her expectations by 
far. What she witnessed was not business 
as usual, the supernatural order had 
created a channel for to her to believe the 
truth. 

I often wonder what would have happened 
if King Solomon had approached her with 
uncertainty by doubting his gift of wisdom. 
What if there was no supernatural order? 
Would she still have been amazed by what 
she heard and saw? I doubt it very much 
that God could be revealed to her under 
these circumstances. Similarly, imagine if I 
had left the prayer meeting without my 
questions being answered because the 
people did not follow the leading of the Holy 
Spirit and failed to operate with confidence 
in their gifts. If we don’t understand what 
our purpose is, we can’t value how 
important our positioning is. Being out of 
position will cause us to run the risk of 
negatively impacting others who are 
seeking for God. People are coming to the 
Body of Christ looking for answers and the 
truth. We, as ambassadors of Jesus, need 
to be standing confidently at our posts 
prepared for their arrival. Are we currently 
working as a fully functioning body as 
Solomon’s house were? Do we all flow 
confidently in our gifts or are we at the 
stage where we feel uncertain and are 
fumbling around because of our lack of faith 
and boldness. 

Just like the Queen of Sheba, the people of 
the world will approach us with a great deal 
of questions; they may even be perceived 
as brash, but this is only because the world 
has fed them with so many lies. The days 
when we could pacify them with answers 
such as, “I don’t know why the church does 
this, it’s just the way we have always done 
it here.” will not be tolerated anymore. The 
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Queen was already familiar with the 
imperial rules and regulations and so are 
the people of the world aware of religious 
traditions and protocol. They are looking to 
satisfy their hunger on the undeniable, life 
changing truth rather than being 
bombarded with doctrine and customs. I 
really believe that it wasn’t just Solomon’s 
gift of wisdom that opened the door of the 
Queen’s heart to God, but it was the whole 
of his household coming together and 
functioning in unison as they should. In a 
church setting, the onus shouldn’t be just 
on the Pastor, but on all of the family of 
God. 

At times we can be reluctant to speak to 
others who, in our eyes, seem to be content 
with their lives. We lose sight of their 
spiritual needs because their worldly needs 
look as if they have been met in 
abundance. Their homes, finances, families 
and impressive jobs create an invisible 
barrier that prevents us from reaching out to 
them. I used to think that Christians who 
preached in radical places such as outside 
nightclubs were doing a pointless job. After 
all, why would anyone waste their time 
preaching to people who are having the 
time of their lives? It wasn’t until recently 
that the Lord showed me that the people 
attending these places still need to hear the 
truth and they must know that there is hope. 
Just because the Queen of Sheba seemed 
to have it all, it by no means, meant that 
she was satisfied with her life. 

Recognize that the Queen arrived with a 
vast amount of worldly good and this gave 
us the impression that she wanted for 
nothing, yet what she heard and witnessed 
compelled her to realize that she was 
missing something essential in her life. 

She was a pagan, but subsequent to 
meeting King Solomon, there was a 
showdown between paganism and the 

revelation of the truth in her mind. 
Paganism was defeated by a fatal blow by 
the hand of the undeniable truth as the 
words, “Praise the Lord your God” 
streamed from the Queen’s heart to out of 
her mouth. 

There is hope for the world, when the Body 
of Christ is standing valiantly in position as 
the mighty army that we are called to be. If 
we want a great revival to start, we have to 
ask God to start it in ourselves first. Are you 
ready for a visit from the Queen? 

(The story of the Queen of Sheba’s visit can 
be found in 1st Kings 10.) 
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A Servant’s Heart 

Dr. Michael Cochran 

God’s children are not able to live by grace 
unless they are willing to walk in humility. 
Any other approach is some form of pride, 
which always meets God’s resistance. 
These are absolutes that every believer 
must face in their spiritual walk with the 
Lord. Proverbs 16:18 is very clear on this 
subject, as stated: “Pride goes before 
destruction, and haughtiness before a fall.” 
Boasting in one’s own accomplishments 
opens the door to all kinds of trouble. But 
rather, we need to glean from Psalm 34:2 “I 
will boast only in the Lord.”  

So, what does true humility look like?  

Being weak enough to lean upon His 
strength!  

Paul wrote, “God said to me, ‘My strength is 
made perfect in weakness.’ Therefore, most 
gladly I will rather boast in my 
[weaknesses], that the power of Christ may 
rest upon me…For when I am weak, then I 
am strong.” (2 Corinthians 12:7-10). It may 
sound counter-intuitive, but in Christ, that is 
ever true.  

Being small enough to look upon His 
greatness!  

Psalm 145:3 says, “Great is the Lord . . . 
and his greatness is unsearchable.” We 
might as well admit we don’t have a clue 
how great God is because no one can 
discover the limits of His greatness. There 
are none. But His promises allow us to 
explore and experience a measure of how 
great He really is.  

Being patient enough to wait upon His 
timing!  

We may not always understand the reasons 
why God makes us wait, but I am thankful 

that Father God is teaching me patience, 
growing my faith in Him stronger and 
blessing me with His gentle comfort during 
the waiting times.  

I waited patiently for the Lord; And He 
inclined to me and heard my cry. He 
brought me up out of the pit of destruction, 
out of the miry clay, And He set my feet 
upon a rock making my footsteps firm. He 
put a new song in my mouth, a song of 
praise to our God: Many will see and fear 
and will trust in the Lord. (Psalm 40:1-3)  

Being empty enough to draw upon His 
fullness!  

Colossians 2:9-10 reads, “For in Christ all 
the fullness of the Deity [God] lives in bodily 
form, and you have been given fullness in 
Christ…”  

When you fully surrender to Christ, God’s 
Holy Spirit renews your inner spirit in the 
image and likeness of God in “true” 
righteousness and holiness to bear witness 
of His love and goodness to others.  

Being poor enough to depend upon His 
riches!  

God blesses those who are poor and 
realize their need for Him, for the Kingdom 
of Heaven is theirs (Matthew 5:3). The poor 
in spirit are those who are humble and lowly 
in their own eyes. They take pride and great 
delight in the things of the kingdom. They 
depend on God for their needs and His 
interests rather than their own. People of 
God’s kingdom live for God (to please and 
honor Him in all things), not for themselves.  

Being needy enough to count upon His 
grace!  

"He gives us more grace. God opposes the 
proud—but gives grace to the humble." 
James 4:6  
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Knowing this, you can then say with Paul in 
1 Corinthians 15:10, "...by the grace of God 
I am what I am, and His grace toward me 
did not prove vain; but I labored even more 
than all of them, yet not I, but the grace of 
God with me."  

The Psalmist writes, “You open your hand 
and satisfy the desires of every living thing” 
(Psalm 145:16). When God came to this 
earth in the person of Jesus of Nazareth, he 
taught, loved and blessed. But mostly he 
opened his hands and touched. He refused 
to clutch or cling tightly to his rights and 
privileges. Instead, he opened his hands 
and, in the most startling example of 
humility the world has ever known, 
stretched out his arms to pay for our 
failures.  

True humility will inevitably lead us to say to 
God, “Thy will be done.”   

 

 

 

 

Ask…and Receive 

Lanette Kissel 

Our Jesus was and is the Lord of 
compassion and mercy. When our Lord 
walked this earth many years ago, he was 
anxious to fulfill the needs of the people He 
encountered… their physical, as well as 
spiritual ones.  
 
He especially enjoyed answering the needs 
of those who expressed sincere and 
complete faith in Him and His power to do 
for them whatever He desired. Jesus 
encountered some people who believed 
that any and everything was within His 
grasp, that nothing was impossible for Him. 
These people were greatly rewarded for 
their faith. 
 
An account from Luke 7 tells of a certain 
centurion whose beloved servant was 
dying. The man not only offered Jesus the 

respect and honor due Him, 
but also exhibited extreme 
faith. The man suggested 
that he was not worthy of 
having Jesus come to his 
home. The centurion 
suggested that Jesus simply 
speak the word and his 
servant would be 
healed.(Luke 7: 7) Jesus was 
amazed at the man’s faith. 
Christ even said of the 
centurion, “I tell you, I have 
not found such great faith 
even in Israel.”(Luke 7: 9) 
NIV. Jesus rewarded such 
faith and healed the man’s 

servant. 
 
In the fifth chapter of Mark, we find a man 
named Jairus who is in desperate need of 
Jesus’ compassion. The man pleaded with 
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Jesus to come and heal his dying daughter. 
Jairus asked, “Please come and put your 
hands on her so that she will be healed and 
live.” 
(Mark 5: 23) NIV. As they were making their 
way to Jairus’ house, some men came and 
announced that the girl had already died. 
But Jesus persevered and went with Jairus 
to see the child. Jesus took the girl’s hand, 
saying, “Little girl, I say to you, get up!” And 
she did. (Mark 5: 41-42) NIV. Jairus 
exhibited faith that Christ could heal his 
child, and that faith was rewarded with the 
outcome he had hoped for. 
 
Mark 5: 25-34 tells the story of a woman 
whose faith was so great, she believed that 
she could be healed of her malady if she 
could simply touch the hem of Christ’s 
garment. That is impressive faith. The Lord 
rewarded such faith, and His healing power 
was released to fill her particular need. He 
announced, “Daughter, your faith has 
healed you.” (Mark 5: 34) NIV 
 
Though many years have passed since 
those accounts took place, Jesus has not 
changed. He is still the same Man who 
performed all those miracles many years 
ago. He still longs to shower His children 
with His loving mercy and compassion. And 
He still desires to reward a demonstration 
of faith. 
 
Though we may not have the advantage of 
having the Lord’s tangible physical 
presence in our midst like the people in 
these stories, we can still receive blessings 
a thousand fold. In the recesses of our 
mind, we can imagine ourselves reaching 
out, clasping the hem of His garment, and 
feeling His incredible power being released 
to and for us. 
 
All we need do is reach out with the kind of 
faith exhibited by the woman in the story 

from Mark. All we need is to believe we can 
be on the receiving end of our Lord’s 
compassion. His loving mercy can be ours 
today as it was back then, if we will 
earnestly seek Him, and if we will simply 
ask…  
 
Lanette Kissel lives in southern Indiana with 
her adopted Yorkie-Poo, Benjy. She has 
been writing Christian/inspirational genre 
for twelve years. Her work has been 
published in print publications and online. 
She enjoys singing in her church choir and 
swing dancing. 
 

 

Loving God Heartedly 
 

Walter Kahler 
 
Loving God heartedly is all about faith, trust 
and action. Those three indispensable 
absolutes build an unshakable foundation in 
Christ and are at the heart of a saved life. 
Without them there is no way to know the 
truth of our existence. They are the 
gateway to eternal life and a difference 
maker in living holy every day. 

 
Faith  

 
Faith is more than just a word. It’s the 
heartbeat of believing in God for eternity. 
Unbelievers struggle with understanding the 
essence of faith because they use human 
tragedies as the means of discounting the 
truth about the Lord. They cannot grasp the 
mysterious workings of our Father because 
they still cling to individual comprehension 
of death. Faith is the link from our physical 
existence into heaven.  

 
I have heard time and again from people 
who don’t believe, “if there were a loving 
God, He wouldn’t let such horrible things 
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happen to people.” An unsaved life bonded 
in self-knowledge and lacks God’s wisdom. 
Real faith is knowing that sin is at the root 
of evilness and without salvation, through 
Christ it causes tremendous harm including 
death.  

 
The Holy Spirit erases any doubt about the 
way God works in the human heart. The 
Lord wanted you to experience His 
presence in a profound and personal way. 
He made sure your faith was noticed by 
touching you in an undeniable manner. 
There is nothing in 
the world that 
comes close to the 
way God revealed 
Himself to you. He 
released His love 
inside your spirit.  

 
The moment, you 
picked up your 
cross and  relied on 
Christ, is an act of 
loving God. Your 
decision, to 
abandon yourself 
to the Messiah, demonstrated to the Lord 
your faith. One of the best ways to love God 
with your heart is trusting in His designed 
plan for you; especially when it’s difficult to 
understand.  

 
Sometimes you might be puzzled by the 
Father’s answers, and this is an opportunity 
to grow stronger in faith by relying on more 
on Him. For me the times, I draw closer to 
God, is when I am baffled over His vision. 
Because I know, His plan is far better than 
anyone I could design. 

 
 
 
 
 

Trust 
 

Trusting Christ is accepting whatever He 
reveals to us is divine, just and right. 
Sacrificing personal interest for God’s will is 
loving Him wholeheartedly. It’s here God 
sees our willingness to let go and let Christ 
take care of our wills and lives. There is no 
greater experience in life than glorifying the 
Lord through trusting Christ. 

 
The more we mature in Christ, the better 
we become at trusting the road to eternal 

life. Our desire to 
let the Saviour 
take center stage 
increases and 
the less 
concerned we 
are with the 
flesh. We no 
longer want to 
rely solely on our 
knowledge 
because we trust 
God’s wisdom. 
Our testimony 
with the Lord’s 

guidance is all the proof we need because 
our lives have been touched by the Holy 
Spirit. 

 
As the result of continuously surrendering 
our lives over to Christ, we strive to become 
more like Him. We enjoy improving upon 
the Christian life God has so graciously 
given to us. We are spiritually awakened 
and know we will take our place in heaven.  

 
Loving the Lord with our hearts is allowing 
Him to guide us in all our affairs. Seeking 
Christ’s direction in regards to family, 
friends, careers and finances enables us to 
make substantial Christian decisions based 
on trust. An active devotion to God ensures 
us the way we live our lives is righteous, 
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and it demonstrates a Christian character 
firmly planted in godliness. 

 
Action 

 
Action is essential to loving the Lord with 
our hearts because it speaks louder than 
any word. Without action, love is 
meaningless. Our Father provided us the 
ability to love. And the only way, for its fruit 
to ripen, is expressing it in our attitudes, 
thoughts and behaviours. So, that means 
we have to develop a personal relationship 
with Christ.  

 
Salvation is a daily commitment to applying 
Christian values in all our affairs. The Lord 
presents us opportunities to love Him by 
placing commands in front of us to follow. 
Every time we behave by putting them into 
action we love Him. Obeying God is how 
we become inspired to find more ways to 
serve Him selflessly. 
 

In the Ten Commandments, the first one is 
placing the Lord above anything else in our 
lives. Making our Father the top priority 
takes action. One of the fondest ways of 
expressing love to God is by placing our 
worldly obligations (family, friends, careers, 
etc.) on the back burner and spend time 
getting to know Him better. Private devotion 
pays the biggest dividend of all eternal life. 
It’s not impossible to make adjustments that 
will save our lives.  

 
Our Father graciously loves us leaving no 
excuses for us to love Him. Praying, 
meditating and improving on living by His 
word are all actions. And the more we use 
them in our daily lives, the deeper our 
connection with Christ becomes the center 
of our attention.  

 
Formulating the best possible relationship 
with God brings remarkable results 

because He is pleased when we love Him 
heartedly. By being faithful, trusting and 
active in your quest for Christ you become 
united with His kingdom. The biggest room 
in the world is the room for improvement. 
Whether you are a seasoned veteran or just 
beginning your journey with God there, is 
always ways to improve loving Him with the 
heart. 

 
 

Faíth 
 

Billy Campbell 
 
Our Lord will work 
in mysterious ways 
Guidance and understanding 
are received when we pray 
 
The true meaning of belief 
and what it's about 
Is discovered through faith 
whenever we doubt 
 
It's easy to hang on 
when things go well 
but what if the outcome 
you can not foretell 
 
What good is religion 
when you start to forsake 
If your spiraling down  
does that make it fake 
 
For what you believe 
you go any length 
Those without hope 
will never know strength 
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Masked on Purpose 

 

Tikeena Mason 

 

These hands are desiring to unveil the soul, 

longing to strip away the layers of damage, 

torment from the past trouble in a corrupt 

spirit, the deficiency of love, backlash from 

an evil world, ridicule from the one’s you 

love energy so blemished, held captive in a 

state of mind, destruction in the 

imagination, disturbed in identity, not 

original in any way, the weary load so 

heavy, unbalanced in every way, nagging 

demons, battle in the mind 

anguish in the secret self, who is to blame 

for this fragile heart, shattered from neglect, 

abandoned by affection drained from 

distress, 

whispers of 

defeat, the 

roar of 

resentment 

conflict of 

character, 

secret war 

hushed inside 

of you, like a 

ticking bomb 

set to explode 

with one 

push, the 

deepness of 

affliction, unspoken of, self-worth tarnished, 

confidence demolished, held for ransom, 

overtaken by misery unwilling to talk, what 

would you think?  

the responsibility of the truth, rooted in guilt, 

this weakened somebody disguised, so 

many deceived by a counterfeit being, the 

illusion of stability, entertaining the crowd 

playing a part, representing a character 

assuming the role, effectively betrayed, no 

one could have known, what was beneath 

the mask, the appearance of a fraud, stuck 

playing a temporary part, the time has 

come to reveal what is underneath the 

mask  

the mask that live in deception  

the mask that hide pain  

the mask that camouflage depression 

the mask that protect insecurities  

the mask that suppress shame  

the mask that conceal emotions 

the mask that cover-up heartbreak 

the mask that contain sadness  

the mask that keep inside bitterness  

the mask that hold in anxiety  

exhausted 

from the duty 

of pretend, 

wearied from 

repression, 

dismayed by 

reality, tense 

from rejection, 

ruined by 

relations, 

numb to 

compassion, 

in need of 

repair 

searching for 

courage, on bending knees ready to 

release this delicate heart. Heard about a 

man that died to save me from my sins, 

heal the brokenhearted, bind up all the 

wounds, not quite sure about this man but I 

will give him a chance. Heavy loaded I 

came, so many issues lay down at your 
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feet, in distress I cried out for help, he 

heard my fatigued voice, a broken vessel 

you still love, not holding the past against 

me, embraced by your tender touch, fulfilled 

my deepest needs, restored from a deadly 

state, this inner being is now correct safe in 

your arms, your hands I felt, lifted me up, 

you rescued me, saved me from darkness 

acquitted from the past, the truth has set 

me free no longer a servant to the mask, 

liberty is what I work toward, no longer a 

slave to emotions, self-determination my 

companion, no longer ashamed of 

yesterday forgiveness the expression of 

truth, no longer afraid of my reflection, my 

worth is in him.  No longer can the world 

break me, he is my security, this man 

power so strong crushed every shackle, 

repaired everything that was broken 

transformed an absent mind, renewed a 

wrecked heart, purified my scars, gave me 

purpose, made me strong courage to move 

on, secured my future, demonstrated his 

love, took fear away, became my closest 

friend, found comfort in his hands, 

refreshed my spirit and triumphed over the 

enemy. Finally rest for my soul, the search 

is now over once lost now found, by a 

genuine love so great. I had to tell the 

world. 

Jesus is his name 

 

 

 

 

 

God’s Healing Power Over Me 

Chimezie Ihekuna 

“Please, pray for my dying son…He’s dying 
of AIDS, the dreaded disease!” Mrs. Sarah 
cried, kneeling down before Pastor Israel. 

“Mrs. Sarah, do you believe in miracles? Do 
you believe your son will be healed of this 
disease?” Pastor Israel asked in 
confidence. 

“Yes, I believe in the power that’s in the 
word of God that my son will be healed”  

Mrs. Sarah was fearful seeing her son, 
Frank, 34, struggling with his breath. Pastor 
Israel was however not disturbed at all: his 
mood assured the disturbed single mother 
that God’s healing is on the way. 

“Why didn’t you inform me when your son 
was diagnosed of HIV?” asked Pastor 
Israel. 

The countenance of his face rang the bell of 
meaning to Mrs. Sandra as not being 
spiritually meticulous concerning Frank’s 
case. 

“I’m sorry for not letting you know on time, 
sir. It was Frank who didn’t have the 
courage to inform me that he’s down with 
the virus. It was a week before he finally 
came home that he told me of his 
predicament! Frank had spent all of his 
fortunes in the hands of the best doctors in 
the city. Yet, his condition worsened. That’s 
the reason he came to stay with me…I’m 
very sorry for what had happened!!! Pastor, 
please help me out!!!” 

Her tears-filled explanation really caught 
Pastor’s Israel who could help but look up 
to the heavens and earnestly ask for God’s 
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help. He stared at the face of ailing Frank 
who was struggling with his breath.  

“ It doesn't matter at this point what led to 
this illness...all that matter is this: Frank, do 
you believe in God’s miracle-working 
power?” 

“Y…e….s” Frank answered, very faintly. 

“Good!” remarked Pastor Israel, whose faith 
rose arising from Frank’s response. “Christ 
says in His word that if you have faith as 
little as a mustard seed, you shall say to the 
mountain, ‘move’ and it will move. Mr. 
Frank, I ask you again; do you believe God 
has the power to heal of this disease?” 

“I….do”  

“The bible says that by His stripes we are 
made whole. For your word say your body 
is the temple of the Holy Spirit and no 
weapon fashioned against you, your health 
shall prosper in Jesus name, Amen!” 

Pastor Israel held the right hand of Mrs. 
Sandra as he instructed: “Use your left 
hand to hold your son as we pray”. 

She did as instructed. Her eyes were 
closed, though still shedding tears and 
panting. 

“Let’s pray” continued Pastor Israel, seeing 
that she was ready and Frank’s attention to 
him, “Heavenly father, we come to you this 
day with all our cares and burden lifted up 
to you. We have come to you in respect of 
your son, Mr. Frank, who is down with 
HIV/AIDS. You healed the sick, raised the 
dead and performed mind-blowing miracles. 
Therefore, Frank’s case won’t be different. 
In the name of Jesus, Frank be healed!!!” 

“AMEN!!!” heralded Mrs. Sarah, who just 
kept starring at Frank, muttering “amen”. 

Pastor Israel prayed in tongues for thirty 
minutes. She joined him too. Suddenly, 
Frank’s difficulty in breathing slowly eased.  

“Thank you, Abba Father, for healing your 
son, Frank, for in Jesus’ name we pray, 
Amen!” 

“Amen! Amen!! Amen!!!” Mrs. Sarah 
shouted. 

“Mrs. Sarah, say ‘Thank you Father for 
healing my son.’” he instructed, “ If I be a 
man of God, I say unto you, this day, Mrs. 
Sarah that in the next seven days, your son 
will be healed.” 

Frank, now able to breathe better, looked 
confident. Pastor Israel looked at him on his 
bed and said: “Frank, are you ready to give 
your life to Christ?” 

“Yes…with all pleasure…” 

He held Franks hands. “Say after me, 
Frank: “Father, I come to you as a sinner, 
choosing to follow you and forever serve 
you. I believe in my heart unto 
righteousness and confess with my mouth 
unto salvation that Christ is Lord and savior 
of my life; He died on then third day to save 
me from my sin. Thank you, Father for 
accepting me as the pinnacle of 
righteousness as your word assures: ‘I’m 
the righteousness of God in Christ Jesus 
and giving me eternal life so that I will not 
perish.” 

Frank gently repeated word for word what 
he prayed.  

“Congratulations, you’ll not only be healed 
but you’ll be made whole. A week from 
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now, Mrs. Sarah, please, endeavor to come 
to church to give this testimony of God’s 
miraculous power…” 

“Yes, I’ll do just that sir!” Sarah promised. 
Although she still saw the ailing Frank still 
bed-ridden, her faith level rose to a knowing 
that Frank has already been healed. Mrs. 
Sarah would keep praising God in faith that 
Frank has not only been healed of 
HIV/AIDS but been made completely whole.  

Exactly one week, she saw Frank, who had 
been bed-ridden for over three days, stand 
and clean up the house, and carry out 
some household chores like washing his 
clothes and sweeping the living room.  

“I just woke this morning and I was 
shocked to see you very vibrant! God’s 
healing power is real!” Mrs. Sarah 
observed, advancing hastily towards 
Frank from her bedroom. 

She hugged Frank, looking at him from 
the crown of his head to the soul of his 
feet and realized what Pastor Israel 
had prophesied a week ago. 

“Mom, the Lord God has been good to 
me, sparing my life, healing of the 
dreaded HIV/AIDS virus, making me 
completely whole and most 
importantly, having my salvation in 
Christ Jesus. I’m grateful to Him for his 
grace in Christ Jesus and to you, for your 
undying love and support through the 
difficult times”  

“It’s the Lord’s doing and marvelous in our 
sight! Frank, tomorrow, we have to go to 
church and declare the testimony. I need to 
medical test to confirm that you’re in good 
health!” 

“You’re right, Mom!” Frank agreed. 

They prepared for Sunday’s service. 
Members of Pastor Israel’s congregation 
became more committed members to the 
things of God after hearing Frank’s 
testimony, “God’s Healing Power Over Me”. 
Most of them knew his health condition 
prior to when God visited him.  

Frank is currently the assistant pastor to 
Pastor Israel, the General Overseer of 
God’s Own Evangelical Ministry in Sacred 
Land Settlement, a remote area, located 
thousands of miles from Oak City-the place 
Frank formerly lived in. 
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Content of My Character Growth: 

Becoming Wise (or Wiser) in a 

Foolish Culture 

Patrick K. Skinner 

Something has happened in our culture this 

past generation that The Book of Proverbs 

can uniquely remedy. “Do what is right” or 

“Be a good girl” have become meaningless 

phrases to our culture because there no 

longer exists an accepted Judeo-Christian 

Ethic that gives objective meaning to such 

phrases. Dr. Martin Luther King in his “I 

Have a Dream” speech said, “I have a 

dream that my four little children will 

one day live in a nation where they will 

not be judged by the color of their skin 

but by the content of their 

character.” Character matters much more 

than skin color. Skin color is given by God 

while the content of our character is 

something we must contribute our efforts 

towards obtaining. Proverbs defines the 

content of desired character. In the 38 

years I have studied Proverbs it is clear that 

it contains most of the answers a person 

needs to see character growth in their 

children, their students, their prisoners and 

themselves. Proverbs, studied topically, 

gives a practical solution to that dream by 

showing how the content of our character 

can actually grow. 

Proverbs is meant for anyone who desires 

to become wise (or wiser) in a foolish 

culture. Proverbs’ 49 areas of life instruction 

were learned from its writers’ many 

successes and failures: what works, what 

doesn’t, what pleases God and what does 

not. The Hebrew word from which we get 

“proverb” is "mashal" and means a 

comparison (i.e. between the wise and the 

fool), from the Hebrew root "to rule" (i.e. 

over one's life). Proverbs is thus a multitude 

of comparisons, contrasts and sayings that 

make clearer God’s intentions for our living 

a wise life. These short pithy sayings are 

concise phrases, often metaphorical in form 

and familiar to those in the culture for which 

they were written. Our culture differs from 

Old Testament Hebrew cultures so some 

phrases require proper cultural 

understanding prior to jumping to a 

conclusion regarding its meaning. Such is 

the cultural example quoted in Romans 

12:20 as a way to overcome evil with good 

behavior taken from: Proverbs 25:21-22 

“21If your enemy is hungry, give him food to 

eat; if he is thirsty, give him water to drink.  

22In doing this, you will heap burning coals 

on his head, and the Lord will reward you.” 

When Proverbs 25:21-22 was written wood 

fires were burned to keep a house warm. 

When the fire died in your home you didn’t 

have matches to restart the fire. You would 

go to a neighbor’s home and ask for a 

burning coal from their fireplace to restart 

your fire. This burning coal would be placed 

in a bucket-like structure and carried on 

your head to your home. The natural action 

if you hated your neighbor- or viewed them 

an enemy- would be to refuse them burning 

coals for the buckets they carried on their 

heads. Heaping burning coals was an act 

of great kindness similar to your lighting 

the pilot light on a neighbors’ furnace. It 

was not our participating in judging or 

shaming our neighbor with our goodness as 

many in this culture seem to assume. 

Instead, this action brought great warmth to 
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a neighbors’ home. What does wise 

behavior and thinking look like? Proverbs 

reveals answers to those who are willing to 

consider and to ponder these verses. 

A spiritually mature person is continually 

involved in the growth process of becoming 

godlier. This growing process is one of 

change where we learn to submit our 

physical, mental, spiritual and social selves 

to God. We are to give all we know of 

ourselves to all we 

know of God. 

Proverbs helps us to 

know more about our 

self and God. My 

manuscript, still in 

process of finding a 

publisher is: Content of 

My Character Growth: 

Becoming Wise (or 

Wiser) In A Foolish 

Culture. With further 

knowledge of our 

moral strengths we are encouraged. With 

further knowledge of our moral weaknesses 

we are challenged to submit our 

weaknesses to God’s direction and control. 

As we see God’s standards and availability 

to help us become godlier we then may 

submit ourselves more fully to   the Lord. 

Like Solomon I want to impart knowledge to 

the people. I want to ponder and search out 

(and help you to ponder and search out) 

and set in order many proverbs (topical 

setting out of similar verses). I want to 

search to find just the right words and to 

help shepherd you through this process of 

allowing the growth of wisdom to rule your 

life. 

The Wages of Sin 

JDH 

“For the wages of sin is death.”  It is easy to 
read through verse after verse in the Bible 
during our quiet times getting the general 
context and message of God’s Word. But 
we risk missing the deeper meanings so 
many of these verses bring with them from 
spending the time studying and meditating 
on God’s words.  Just as the Pharisees so 

often missed 
Jesus’ 
message when 
it was taking 
place right in 
front of them, 
we too can 
easily miss the 
depths of 
wisdom that 
each verse can 
hold.  I admit 
Romans 6:23 
seems fairly 
straightforward 

to me.  Because we have sinned, we are 
condemned to die.  Our sins separate us 
from our perfect God, Who cannot abide in 
sin.  Our God is the Giver of life, and sin 
stands as a barrier between us and the 
Source.  These messages are all fairly 
obvious to believers and quick to pop into 
our heads as we skim through Romans 
immersing ourselves in Paul’s expounding 
on the wonderful grace God has given us 
through Christ Jesus, Who both bridges 
that gap and restores us to life, now and 
eternally.  But the wages of sin can bring 
more than spiritual death.  So often the 
Bible reminds us of common sins we earth-
dwellers fall into: adultery, sexual 
immorality, idolatry, drunkenness, and 
many other lusts of the flesh.  These sins 
do not limit their wages to spiritual death 
alone.  As our culture and the world 
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becomes more sexually “liberated,” the 
amount of sexually transmitted infections 
grows hand and hand with it, reminding us 
that disobedience to God’s law has very 
real consequences in this life, as well as 
eternally.  STD/STI’s are just some of the 
physical manifestations of the physical toll 
sexual “freedom” brings with it.  What about 
the marriages destroyed by 
pornography/adulterous affairs?  The 
emotional consequences on devastated 
spouses and abandoned children are a 
death in and of themselves.  What about 
the sex workers whose lives are sacrificed 
to fulfill the lusts of those who only wish to 
use them for their own carnal desires 
before quickly discarding them?  Did Jesus 
not die for porn stars and prostitutes?  No 
one need be reminded of the physical and 
emotional toll drug and alcohol addiction 
has on individuals, their families and 
anyone they come in contact with.  Nor 
does America need a reminder of the 
number of heart attacks and other stress 
related deaths due to our poor gluttonous 
diets and high stress levels as we seek to 
make more money trying to outworking 
every other individual to buy our houses the 
largest possible televisions we never watch.  
I think you get my point.  We are daily 
awash in the wages of sin killing our bodies 
physically, emotionally, and spiritually.  But 
Paul wasn’t finished with us and neither 
was God.  “But the gift of God is eternal life 
through Jesus Christ our Lord.”  Jesus died 
a bloody death so that we could be free 
from the wages of our sin.  Not just 
spiritually, but physically and emotionally.  
For those of us who accept Him as our Lord 
and Savior, He gives us His Spirit to 
sanctify and free us from sin, right now.  We 
do not need to wait for eternity to live free 
from the wages of sin.  But Jesus did far 
more for us than dying on the cross.  He 
lives for us.  He lived a spotless, sinless life 
on earth so that we might have His 

righteousness to cover us. Hebrews 4:14-
16 tells us that even now He stands for us 
as our high priest in heaven. He 
understands our weaknesses to sin 
because He was tempted as we are and 
overcame.  So let us rejoice that the Savior 
who has saved us from death into eternal 
life has also freed us from the wages of sin 
in this life if we will live for Him. 

 
 

Mother and Daughter Journey 
 

Raye Horton 
 

My mother was 79 years old when she 
died. We (my family) had been losing her 
slowly to both heart disease and 
Alzheimer’s.  She was at a stage of 
“forgetfulness” when a driver ran a stop sign 
and broad-sided her car.  The Alzheimer’s 
changed her overnight following the car 
accident.  Suddenly we found ourselves 
needing to provide for her constant care. 
 
Mom and I never had a history of 
discussing much. Her illness prevented me 
from gleaning much of anything from her in 
terms of conversation. I still had much to 
say…words I should have found years 
prior…decades, actually. I’m sorry I wasn’t 
wise enough or strong enough to find the 
words before her death. 
 
My mother drove me crazy. I probably drove 
her crazy, too. We didn’t share the best 
relationship. Sometimes…people can love, 
but don’t love in intentional, outright ways. I 
have many regrets about my relationship 
with my mother. Upon my death, when we 
are reunited by God’s hand, we will finally 
get it right.   
 
Over a decade ago, as my mother was 
awaiting one of her many cardiac surgeries, 
I mustered the fortitude to say four giant 
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words to her.  In a surgical prep room, for 
the first time in my life, I said, “Mom…I love 
you.”  She said nothing…absolutely 
nothing.  Out of that room and straight into 
a private corner of a hospital hallway, I went 
to God in prayer.  I admitted I was 
frightened and asked for “more time.”  I 
wasn’t ready to let go of my mother.  We 
had things to say.  We had wounds to heal.  
God answered my prayer and the years 
which followed were the best we shared.  
During that time, we finally came to 
understand and respect one another.  It 
took a long time. 
 
It wasn’t always easy.  My mother was 
tough.  She had high expectations of 
performance and behavior and she was 
strict and firm in her discipline.  As my 
friends and siblings will attest…I spent 
much of my youth “grounded.”  She led by 
example.  I never saw her smoke or take a 
drink—and in 56 years, I never heard her 
swear.  She simply didn’t participate in 
those types of things. 
 
My mother was a very hard worker.  She 
was driven by her childhood of poverty and 
her desire to ensure that her children and 
grandchildren 
had a better and 
easier lifethan 
she did.  It wasn’t 
until I had a child 
of my own and 
was in my 30s 
that I came to 
understand the 
burden of 
responsibility my 
mother carried.  
At that time I 
began to view her 
in a different light. 
 
My father worked two jobs.  My mother ran 

the household while working full-time 
outside of the home.  I took for granted all 
that she did—until I tried to juggle those 
same things as a young mother.  Keeping 
pace with my mother was impossible.  She 
really was amazing with regard to all she 
accomplished in a day. 
 
She would often tell my brother, sister and 
myself stories of her youth—even as 
Alzheimer’s took over her life.  She spoke 
of being poor and the Great Depression.  
She spoke of riding in the back of her 
father’s cattle truck (apparently the chosen 
mode of transportation when you have a 
dozen children).  Her family ties were 
strong and loyal.  She was a twin and had 
three sets of twins in her family.  She spoke 
of collecting corncobs along the railroad 
tracks to burn for heat.  She talked about 
World War II and how it impacted her family. 
 
My mother was reserved and followed 
etiquette and protocol.  Her softer side was 
reserved for people outside of the family.  
Her many acts of kindness were done for 
people going through rough times or people 
in need.  And usually, those actions were 
carried out in ways allowing her to remain 

anonymous.  
She didn’t seek 
the fanfare or 
the glory for her 
acts of charity.  
She did what 
she was driven 
to do because 
she knew what 
it was like to 
“go without.” 
 
 
At times, being 
her child was 
tough.  The 

expectations were high and the praise was 
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sparse.  As the grandchildren were born, 
my siblings and I all noticed and remarked 
on how different the rules were.  Where we 
often had trouble doing anything 
“right”…our children seemingly could do 
nothing “wrong.”     
 
She was particularly close to my daughter, 
Sarah.  Sarah was the first and only 
grandchild for several years.  They would 
routinely spend Saturday’s together, 
shopping, having lunch and returning to the 
farm to see what grandpa was doing.  It 
was Sarah she indulged with concert 
tickets, trips to Jacobson’s and a food menu 
of many options. She thought often of her 
grandchildren with regard to what she could 
do for them.   
 
My children, Sarah and Thomas, were 
particularly blessed because of our close 
living proximity.  They had grandparents 
right around the corner who were part of 
their daily lives.  School functions and 
sporting events were routinely attended by 
my parents.  And nursing services were 
provided in the event that illness prevented 
Sarah or Tom from attending school.  My 
children are more rich many ways from 
memories of spending time with their 
grandparents.   
 
The Reverend Billy Graham affirms we are 
each assigned a guardian angel.  My guess 
is mom’s had quite a workout during her 79 
years.  With six stents in her heart and one 
in her kidney, she took it upon herself to 
crawl through a window at her sister 
Eileen’s home.  Somehow Eileen had 
locked herself out.  With an older sister 
boosting her up, she crawled through a 
window to gain entrance to the house.   
 
When we shook our collective heads and 
asked her why she would do this, she said, 
“Eileen was far too frail to be climbing 

through any window, and she was twice the 
age of 21 and would do whatever she 
wanted.”  My mother was of stubborn stock 
and rarely found without comment.  She 
usually acted without seeking permission, 
letting the chips fall where they may.  I 
suspect that mom’s guardian angel greeted 
her upon her death, saying, “Good. Glad 
you are here…I’ve earned a rest.” 
 
Good is born out of bad and disappointing 
circumstances.  The few years prior to her 
death were difficult ones for me.  I fell victim 
to the circumstances of infidelity, when my 
husband left me after 35 years of marriage.  
The summer prior to her death, I was 
particularly missing my mother.  I was 
wishing I had her strength.  I longed for the 
opportunity to talk with her.  I missed the 
support she would have offered.  I wanted 
her advice.  I needed her help.  I needed to 
know what she would do in my situation. 
 
We serve a good God.  In a moment of 
clarity, my mother returned to me.  She sat 
in the living room of my new home and 
asked me a couple of questions.  She 
thought for a moment about my answers 
and offered her opinion.  I smile when I 
remember her short, direct and to- the-point 
sentence.  Even with a disease stealing her 
mind, she knew right from wrong.  She was 
on my side.  She supported me.  That 
singular, short conversation will likely 
remain the one I cherish most.  When push 
came to shove, my mom had my back.  I 
have thanked God many times since that 
conversation for giving me those few, 
precious, healing minutes with her. 
 
My situation turned me to God.  I buried 
myself in His Word.  I clung to my Bible and 
His promise of healing.  Good does come 
from bad…beauty from ashes.  God does 
not make promises he doesn’t keep.  We 
serve a God who sees and holds our 
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burdens in the palm of his hand.  He knows 
the tears we shed.  He knows our deepest 
thoughts and desires.  He knew my mother 
and now holds her safely in His kingdom.   
 
As Alzheimer’s 
took more and 
more of her life, I 
made three 
requests of God.  
I asked him to 
protect our 
family from 
needing to place 
mom in a care 
facility.  I asked 
him to always let 
her recognize 
and know me by 
name.  And I prayed that God would 
provide strength to my father. 
 
Alzheimer’s ravaged her life.  The disease 
robbed her from living with much quality.  It 
was difficult for us.  My father became her 
caregiver.  The disease progressed, 
stealing more and more of her.  Because of 
his devotion to his wife of 60 years, mom 
was able to remain at home.  She never 
struggled to recall my name.  She knew all 
of us.  God smiled upon me and granted all 
three of my requests. 
 
Approximately six weeks prior to her death, 
I again took a deep breath as I walked into 
my mother’s bedroom where she lay in a 
hospital bed.  Again, I mustered the 
courage to say, “Mom, I love you.”  She 
looked quizzically at me and said, “Do 
you?”  My heart sank and I left the room 
praying for understanding and healing.  
Again, I thought, This is it! I will never say 
those words to my mother again.  I will 
never put myself in this position.   
 
I needed to make peace and I pushed the 

hurt from my mind. 
 
Two weeks later, I was completing another 
visit with her.  We had been listening to 

music of the 
1940s—something 
she liked to do.  I 
told her I was 
leaving and said 
goodbye. I left her 
bedroom and her 
voice called after 
me, “You know we 
love you, Raye.”  I 
stopped in my 
tracks…backed 
up...and said, 
“What?”  With 
complete clarity, 

she repeated herself, “You know we love 
you, Raye.”  I was stunned and later 
thought, “God has been so very good to 
me.” 
 
As a youngster, I tried to understand the 
concept of Heaven.  I would think about the 
people I wanted to meet: Abraham Lincoln, 
the Apostle Paul, etc.   As I’ve grown in life 
and faith, I have a far better understanding 
of where my mom has landed.  I picture 
those who went ahead of her—those she 
missed so much.  Finally, she was able to 
meet her grandson, Seth, the baby I’d lost 
22 years earlier. 
 
She is healed now.  She was finally able to 
rid herself from the many pills she hated to 
take.  Her heart is whole.  The memory is 
no longer faded.  There is no more 
darkness.  She is with the Master.  She has 
set up her house in Heaven. 
 
Upon her death, I began to realize the full 
impact of the lessons she taught me.  I now 
thank God for each and every difficulty my 
mother and I shared.  I learned many 
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valuable lessons because of our 
relationship.  In the end, she served me 
well—she prepared me for life.  I am 
thankful that she (with her sternness and 
high expectations) is the mother God gave 
to me.   
 
I miss her.  I often wish for one more 
conversation.  I would like one more 
hour…one more glance.  She fought the 
good fight.  She finished the race.  I believe 
God’s promise.  We will see each other 
again.  Even if she could, she wouldn’t want 
to return to those of us who love her.  She 
is in a much more glorious place.  She is 
standing surrounded by people she loved, 
with friends and family in the presence of 
God. 
 
Even in death she continues to be a 
teacher to me.  Her parental assignment 
continues to be a gift I see more clearly 
now.  She prepared me as best she could to 
live in this world of ups and downs.  And, 
after her death…God took my hand and 
wiped my tears. 

 
 

The Irrefutable Solution to 
Irreconcilable Differences 

 
Abby Kelly 

 
I wasn’t being nosy. I didn’t even ask. In 
fact, it started with a casual conversation 
about our dogs, and somehow we got all 
the way around to his admission: “Well, I 
used to have a family.”  
 
Over the course of seven brief minutes in 
the hospital corridor, this complete stranger 
unveiled pieces of his story. “I was married 
once…you know, my son…but she kept the 
dog…don’t see them much…life was better 
then—when I had a family.” 
 

My heart sunk a little, distracted from the 
surface of our conversation by the sadness 
in his eyes. Moments later, we parted and 
I’ll likely never see him again. But my heart 
was bruised with sympathy. What a loss! 
What loneliness. What a painful realization: 
“I used to have a family.” 
 
The next day, I called my mom during my 
morning walk. Her precious voice and the 
assurance that I have a family who deeply 
loves me filled me with joy as bright as that 
early morning sun peeking over the trees.  
 
“You know, your dad and I had the 
strangest conversation the other day,” she 
told me. “Now that we have grandkids and 
all, it’s strange to wonder what life would 
have been like if we hadn’t hung in there 
through the first tough years of our 
marriage. We wouldn’t have you! We 
wouldn’t have your youngest sister. I can’t 
even imagine life without each of our 
grandchildren! It’s startling to consider that 
if we had given up on us—we would have 
given up everything else! The entire course 
of our life would be so different. We would 
never had experienced the joy of each of 
our children and their children! So many 
fewer friendships, hugs, tears, and 
promises.” 
 
One of the most common reasons given for 
broken marriages is, “We just weren’t 
compatible anymore. We had irreconcilable 
differences.” 
  
Incompatibility. There is a Biblical 
Application) for that.  
 
Ephesians 5 is often quoted over Christian 
marriages. You can almost see a finger 
wagging in your face, hearing the words, 
“The Bible says to submit to your husband!” 
or, “The Bible tells you to love your wife!” 
Both statements are true, but just one verse 
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before those instructions is another 
command which we rush over on our way 
to our favorite ones.  
 
“Submitting yourselves one to another in 
the fear of God.” (Ephesians 5:21) 
 
The Greek word translated “one to another” 
is allelon. It means, “reciprocally, mutually.” 
Those words are eerily similar to the 
English word “compatible”, which according 
to thesaurus.com means, “like-minded, 
together, sympathetic, on the same 
wavelength, cooperative, congruent.” 
 
Compatibility isn’t something that just 
happens. The phrase, “Submit yourselves 
to one another” can aptly be paraphrased, 
“subordinate, or arrange yourselves 
mutually beneath the other.” In essence, 
“Make yourselves like-minded, together, 
cooperative, congruent, reciprocal.” It is not 
acceptable to simply be incompatible 
anymore than it is okay to simply be cruel. 
Scripture 
indicates that we 
are to make 
ourselves 
compatible. 
 
The impossibility 
of this command 
weighs heavily on 
spouses that 
have struggled 
with blood, 
sweat, and tears, 
yet still find 
themselves 
hopelessly at odds. But light dawns with the 
next two verses—the ones that usually 
sound ugly, harsh, and demeaning:  
 
“Wives submit yourselves unto your own 
husbands, as unto the Lord. For the 
husband is the head of the wife, even as 

Christ is the head of the church: and he is 
the savior of the body. Therefore, as the 
church is subject to Christ, so let the wives 
be to their own husbands in everything. 
Husbands, love your wives, even as Christ 
loved the church and gave himself for it.” 
(Eph. 5:22-25) 
 
In his book The Power of Right Believing, 
Pastor Joseph Prince says, “…We need to 
teach the entire verse…The emphasis is on 
Jesus’ love for us. Everything we do today 
under the new covenant of grace springs 
from our love relationship with Jesus. His 
love needs to first work in us.” 
 
Prince gives this example: “How would you 
like your husband to say to you, ‘God says 
that I should love you and that we should 
talk more, so let’s go out for dinner 
tonight.’? Then he sets a timer on his phone 
and says, ‘Alright, lady, your time begins 
now.’ Hey, no self-respecting woman would 
accept that, right? You want your husband 

to take you out 
for dinner not 
because he has 
to, but because 
he wants to.” 
 
Prince continues, 
“That’s why the 
Word of God 
doesn’t simply 
exhort husbands 
to love their 
wives and then 
stop there. It 
goes on to teach 

husbands just how to go about doing so—
the power to love comes when husbands 
first experience how Jesus loved them and 
gave Himself for them.” 
 
The instruction in Ephesians 5:21, “To 
submit yourselves one to another”, is a 

http://thesauraus.com/


33 
 

command. It’s a non-negotiable. Rather 
than a shackle for women, it is a lock on the 
door to an easy escape from one’s 
marriage vows. However, God never leaves 
us in a position to “buck up” or “grit our 
teeth and bear it.” The Bible walks us right 
into the truth that Christ goes before us. 
“We love because He first loved us.” (1 
John 4:19) 
 
The answer to our irreconcilable differences 
is the irrefutable truth that Christ loved us 
and gave Himself up for us. A convinced, 
firm, heart-grip on the knowledge that Jesus 
loved us enough to die for us even when 
we were still sinners (and still sin), even 
when our abject rebellion was decisively 
incompatible with His holiness—that 
knowledge puts our feet in the Gospel of 
Peace. It enables us to walk mutually, 
sympathetically, submissively, 
cooperatively, and congruently. His 
unshakable love for us—husbands and 
wives, sin-stained and all—sheds a new 
light on our differences, and if we accept it, 
brings peace to our homes and longevity to 
our marriages.  

 

Dad, Tell Us the Story You Promised! 

Chimezie Ihekuna 

“Dad, you promised us you’ll tell us an old 
Christian story of a little child who liberated 
a whole village from the idolatry. Yet, dad, 
you haven’t told us anything! Remember 
when you tell us this…’a promise is a debt!’ 
Nat and I have decided that you’ll tell us 
that story before we go to bed” said seven-
year-old Michael, who was in the living 
room with Nat and his dad; all viewing the 
Christian movie: Passion of the Christ, 
though both boys were not soaked in the 
movie as their dad. 

“Dan is right…Dad, I won’t sleep until you 
tell us the story you promised to tell us long 
ago!” five-year-old Nat followed, with the 
look of seriousness attached to his childish 
face. 

Grant saw that his sons were serious about 
wanting to hear the story. He knew there 
was no reason to deny them what he had 
promised. Though engrossed in the movie, 
the words and body movements of Dan and 
Nat meant he had to pay fulfill his promise.  

“Sons”, Grant replied, with the look of 
apology written over his face, “I’m sorry for 
not keeping my promise. I assure you this 
won’t happen again! Dan…Nat…I’ve 
been…before now…very busy at the 
office…work, work, and work! You know, 
boys, ever since your mom passed 
away…I’ve been the one taking the whole 
responsibility…the house, you and 
everything else…That’s why I’ve not been 
able to tell you that I promised…However, 
I’ll do as you’ve commanded, my boys!”  

Happiness radiated their faces. They 
couldn’t wait to hear their dad tell them 
what they have been itching to hear… 
Grant was happy seeing that unusual spark 
of joy reflect on their faces. This moved him 
to call quits the Passion of the Christ movie 
he was soaked in by switching off the TV 
set. And on the couch where he sat with his 
sons, he drew them closer-Grant held 
comfortably to his right hand Dan and Nat 
to his left. Seeing that they were 
comfortably sited, Grant began the story: 

A long time ago existed an ancient village in 
Britannica whose people were idol 
worshippers. They saw as their gods trees, 
animals, woods, carved images. They 
worshipped them in their houses by building 
their shrines, the village square-where all 
important day-to-day activities like trading 
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took place and what they call ‘sacred’ 
paths. The people were so fetish that at 
certain periods of the year they sacrificed 
new-born babies to their gods because they 
were not supposed to be born at the time! 

The priest was the supreme head of the 
village and the voice of the gods who 
communicated their languages to the 
people on how to go about worshipping 
them, if they want to live a healthy and 
wealthy. This tradition had been for so long 
that when the first set of Christian 
missionaries came, the people, on 
commands of the priest killed and sacrificed 
them to their ‘gods’.  

However, the favor of God was upon the life 
of Rev. Thomas Cleverson, who 
miraculously escaped the wrath of the 
villagers and wandered in the extremely 
cold and odd hours of the night to find 
where he could 
lay his head. He 
saw a hut, 
towards the 
outskirts of the 
village. As he 
knocked gently 
the mud, an 
elderly man 
came out armed 
to know who 
was knocking at 
the night’s odd 
hour. To his 
surprise, he saw a white man! “Alien!!!” 
alarmed the elderly man, whose wife and 
four-year-old son woke to find out what was 
going on. 

“Shh!” Rev. Thomas muttered, with his 
index finger to his lips. He fell on his knee 
begging them to let him in. “I’m not here to 
kill you…I’m not here to scare you. I’m here 
to bring the good news to you about our 

savior, Jesus Christ who died for you and I 
so that we may all have eternal life!” 

“Eternal life?” the elderly man asked, 
apparently confused. “How can a man born 
of a woman die for the whole world? How 
can this be possible?” 

“Could you please let me in….? As you can 
see, I’m very feverish…I’ll tell you in detail. 
Please, just let me in…” 

“Okay…Woman ---get him some fruits at 
the backyard or do you mind eating any of 
them, alien?” 

“Rev. Thomas” He corrected, smiling. 
“Anything would do, sir!” 

The elderly man ushered him in, told him to 
change his clergy cloth into an outfit that 
reflects their fashion. He smiled at the four-

year-old son 
who couldn’t 
help to fix his 
gaze at him. His 
wife had 
brought a pack 
of citrus fruits 
and water to 
serve him and 
the rest of them. 
As they were 
eating, the 
elderly man 
asked: “What do 

you mean by eternal life?” Before Rev. 
Thomas took his bible from his pocket, he 
commanded his son, “Go and sleep! This is 
not for children…this is an adult thing!” 

“No! No! No!” Rev. Thomas kindly objected. 
“Christ, the savior of the world, loved the 
little children when he was alive!” 
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“Okay…son, stay and watch Reverend 
teach us his new religion. Woman, I know 
you’re still young but you have to listen too!” 

“Okay, my husband” His wife agreed in 
humility 

“Yes, I’m happy that you’re all interested in 
hearing all about my ‘new religion’” 

Rev. Thomas used the King James Bible to 
explain the creation of the world by God, 
the creation of the first set of humans-Adam 
and Eve, their dominion, their fall, what 
happened to their generations to the period 
of David’s reign all through to the birth and 
death of Jesus Christ, to Revelation. His 
teachings took them all through the night to 
the break of the morning hours. 
Interestingly, the quiet four-year-old child 
was the greatest recipient of God’ word. 

Rev. Thomas Cleverson stayed for the next 
two years with them-impacting the word of 
Christ in them, destroying the shrines built 
in their huts and ensuring that they fully 
embraced the word of God in Christ Jesus. 
He later left Britannica to his homeland of 
Naples.  

Eighteen years later, the grown-to-a-young-
man Thomas, whose deceased father later 
christened him in memory of the Reverend, 
had fully been groomed by the Holy Spirit to 
preach the gospel of Christ Jesus 
throughout the length and breadth of 
Britannica. At first, the young Thomas was 
faced with a lot of oppositions from the 
village’s council of elders, chief priest and 
the people. His mom had died two years 
earlier. Yet, that didn’t make the young 
Thomas falter in his faith.  

After five years, Thomas was able to 
liberate the village of Britannica from the 
shackles of idolatry. He, together with the 

souls he won for Christ who were, in 
majority, his peers destroyed the 
strongholds of idolatry at the village square, 
the ‘sacred path’ and all shrines that dwelt 
in the huts of the people of Britannica. 
Together with his wife, Alice, they were able 
to set up the first church in the village-The 
Path to Righteousness Mission.” 

Dan and Nat were now prepared to sleep 
comfortably after hearing the story. “Dad, 
you’ve made my night the most memorable 
night in my life! I’m proud of you, dad!” Dan 
said. 

“Yes…I can go to my room to 
sleep…dreaming about the story! Thanks 
dad!” Nat reacted. 

Grant felt a sense of fulfillment from the 
inside. He realized how joyful he was that 
he couldn’t help but to say to his two sons: 
“This is the first time I’m experiencing the 
joys of talking to you…Dan and Nat, since 
the death of our mom! Thank you, Jesus, 
for your grace!” 

Chimezie Ihekuna, or Mr.Ben, as he is 
fondly called by his peers, is poised to 
impact the undiluted truth of the word of 
God to humanity through what he terms 
"my God-given talent", writing. To this feat, 
he has written four Christian works-Saved 
By His Grace (a play), Saved By His Grace 
(a short novel), The Limitation of Man's 
Love, The Greatness of God's Love 
(collection of short Christian stories) and 7 
Mistakes Christians Make. Though he has 
other works that relate to virtually all facets 
of life (as seen in his blog, 
www.mybookpublications.wordpress.com), 
his commitment towards the things of God 
and the church has been his propelling 
force to answer the Great commission-soul 
wining. Though, an aspiring author, Mr. Ben 
has earned himself a place in the following 

http://blog-www.mybookpublications.wordpress.com/
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associations; International Association of 
Aspiring Authors, Association of Non-
Fiction Authors, Christianwriters.com, 
TED.com and many other affiliates. Based 
in Lagos, Nigeria, he enjoys reading good 
books, listening to God's word and soul-
lifting music and communicating positive 
thoughts. 

 
Two Trees 

 
GH Goodland 

 
Oh tree to my right how you mirror the left 
Tree on the left, with great vigor you grow 
When waters run dry, your roots search 
below 
To the ends of all branches; lush fruits like 
Eden 
Hundred thousand leaves dance in the wind 
 
Oh tree to my right what phantom did come 
Yielding fruit no more; nor vivid leaves to 
sway 
All branches have ceased, no more but a 
stump 
Fifty thousand leaves dance in the wind 
 
Oh tree to my left so valiant, so true 
A whip of your branch & firm grip of the 
wind 
To the right, one seed you give; let life grow 
anew 
Solitude tis as fire bound for a tree, a 
simple truth to all 
Fifty thousand leaves dance in the wind 
 
Oh tree to my right; look, now you're grown 
As was, now are; from the tree to the left 
came your rebirth 
Teeming with life & beauty displayed 
Hundred thousand leaves dance in the wind 
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Book Reviews 

Fifty Shades of Grace 
 

By Dr. Eddie Summers & Sean Smith 
 

 
 

Who knew there were so many? 
 
Weren’t you taught, as I was, that grace 
had a rather simple definition? Grace is, 
“God’s riches at Christ’s expense.” It has a 
nice Sunday school rhythm, but honestly, it 
doesn’t mean very much. It prompts all 
sorts of questions: 
 
How many or much of God’s riches? 
Did Christ pay for all of it, or was it simply a 
down payment? 
What are God’s riches? 
 
These are questions I believe everyone 
entertains, whether consciously or not. I 
was twenty-five years into my own walk 
with Jesus before I admitted my struggles 
with the concept of grace. One question in 
particular plagued me: “If grace saved me, 
what keeps me saved?” 
 
“By grace you are saved through faith!” I 
knew that by heart, but the trouble is, that’s 
where it stopped. I was saved—now what? 
Does grace still apply to me or do I now 
have to earn my keep?  
 

As I listened to countless pastors and 
teachers, attended to dozens of pulpits and 
persuasions, only rarely did the fog, the 
confusion over the concept, lift a bit. 
Instead of feeling adopted into God’s family, 
I felt a little like a foster child, hoping to 
please my temporary parent so much that 
He wanted to keep me forever.  
 
Don’t get me wrong, for a couple decades I 
denied I felt this way. But my actions 
shouted over my voice. The anthem of my 
heart was, “God, what do you want me to 
do?”  
 
Slowly, God has been removing the veil—
the same veil that hung over the eyes of the 
Hebrews in 2 Corinthians 2:14, “But the 
people's minds were hardened, and to this 
day whenever the old covenant is being 
read, the same veil covers their minds so 
they cannot understand the truth. And this 
veil can be removed only by believing in 
Christ.” 
 
I felt worse in church or Bible studies; a 
cross between motivated to, “go out there 
and serve God more”, and a fear that I 
wasn’t doing enough. The old covenant of 
law keeping still hung partially across my 
vision. Saved by grace…saved to 
serve…and what if I’m not serving God well 
enough? 
 
If you identify with anything I’ve said so far, 
you must read, 50 Shades of Grace.  
 
Who knew there were so many shades of 
it? Who knew the grace that saved you 
through the red-hot blood of Christ, is the 
same grace that beckons the golden sun 
every morning, the same grace that 
shelters you in the blue-black storms of life, 
the same grace that tastes like green grass 
and looks like being led by streams of 
living, blue water. It’s the same grace that 
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transfigured Jesus and allowed the 
disciples to see Him in all of his brilliant 
white splendor; the same grace continually 
transforms you from golden glory to golden 
glory. 
 
This book is meant to be read steadily and 
digested like a scrumptious meal. From the 
very beginning, author, Dr. Eddie Summers, 
instructs his readers not to rush through the 
book. We’re shifting whole paradigms here; 
this is going to take some time! 
 
Fifty Shades of Grace, is effectively broken 
into 10 chapters, which contain 5 sub-
chapters or “shades” of grace. Beginning 
with “Grace Every Day”, Dr. Summers 
walks with his readers through the 
application of grace in health, troubles, 
spiritual growth and extending this grace to 
others.  
 
It’s tempting, as a life-long Christian, to 
throw up our hands indignantly, insert a 
snippet of Scripture and move on to 
“deeper” books, believing we’ve mastered 
this grace thing. Believe me, you haven’t. 
You never will. 
 
Don’t miss this book; or you’ll never know 
the glorious, full spectrum of grace you’ve 
been missing all along. 
 
-Abby Kelly 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

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 

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

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

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 
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longing lists toward sweetness, notes of 
romance, purity and eager expectation.  

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

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

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

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

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

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

Coutta uses unique anecdotes to make his 
point concerning man’s fallen state, the 
state from which our longing is born. 
Employing his knowledge of international 
events and locations, as well as simple 
stories from personal experience, he 
describes human imperfection, the flaws 
that lie even undetected beneath “good” 
behaviors and intentions.  

Following the clear introduction and a 
thorough treatment of each godly attribute 
for which we long, Coutta concludes the 
book with a comprehensive summary of 
each point, tying the strands of each 
previous chapter into a concise final 
chapter. 

Longing for Godliness, is a beautiful and 
unprecedented work. It expresses the 
human purpose, and the desire of every 
believer, to become like our Creator and 
Father.   -Abby Kelly 
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Book Notes 
 
In “Book Notes” you are invited to list any 
recent publications you would like for our 
readers to know about. Please provide a 
description and photo cover copy if 
possible. Please send to 
editor@believerlife.com 
 
 

Living the Amish Way: Seven 
Essential Amish Values to Enrich 

Your Life 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 

 
 
There is something about the Amish way of 
life that compelling causes us to want to 
know more about these “plain people.” 
Their emphasis on family and God, 
simplicity in living, and their humility among 
others often make us wish we had more of 
these blessings in our life as well. Most of 
us will not become Amish, but it is possible 
to learn from the Amish and incorporate 
their values into our modern life. In Living 
the Amish Way the author describes seven 
essential values of the Amish and how they 
express these through their daily living. The 
author also describes how you too can live 
these values out in your daily life and enjoy 
the sense of peace and contentment that 
the Amish experience.  
 
 
(Nonfiction, $2.99 - Amazon, B&N) 

 
 

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

Marriage Work 
 

By Ramsey Coutta 
 

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