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C O N T R I B U TO R S

Gustavo Ruiz,
cover artist and illustrator

ART
GUSTAVO RUIZ: (See Art feature opposite for bio)
LUNINE NORBAL is a minister of the Word at Nu Creation Church. In 2017,
Norbal became a certified Prophetic Dance Minister and earned a bachelor’s degree
in theater design at Concordia University in 2018. Norbal created Espace Divine
Mouvement, where participants worship God through artistic expression. Find her on
FACEBOOK and INSTAGRAM.
SEVERINE STEGNER is a self-taught Canadian artist who is new to the artistic world. She
recently discovered a passion for painting and loves how it deeply moves people. Stegner
particularly enjoys painting scenes of nature, as she feels connected to God through His
creation. Visit Stegner on INSTAGRAM and ETSY.
NOBLE ACQUAH is a writer, designer, and innovator. He is also the host of The Flashback
Show and the CEO of Noble Signed. Noble is constantly exploring and experimenting in order
to discover things that could impact society. Contact Acquah at aacquahnobel@gmail.com.
ALISON SMALLWOOD is a Christian artist devoted to creating illustrations and stories
in the hope of encouraging Christians in their everyday walk with Christ. She has been
nominated for the 2019 National Indie Award for Best Children’s Religion Book and in
numerous book and artistic categories in the 2019 Purple Dragonfly Book Awards. For
more, visit Smallwood at SPIRITUAL MILK and SPIRITUAL MILK MEDIA.
CARLA DURBACH: (See Poetry section for bio)

Ruiz is a follower of Jesus Christ. He currently serves as a Software Product Specialist by
day and is a budding illustrator by night. A geek at heart, when Ruiz is not drawing, he
can be found reading, watching films, or enjoying walks with Paola in the beautiful city
of Montreal.
To check out more artwork by Ruiz, visit his ARTSTATION page and connect with him
on INSTAGRAM.

BOB KIRCHMAN: (See Article section for bio)
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Ruiz was born in Venezuela. At an early
age, he discovered the simple pleasure of
creating pictures that reflected the world
around him, much to the amusement of
family and friends. Learning English as
his second language expanded the real
and fictional realms from which he could
draw from for inspiration, and he did so
with passion. Over the years, schooling
in science and, later on, pencil and paper
provided a refuge from office cubicles
and laptops. But, it was only after moving
to Canada with his wife, Paola, in 2012,
that he learned to see art as a gift that
allows him to tell others about things
that matter.
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POETRY
ANNA JENSEN: (See Poetry feature for bio)
KUYUMBA AWORI was born and raised in Nairobi, Kenya. After obtaining her bachelor’s
in law, she moved to Montreal where she writes and also studied scriptwriting for film
and T.V. Awori works as a columnist and recently published her first book, a collection of
poetic musings titled It Is Written. Visit her WEBSITE for more information.
MINISTER KARMEN A. BOOKER is the founder of Wings of Love Women’s Ministry
(WLWM), an online healing ministry for abused women. Booker has written several books,
designed spiritual poetic bookmarks, and has written for several Christian magazines.
Contact Booker via her WEBSITE for more information.
CARLA DURBACH was raised and educated in South Africa. She worked as a
therapist and assessor for close to twenty years. Carla resides in British Columbia,
Canada, with her husband and three Jedi cats who are plotting to take over the world.
Follow her on INSTAGRAM.
APRIL OJEDA is an educator and writer from Oklahoma. She teaches high school English
and children’s Sunday school. She lives in the Texas panhandle with her husband and
two children. Contact Ojeda at eaojeda4@gmail.com.
CHRISTINE DUNCAN currently resides in Toronto and loves spending her days caring
for children as a nanny. More of her published pieces and creative news can be found
on FACEBOOK.
KAYSHIA HAUGHTON is the founder of The Christ Effect, a podcast devoted to those seeking to cultivate a relationship with Christ. When Haughton isn’t writing or drawing, she
enjoys teaching and content-creating. Visit her on INSTAGRAM or LINKEDIN for more.
RACHEL JAMERSON was born in an isolated area of Patrick County, Virginia. A quirky child
who preferred being alone rather than in a group, she hated small-talk, impracticality, and
unclear instructions. She wasn’t the type to just follow directions without knowing what
she was doing and why. These attributes, along with a love for research, evolved into a
desire to write.
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SAMIATU DOSUNMU is an up-and-coming Christian author. Currently, she contributes
to Christian Spotlight Entertainment as a movie reviewer. She has reviewed critically
acclaimed films such as Green Book (2019 Oscar Winner for Best Film), Bohemian
Rhapsody, A Star is Born, Crazy Rich Asians, Breakthrough, and, most recently, Harriet.
Dosunmu is currently gathering ideas for a book. In her spare time, she likes to take long
walks and spending time with her children. Follow her on INSTAGRAM.

ARTICLES
CATHRYN MCHENRY: (See Articles feature for bio)
GARY CULLEN is a retired civil engineer who has been pursuing a lifelong yearning to
write. He has a mixed family of his, hers, and ours that totals nine children, and has nine
grandchildren. He is a believer in Jesus and attends Celebrate Recovery to support those
who are recovering from addictions, anger, grief, or loneliness. For more, visit his WEBSITE.
BOB KIRCHMAN is an illustrator and designer of artistic architectural renderings and is
accomplished in residential design, fine arts, and photography. He teaches art to young
people at the Augusta County Educators Home-School Coop and a summer program.
Mr. Kirchman is the author of Pontifus, The Bridge Builder’s Tale in Three Parts. He lives
in Staunton, Virginia, with his wife, Pam. Contact Kirchman at studio@bobkirchman.com.
JANELLE DARNAY is a published Christian writer. She is a proud Texan and is married
and blessed with four children. Her goal as a writer is to spread sunshine, hope, and,
most importantly, share Christ with the world. Contact Darnay on FACEBOOK for more.
REBBECCA REYNOLDS lives in North Central Texas. Reynolds has a burden to share how
God has helped her through many struggles in her life which include childhood abuse,
loss of a child, and divorce. She lives with her husband, four of her conglomeration of ten
children, and one grandchild. Her hobbies include singing, spending time with family, and
binge watching movie series. Visit her on FACEBOOK for more.
ANNA JENSEN: (See Poetry feature for bio)

7

7

KARI TYREE lives in Texas with her husband and children. She homeschools her children
and enjoys tinkering on the piano, crafting, reading, and (mostly) writing in her free
time. Visit her WEBSITE for more.

FICTION

KUYUMBA AWORI: (See Poetry section for bio)

LORA HARVEY is a follower of Christ, a mother of two adult children, and a writer and
artist. She grew up in the church but fell away for many years. God used a life-changing
cancer diagnosis to bring her back to Him and her life promises to never be the same.
Visit Harvey on FACEBOOK for more.

ERIC SUDDOTH is a mystery and inspirational writer from Henderson, Kentucky. He is
the author of Solomon’s Dreams: The Hunting at Huntington and Dream Chasers: A
Journey of Faith. When not writing, he works at a local CPA firm. Suddoth is an avid
traveler and mentors students at Young Life. His passion is to help others find their
passion in life. Visit his WEBSITE for more.

KARA MCKENZIE (See Fiction feature for bio)

PAOLA BARRERA was born in Spanish, lives in French, and thinks in English. She loves
words and uses them to point to the best Words she knows—those left by our Maker
and found in Scripture. She’s a writer, speaker, and mentor. Canadian through the gift
of immigration, she lives with her husband, Gustavo, in the beautiful, postmodern city of
Montreal. She writes for Words Outloud. Follow her on TWITTER and INSTAGRAM.

TESTIMONIES
LAND AND SALT: (See Testimonies feature for bio)
ALISON SMALLWOOD: (See Art section for bio)
KALEIGH JORDAN is a new and upcoming author. She is a personal blogger and is
working on her first book. She resides in the DFW area with her three children, two
dogs ,and one cat. Her late husband passed on May 19, 2020, and she has made it her
mission to help those who struggle with grief. Visit her on FACEBOOK more.
ROBERT ADAMS is a dramatist, songwriter, director, actor, musician, and storyteller.
Adams has been writing poetry and song lyrics since 1967, and has acted in various
television, film, and music video productions. He lives in Montreal with his wife, Claudia,
and seven children. Contact Adams at robertandclaudia@gmail.com.
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D yane F orde ,

E ditor

editor - in - chief

And that, yes, He even has a remedy and a purpose
for them.

And provide for those who grieve in Zion—
to bestow on them a crown of beauty
instead of ashes,

On that note, my prayer is that you will find
encouragement, hope, and strength as you wander
through these pages. I pray that you find common
ground with those who have shared their observations,
struggles, and successes through poems, stories,
testimonies, opinions, and visual art. I hope you find
comfort in knowing you are not alone. This issue is
committed to extending grace to everyone who reads it
so that our “love for one another will prove to the world
that you are my disciples” (John 13:35, NLT).

the oil of joy
instead of mourning,
and a garment of praise
instead of a spirit of despair.
(Isaiah 61:3, NIV)
Beauty for ashes. Joy in the place of sorrow. I first heard
these powerful expressions many years ago in a song,
and the beautiful, life-changing concept stuck with me
ever since; whenever I went through a challenge, or
had to endure God’s correction in my life, they would
come to mind.

As usual, I hope that you would share this issue (and Issue
1) with your friends, families, and churches so that they,
too, may experience the blessing of connection through
shared experiences, understanding, and acceptance.
Also, please reach out to any contributors whose work
you may have been touched by—they have bared their
souls in this issue. Your words of support may be what
they need to help them continue their journey. We are
a Body; we are a Family. Let’s love each other as such.

But why? What does it mean? How does one get
something good from something bad?
To me, the expression is one of great encouragement.
It means that nothing is lost and that anything,
including the bad things, can be transformed into
good things by God’s hands. That means our broken
hearts can be healed, and the devastation we survived
can be redeemed and actually be used to help or to
bless someone else (2 Corinthians 1:3–5). The concept
promises that God can give meaning and purpose to
our hurts and bring hope and life to our driest places.

Blessings!

Forde’s love of writing began
with an early interest in reading
and words in general. She is a
self-published author (Rise of
the Papilion trilogy), and founder
of the Lost Pen Magazine
and Focus Writing Services, a
freelance writing and editing
service. In addition to writing and editing, Forde is a social
worker. She lives in Montreal with her family and pets, and
spends her free time maintaining her Japanese-language
Duolingo streak. Visit her at Focus Writing Services.

When it came time to come up with a theme for this
second issue, “beauty for ashes” came to mind pretty
quickly. In a time when mental health problems are
rampant in both the secular and Christian worlds,
and where loss, grief, and pain are as common as
breathing, I think it’s important to remember that God
is with us in the midst of it all—to remember that
He is aware of our struggles, that He understands our
confusion and doubts.
10
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Aslan by Bob Kirchman
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POETRY

Anna Jensen,
poet and author

PHOENIX
ANNA JENSEN
I hear tell of a sun-bird burning
called, at last, on her final flight home
From fire she arose and to fire she succumbs

And these are but the outer fringe of his works;
how faint the whisper we hear of him!
Who then can understand the thunder of his power?

feathers of flame her plumage.
Stillness of death, with only smoke rising
Twisting as wreaths on her grave.

(Job 26:14, NIV)
Yet out of the embers a legend ignites

Jensen is a British ex-pat who, after marrying a South African,

And rises on wings burnished orange and ochre

moved to Durban a little over twenty years ago. For the first year,

Soaring above the pyre as it smoulders

they lived in a small flat above the company workshop of a small

A phoenix reborn from the ashes.

community of local workers. Being less than an hour’s drive
from the local safari park, they enjoyed weekends exploring and

Elsewhere . . .

getting to know the area and its inhabitants.

Smoke billows round in a soot-acrid insult

Several road trips, two children and a ten+ year stint in church

Choking my breathing and cloaking my seeing

leadership later, Jensen felt called to write. After a memorable trip
to Victoria Falls in Zimbabwe where she learned that waterfalls
are deafening, awe-inspiring, drenching, and silencing all at once, and while reading the beginning of Revelation
where John describes the voice of the risen Jesus like “the sound of rushing waters,” Jensen realised that her
incredible experience at the Falls enabled her to more fully comprehend what John meant.
From there came the command to “write what you see in a book” and the start of a journey that culminated in

A blaze catching grasses and branches and leaves
and tossing them free, into the fire of a furnace
where fireworks are moulded and forged.
The roar and the writhe of a manic inferno
inexorable stomp of a monster.
Tomorrow . . .

her first book, The Outskirts of His Glory. This devotional/poetry book shares Jensen’s views on how God speaks,

The pall of destruction

which is often in the most surprising ways through creation. Since then, Jensen has spoken at several local

The end of life now lost but for memory

church events and has a weekly slot on a local Christian radio station where she encourages believers to listen

The carcass of dreams lying tortured

to the whispers of His ways.

Pain hovering loud in the chaos.

Visit her at:

But then . . .
Space has been cleared and vision created

WEBSITE

Fertility forsaking the barren

FACEBOOK

The tender and new—

TWITTER

Tenacious assertion the delight of sweet promise.

INSTAGRAM

The phoenix of hope
reborn from the ashes.
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Image by JohannaIris

irrepressible, unstoppable—

“Passion of Worship” by, Lunine Norbal

EDEN
KUYUMBA AWORI

Curiosity tickled me. I fidgeted with the possibilities,
my mind wandering as it imagined the taste,
the feel, the color inside. I often
walked towards it and stared,
wondering what evil
could come out of such
beauty?
Why plant a tree
yet not eat its
fruit?
Everyday, I
came close;
but I did
not touch it.
I thought my
lusts were my
own to roam
freely in my mind.

BURNING GLOW
KARMEN A. BOOKER
God fills us up with a burning glow,
That continues to burn throughout our lifelong, if we follow the Holy Spirit’s flow.
This flow will lead and guide you along the paths of truth, which lead to eternal life;
Off the road of constant strife.

Until I met the serpent.

Don’t be distracted by what looks good and feels good.
Get back on track and do what you know you should.

Photo by Frank Albrecht

It will lead and guide you along the righteous way;
Out of harm’s way.
But you must believe it and receive it today,
Or else you will perish along the way.
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God of Hope
APRIL OJEDA

Heart
Collector

glory to God in the highest
for the imperfect and the strange,

CARLA DURBACH

for the unbalanced, bent, and cracked,
for the unworthy and the scarred,

of clay and grace

for all things broken, left behind,

Spirit and bone

forgotten, refused, tossed aside,

knitted of fire
my cornerstone,

for such as these, on bended knees,

your voice splits

the well of Hope springs infinite.

the flames, silences
waves, empties
graves, softens
granite, binds up
hearts in the dust
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of ruins

DESIRES
CHRISTINE DUNCAN
Seeing the goodness in God’s wishes
is not all a subtle, unconscious reshaping
like the Force realigning my cells
while I sleep.
Nor is it all a renewing of my mind
by washing a feverish brain with cool water.
It is also the pulling out of a bot-fly
greed, squirming parasitic, flesh eating
Peeling off a super-glued Barbie shrine
from the palm of my hand
Fasting a stomach flu from buttery likes and shares
so thirst quenching love stays down.
But that particular larva wriggling in a Petri dish
no longer burrows through my muscle.
The Barbie idol encrusted in glue and skin
no longer holds my bandaged fist clenched.
My stomach though hungry is healing
and life sustaining love is finding my veins.
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Photo by Brooke Lark

God molds pain into a chisel
and chips stone into flesh.
(Response to Psalm 37:4-5)
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Social Vulnerability
						 (Spoken Word)

POEM

KAYSHIA HAUGHTON

POEM

I am naked and raw in my truth. I can be one hundred percent vulnerable, but not in every setting.
Not when the situation doesn’t seem fit. Not when I don’t know everything about you. And I’m
not asking.
So, why do I have to tell all to fit your bill, just because you are prying? I don’t owe you a thesis on
my life. And, if I tell you everything about myself, then who will protect me? When I can already
tell you don’t like certain aspects of me. But if it were the other way around, if it were me judging
you, then there’d be a problem, right?

Nam dolenita
Idi ditioreprae. Nam dolenita ipsus volorectati ute quibus es moleni

I don’t entertain or engage in your foolery—that’s the real reason why I seem to have a “don’t
really care for this, don’t really wanna be here” attitude. Your words don’t fit in my mouth, so stop
trying to shove them down. Please. I’m wise enough to know not everything deserves a response.
And not everyone holds the right to know all of me.

quibustrum, sam hillori busam, con cus vid ut et, quos aut ad estiame magnitae
velicab orrorro ducide sum et il illandam ide as samenim poratus, quam nus ut
etur receprem. Picitio minis aligend igentium, conseratiore natem ratquos am

So, again, no. I don’t care if I seem hesitant about what information about myself I’m willing to
share. Once given, there are no take backs. So, I’m not sorry that to you I seem to not have a
personality. I don’t care what you think. I will never seek to please you or any man. I’m not kissing
any tushes, and how dare you expect that of me.

landerum aspelecatur sandictus, tectemporem eatur moloreperum re consed
millaute rerios alictem volorio incti dolupit quodi invellab is mo omnimilis

My lack of warming to and self-expression around you is a result of you. Sorry that you’re not
good enough so that I feel safe and comfortable to open up to. To be honest, that’s a different
type of reflection. My only resolution is to please my Creator who knows all about me. I don’t
mind giving Him every detail and, then again, He already knows. You see, He isn’t unfair in His
expectations of me. He gives me grace if I forget or don’t communicate things clearly. He pardons
my “lacking personality.”

sunturio. Archite niet accus rem ne intem aut modis et eum quia que volupis
doluptassum re et porem volenis accum fugiae dolo qui coriae sinvell uptatqu
idipsuntur? Quibusda voles as mod magnis nam que earciducias solum, qui
que voluptatur, quosam nit lab illupta tempossi ommolupit, sam, volorum aut

He wouldn’t consider my person as flawed because He designed me to His liking. He is a gentleman and respects my privacy. He respects my being, my quiet, my reserve, my peace. He doesn’t
push me past my boundaries. In fact, He helped me to set the ones that I have now. And because
of my Creator, I owe you nothing.

faccaborenet atem il enimporum num sed quas sequis nimi, que natium qui
nonse et que secusciunt quas unt que praest fuga. Iqui ommoluptam volum
faccae et etur solorat.
Photo by Hello I'm Nik GB
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So, you don’t have to be nosey, and you don’t need to pretend a genuine interaction.
If it isn’t about my job, there is no need for speeches. Sorry, I only work here, I don’t make the
rules. So, the next time you hold expectations, just remember that I and the Upper Boss are
unconcerned about your entitlements to my personal life explanation.
21

CROSSROADS
RACHEL JAMERSON
Your life is at a crossroads,

Suffering the sting of the adder,

Which pathway will you take?

Stricken yet feeling no pain,

Deception’s an unfaithful partner,

Yet when the dark cloud rises,

Choose wisely, much is at stake.

You will go there once again
Beware the enemy draws you,

The trap is set and waiting,

Closer to your final breath.

Of which you’re unaware,

For where he desires to take you,

The price to be required of you,

You’ll sleep the sleep of death.

Is everything you have.

Shake off the thoughts that bind you.

Wine’s a mocker and is raging,

The fog that dulls the eye.

Those deceived thereby aren’t wise,

Your Father wants to heal you,

You err in vision and judgement,

From the bondage of Satan’s lies.

Image by Nobel Acquach

Your captain steers with lies.

Making your bed on the ocean,
You’ll awake in great despair,
Your body brutally beaten,

22

Photo by Jenise Cook

And your heart beyond repair.
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The chains aren’t there that bound you,
You’ll see with great surprise.
Why, in fact, they never were.
Just more of Satan’s lies.

Inferno
(Spoken Word Performance)
SAMIATU DOSUNMU
Addision is a thirty-four-year-old woman disillusioned by what life has to offer. She was
recently placed on short-term disability after having a nervous breakdown at work. Worse,
her husband demanded a divorce because he could no longer deal with her depression
and mood swings. Her children also announced that they preferred to live with their father
because they were afraid of their mother and wanted peace. Addison is devastated and feels
she has nothing left to live for.

she questions whether he even listens to her or cares at all.

For years, Addison has been consulting her psychiatrist, Dr. Louis. Although she takes the
prescribed medication and follows his instructions, she does not feel she is getting better
but, rather, worse. She is irritated by the fact that Dr. Louis does not seem to understand;

Addision’s story can be found via the following link: YouTube.
Inferno was made with the collaboration of Edward Durant Hay of Durant Productions.
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During one of her sessions, Dr. Louis forces Addision to choose between life or death. Will Addision
give into her infatuation of committing suicide? Or will she open herself up to a new possibility:
hope through the cross of Christ? Listen as Addision realizes that her infatuation is actually her
worst fear.

ARTICLES
(Opinion,
Devotional)

Cathryn McHenry,
therapist and coach
“Connection is the foundation for personal and professional success.”
Asatti Coaching & Consulting

Cathryn McHenry is a singer/songwriter who
loves a variety of artistic pursuits. She also enjoys
kayaking, cycling, and hiking. She is a single mom
of an amazing fourteen-year-old basketball player.
McHenry’s core belief is that we were made to
Photo by Anemone123

connect to God, self, and others. Her purpose in life
is to create and to express love and truth in a way
that brings healing and connection.
McHenry grew up in California and Oklahoma.
Some of her best childhood memories took
place in the church youth group and choir. She
joined the Navy at age twenty and worked as an
Intelligence Specialist onboard an amphibious
assault ship. After the Navy, she earned a bachelor’s
degree in early childhood education. Frustrated
with the inability to provide the level of support
families needed, she earned her master’s degree in psychology with a specialty in marriage and family
therapy. McHenry has worked in an outpatient psychiatric hospital, with families and individuals, and
has created parenting seminars for struggling parents. She now has a private practice in Burleson,
Texas, where she specializes in trauma and abuse recovery, and runs a weekly narcissistic abuse
recovery group. McHenry is working on her first book, which addresses identity issues and healing

M ental H ealth and the
C hristian R esponse
CATHRYN MCHENRY
If we had the privilege of walking with Jesus

that is unavailable without Him, hope that

in the flesh, I imagine the most remarkable

cannot be destroyed, and a future that

Earlier this year, McHenry started Asatti Coaching & Consulting in order to offer online, individual

discrepancy between Him and us would be

has already been secured. We read about

coaching as well as in-house training seminars to teachers dealing with trauma and classroom

His service to those who are hurting. Jesus

it, but why aren’t more of us living it? The

management issues. Asatti’s mission is to bring insight into your limitations, illuminate your

was recorded saying in John 10:10 (NIV), “The

life He offers is the opposite of bondage.

possibilities, and help you initiate an intentional, empowered response.

thief comes only to steal and kill and destroy;

It is not filled with heavy burdens, nor is it

I have come that they may have life, and have

dependent on our ability to walk without

it to the full.” That “full” life includes peace

stumbling. Jesus knows that the Fall brought

relationships. She expects its release in 2020.

Visit McHenry on her WEBSITE for more.
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bondage, and our enemy seeks to keep us from

a morgue. Shame-based leadership and teaching

those they led. Most members of churches I’ve met

as well.” We present what others want to see in order

experiencing Life. One way this is accomplished is

people not to “question God” has left many people

were broken and hurting themselves, struggling to

to sell out for their acceptance. We allow ourselves

through mental illness and the confusion of truth

feeling like they must choose between their faith

find the same answers as those who are lost. In

to become offended by the symptoms of pain

within the church.

and their mental health.

John 8:32, Jesus said that the Truth shall set you

instead of looking at their needs. The presence of

When we seek Jesus, who is the very embodiment

Jesus asked people what they wanted before He

free. What wasn’t said was “following rules and not

sin creates illness, and no one is exempt from the

of truth, we find hope. Sadly, our understanding of

healed them. He already knew what they needed,

messing up will set you free,” or “blindly follow your

consequences. So how do we seek Life and heal

Jesus has been reduced to religion and tradition,

but He also knew that they may not truly want

leaders and your blues will go away.” Healing is

from the effects of the Fall?

where hope is rarely found. If love is an action, we

healing the way He offered it. They had a choice in

cannot say we love others and then not meet their

their healing and a responsibility to participate in

noticeable needs. Why are so many of us walking

the process. What Jesus did not do was walk away

left behind.

our journeys alone, trapped in shame and despair?

from them and say, “I’ll pray for you.” To follow in

Until we understand some fundamental truths

That alone would squash a lot of the anxiety

Jesus met peoples’ needs, and He wasn’t afraid

Jesus’ footsteps is to act as His hands and feet.

about ourselves and God’s design, we will continue

to address culturally taboo topics. He did not shy

We must stop offering cheap platitudes or relying

and depression we struggle with. What we have

to see the presence of anxiety, depression, and

away because a situation felt inappropriate or

on someone else to help when we are more than

accepted as ‘truth’ often produces anxiety and

suicide within our communities as an epidemic.

uncomfortable. If we can be honest for a moment,

capable of meeting their needs. It breaks my heart

depression as we seek our own righteousness,

God designed science, psychology, and human

can we admit that, in its current state, the church

to see the world doing a better job of loving people

inflate our abilities to earn God’s favour, view

has dropped the ball when it comes to meeting the

than we are. This isn’t new; this dynamic has been in

nature. He gave us the gifts of intelligence and

God’s blessings as things we earned, and create

needs of those with mental health issues and that

play since Jesus’ day. He gave us an all-too-relevant

curiosity. We are to replicate His nature; to learn

expectations around God saving us from every bad

we could learn something valuable by following

example in the story He told of the good Samaritan

and explore is to seek Him. When we do, He reveals

thing that could happen. We blame others for the

Jesus’ example?

in Luke 10:25-37. The religious leaders didn’t want

Himself to us in a personal way. Sometimes, that

messes they are in and use them as excuses to not

involves revelations that others aren’t comfortable

lend a hand. The truth is, not one of us measures

with. Jesus constantly pushed people’s comfort

up to God’s standards, and His love is why He did

zones and challenged their assumptions. By His

the hard work for us. He does not condemn us for

very nature, He is bigger than any box wherein we

being afraid, for questioning what we see, or for

may try to contain Him.

lacking understanding. Perfect love casts out all

knew God. How can we reach a broken world,

What we have learned within the field of psychology

fear (1 John 4:18). He has given us the antidote for

show them the love of God, and help them live an

is that trauma changes DNA and can be passed

our struggles.

abundant life, if we are not conductors of His will?

down through generations. We are paying for the

We have a built-in Truth Detector called the

How can we help others when we are too afraid of

sins of our ancestors and those that sinned against

Holy Spirit. God does not leave us once we enter

exploring our own needs and walking in a path of

them. We also know that our beliefs inform our

through the doors of a therapist’s office. The

healing? We must stop loving religion more than

thoughts, and our thoughts influence our emotions.

more compartmentalized Christianity becomes

we love people, and we must stop loving our own

Our thoughts and emotions are expressed through

from other aspects of life, the more dysfunction

comfort more than doing the will of the Father.

our behaviour. It is common for people to focus on

we struggle with. Instead of shaming people

behaviour and rule-keeping and not give enough

(and

credence to our belief systems, which determine

illness, or discouraging

behaviour. The church, who is supposed to have the

being influenced by the “secular world view”

corner on the market on truth, has instead settled

of psychology, let’s encourage others to seek

for religiosity and tradition. We praise people for

professional help. Let’s check on them and leave

good behaviour and avoid people who don’t “do it

judgment at the door. Let’s walk with them and

to be bothered with helping a man clearly in need,

I’m not saying the church doesn’t do good things or

but a Samaritan, who hadn’t committed his life

that it doesn’t help people. I am implying, however,

to God’s precepts, spent his own time and wages

that we have room to grow. If you’ve spent any

to help the man. He was a closer reflection of the

amount of time within a religious organization, I’m

Creator than the religious leaders who supposedly

sure you have seen someone come through the
doors with a need and then leave without it being
addressed. Most likely, they left feeling invisible,
unwelcome, condemned, still broken, and even
more confused. I’ve experienced it in my own life,
and it was devastating. Tough questions are asked
but leaders often give replies such as, “Who are
we to question God? We just have to have faith.
I’ll pray for you.” There’s usually no follow up, and
when they see that person again, they cross to

I don’t hold the belief that most religious leaders are

the other side of the hallway, asking as they walk

intentionally damaging people or that members of

briskly past, “Hey, how are you? Doing good? Great!

the church don’t love others. In fact, most of the

Nice to see you.” If the church is supposed to be

leaders I have known were well intentioned but

a hospital for sick people, we have turned it into

woefully under-informed and just as unhealthy as
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often messy and requires us to roll up our sleeves

If we had a better understanding of truth, our

and clean up the chaos that sin and trauma have

beliefs would give us a firm foundation that would
counteract and destroy the lies of the enemy.
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ourselves)

for

struggling

with

mental

therapy due to fear of

join their search for Truth and healing. But please,

they don’t understand, perhaps we would see a

don’t be someone who tells people you’ll pray for

significant ripple effect in the Church. Together,

them if that’s all you plan to do. The only Jesus our

we can seek Truth and healing and live the kind

generation will see is the one we emulate. Let’s

of authenticity Jesus demonstrated. Surely, that

make what we project be an accurate reflection of

would feel a lot more like abundant life and less

His love and life. Let’s roll up our sleeves and stop

like the weight of the burdens we needlessly carry.

being afraid of getting messy. While we’re at it, let’s

What He Said . . .
OPINION BY GARY CULLEN

I heard a sermon at church recently and, as it often does,
it seemed directed at me. The summary is this: it is all
right to be skeptical or even unsure about God. God
loves you just the way you are, anyway. And He loves
me, too. Turns out, if you read the Bible, most of God’s
beloved followers struggled. Peter was a knucklehead.
Thomas doubted. Paul persecuted Christ’s followers
for years. In the Old Testament, Gideon was a timid
man who hid when he prayed or sacrificed to God.
David was an adulterer and a murderer, even as he
followed God. Samson was stuck on himself so badly
he let Delilah make a fool of him.

encourage our leaders to blaze the way for us and
get their own healing. If they break the stigmas
associated with mental illness and wrestle with the
hard questions instead of shying away from what

All of them had one thing in common: they were
human. They had failings. They were never perfect.
But God loved them all, anyway. God’s love is genuine,
regardless of who we are, for He loved us all before
we were saved (Rom. 5:8). He loved us so much that
He died for us so we would know Him and follow Him.
Turns out, the only difference between you and me is
whether or not you believe in Christ. I am certainly not
better than anyone else.
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1
“Saints,” Bible Study Tools, https://www.biblestudy
tools.com/dictionary/saints/.
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Christ said He did not come to condemn, but to save.
He saves sinners every day. The Greek word for saint
means, “one set apart.”1 So, ultimately, what makes me
different is that, as a saint, I am set apart from the
world by my belief in God and the One He sent: Jesus.

R eigniting the D ream :
L ois M. T upyi ’ s
R edemptive C ompassion
BOB KIRCHMAN

People who live in chronic need often lose their
ability to hope, dream and make plans for their
future. —Lois M. Tupyi, Love in the Name of Christ

Lois Tupyi is the Executive Director of Love in the
Name of Christ, Treasure Valley, Idaho. She’s a
Renaissance woman and the author of Selah: Pause
and Consider, a devotional that goes beyond the
short reading format to encompass Bible reading,
praise music, and beautiful photography. Tupyi
is all about restoring Christian ministry as the
Defining Difference, bringing its impact to the
local community. Seeing that the church often
struggles to provide relational ministry to people in
need, Tupyi developed her Redemptive Compassion
curriculum. So many of our commonly used
methods seem ineffective in reducing or alleviating
ongoing needs. Redemptive Compassion addresses
that deficiency by focusing on the total person.
Scripture shows us that humankind exists in body,
soul, and spirit. Love in the Name of Christ begins
by providing material help but then immediately
brings disconnected individuals into relationship.

Sometime around 1933, the United States
government entered the business of meeting
human needs. As the Great Depression dragged
on, the government found that it could provide
necessities and build houses. Eleanor Roosevelt’s
planned community of Greenbelt, Maryland,
provided clean and new (albeit uniform) houses
and apartments to replace the old “substandard”
housing of the previous century. In the surrounding
fields of the Beltsville Agricultural Research Center,
modern chemical-dependent agriculture was
being developed to assure the country would never
have another “Dust Bowl.”
While the goals were noble, the results led to
people no longer depending on their neighbours.
Churches ceased to be the primary engine of
compassionate care, as ministers were replaced
by caseworkers. People became trapped in what
would become known as “generational poverty.”
Living from government check to government
check, they lost the spark of IMAGO DEI—the
“Image of God”—that defines each one of us.

compassion and healing. Many former Neighbors
continue to volunteer in the program, which
offers many opportunities. There is a warehouse
for meeting physical needs, a thrift store, and,
of course, the Thursday night program. The real
ministry is that a person moves from simply being
a recipient of help to someone who will make a
difference in the world—a person fully alive!

before six, and there is lively conversation between
Neighbors and ministry volunteers. Karen, a leader,
opens in prayer as her little daughter socializes
with people in the room. Dinner is provided each
week by a different local congregation. After
dinner, Neighbors gather in small classes that teach
Godly self-image, basic finances, and how to have
a relationship with God. A whole group of local
churches are involved in the ministry, and the goal
is to bring Neighbors into ongoing relationships,
not only with God but with His people.
After a Neighbor has completed the classes (which
may take a few years), they graduate from the
program. They often offer stirring testimonies on
graduation night and have hopefully developed
relationships in one of the local churches
represented. Love in the Name of Christ is not a
church, but it is an arm of the Church that brings
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On Thursday evenings in Fishersville, Virginia, the
Love Your Neighbor time begins. Church vans from
area churches bring “Neighbors” from Staunton,
Waynesboro and Augusta County together for a
meal and fellowship. If it looks a bit like the Biblical
“coming together” for prayer, teaching, and a meal,
that is by design. People arrive a few minutes
33

Inner Portrait

Watercolour by Severine Stegner
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JANELLE DARNAY
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I realized that during my struggles with depression,
He held me in His arms while also embracing the
joy, peace, strength, and confidence that were still
inside of me. For it is the joy, peace, and strength
of God that enabled me to be the person in the
photographed image.

The picture of a woman with light brown hair
and green eyes smiled back at me. There were
many compelling aspects about the photo. The
woman’s skin held a glow of quiet confidence. Her
smile spoke of friendliness and compassion. As for
her eyes, they revealed an inner peace, a keen mind,
and a fun nature.

From time to time, I will probably have my down
days. I am a mere human who goes through all of
life’s cycles, just like everyone else. One thing I can
be sure of, though, is that my Lord’s healing touch
is just a breath away. It just has to be embraced.

For all the positive qualities this picture possessed,
they saddened me. This was the kind of person I
wanted to be.
And yet, it was a picture of me, taken a few months
back for the company’s storyboard when I had
started the job.

God has an inner-portrait of all His children, and He
is mindful of our talents, passions, abilities, delights,
and capacities even when we ourselves are blind
to them. Our fulfillment lies in the acceptance of
the unique being that He created in each of us.
No pebble or snowflake is the same. Just as our
Creator intended.

You see, recently, I had been like a child in a dark
forest looking for a fraction of light, crying on
the inside. Withdrawn from the world. And the
only descriptive word I had for those feelings
was depression, caused by the negativity of my
surroundings and workplace.

So you can laugh, grow, and even triumph just by
claiming and living His inner-portrait of you. When
I do, my spirit’s jubilee soars to astonishing heights.

Tears overcame me when I realized that somewhere
deep within me existed that woman I longed
to be once more. I understood that she was not
completely lost, and God was reminding me that
there was much more than a glimpse of light
shimmering in that dark forest—reminding me
that hope still thrived.

I thank God for revealing my inner-portrait. May
you also welcome your spirit’s jubilee.
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choice but to give in. . . .
He sits on the edge of the bed. His head is in his hands. His
brain is empty as he tries to ignore the inner pain of the

Fires

growing black hole—the hole that wants to suck him in. He
feels that would be a good idea. But there really isn’t anything
troubling in his life right now. He has a loving, doting wife. The

ANNA JENSEN

bills are paid. There’s food on the table. The kids have shoes,
clothes, and money available for extra activities. So, why does
he feel like letting the black hole envelop him?
She just wants to stay under the covers where it’s safe and
secure. It’s dark, but not as dark as the world on the other side.
She folds into the fetal position. Hunger nips at her stomach,
yet she cannot find the strength to leave her haven to find
food. She thinks about how much effort would go into getting

In the region of South Africa where I live, we have very
little winter rainfall. The days are warm and sunny, and
the evenings pleasantly cool after the humidity of
summer. In many ways, it’s a delightful time of year.

up, walking to the kitchen, and finding something to eat. The
thoughts alone exhaust her. So, she stays under the covers.
Tears well up in her eyes as she drifts off to sleep. Again.
Depression is a thief! It steals one’s joy and any thoughts of

But there is a downside. The landscape slowly turns from
a vibrant, lush green to a tinder-dry brown. As winter
progresses, the risk of fires breaking out becomes a
real concern.

happiness. It steals time from the things necessary to live, as
well as from the people we love and who love us.
However, depression does not have to win. That part is a

How?
It may not be easy, but it is simple. 1 Corinthians 13:13 (NLT) says,
“Three things will last forever, faith, hope, and love—and the
greatest of these is love.” God’s love conquers all. So, read His
love letter, the Bible, daily. Next, be surrounded by people who
are loving and encouraging. Then, laugh often. It is a wonderful
release! Cry when needed. That is also a healthy release.
Finally, understand that depression affects more than the
struggling individual, but also bleeds over and affects those

My family struggles with depression. All I can do is love and
encourage them. . . .
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We, ourselves, can feel like we’ve been struck by
“lightning,” flames burning the core of our beings
through disappointment, pain, and despair. Mired
in a misty haze of confusion, we lose sight of what is
true. Everything seems contaminated by the stench
of destruction.

Although I’ve never witnessed devastation on a scale
encountered in California, Portugal, or Australia, the
little I have experienced is unsettling enough: the night
sky lit by an orange glow as maniacal dancers leap
from bush to bush, the air filled with the deep roar of
an engulfing, ravaging monster. Morning brings the
“catch in the throat” smell of burning grassland, where
the mist of smoke can be seen rising.

choice. We can choose to fight it.

around them.

This truth got me thinking, as does so much about how
God works in and through creation. The wildfires I have
seen are often started by lightning striking the dried-up
grasses. In Job 38, God assures Job that He and He alone
can call on lightning bolts and order them where to
land. No sweeping wildfire is, therefore, by accident, no
scene of devastation a permanent finality. After death
comes life; after mourning, joy; after ashes, beauty.

And yet—Jesus. “A bruised reed he will not break, and a
smoldering wick he will not snuff out,” says Isaiah 42:3
(NIV). Rather, He transforms with resurrection power,
speaking life and new growth to the blackened ruins
of our souls. Our darkened valleys are never beyond His
reach, our ashes never too many, the beauty of fresh
greening even now appearing.

We once spoke to a wildlife conservationist about
the winter fires and their ugly, unpleasant aftermath.
He smiled knowingly and went on to explain that the
fires, far from being a destructive force, were, in fact,
yearly acts of regeneration. The old, woody stems of
the previous year’s growth were removed, creating
space for the new shoots that would take their place.
Animals flourished and thrived on the abundant
nutrition suddenly available, in turn fertilizing and
bringing life to the seemingly ravaged ground.

Editor’s note: This article was included before the onset of the
devastating fires in Australia, and it was kept because its message is
pertinent to Christian living. Please know that we are sensitive to the
plight of the Australians and intend no disrespect.
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REBBECCA BARRETT

Sometimes, depression can make you feel like you have no

Photograph by Carla Durbach

T he J ourney
from P ain to
P eace

T he B utterflies A re H ere

“Survival of the fittest, I guess,” said my grocery
helper, at last, shrugging the small worry off.

KARI TYREE

But why? Why do we feel sad that some butterflies
get squashed on their journey? Many more of them
surely reach the final destination and are able to
replenish the population of the species. Overall,
what is the death of some butterflies when the
population as a whole is fine? If all the butterflies
survived, they would probably create some kind
of overpopulation problem in an ecosystem
somewhere, anyway.

Yet we do not live in an ideal world. Instead, there
is loss all around us, despite the abundance of
beauty and goodness which are apparent, too. It is
relatively easy to see how the beauty in the world
points us to God. After all, if God does exist, we
expect He is good and would make good things.
The intricate patterns and delicate strength of the
tiny butterfly’s wings present themselves to us as
belonging to the purview of a great Designer who
knows much more and has more creative power
than we humans could ever presume to possess.
The thought that random mutations in the absence
of any informed plan could produce such wonders
might strike us as comical, outlandish, ludicrous,
like assuming all the works of Shakespeare were
produced not by an intelligent author but by the
random shaking of ink bottles against paper. It
takes a great and blind faith, indeed, to believe in
such a thing.

If a naturalistic explanation for how the world
works and for life in general were truly sufficient,
then our response to the dead butterflies would
not make any sense. Indeed, where would this
response even come from? The emotions of
guilt and sadness at the inconsequential loss of
some insects could serve no purpose in terms of
evolutionary development. Rather, our response
reveals that there is a standard of what is good: an
ideal that we are somehow programmed to seek.
When we see death, especially the sudden quashing
of fragile creatures on their seemingly hopeful and
harrowing journey across a continent, we recoil.
The situation seems horrible to us because we
sense that something isn’t right. In an ideal world,
all the beautiful butterflies would make it and

But what of the brokenness of the butterfly wings
smashed into the grills of our cars? Surely the
existence of such ugliness makes us question
whether a good God exists or is in control of
anything. Much worse brokenness than dead
butterflies often crowds into our lives or the lives
of those we know or hear of in the news. We suffer
grief at the death of loved ones. We experience
depression after what should be a joyous occasion,
like the birth of a new baby. We struggle with
anxiety in the midst of our busy lives—lives that
are supposed to be fulfilling. It is a natural first
response to question the existence of a good God
under these circumstances. But the very fact that
they repulse us actually gives us a clue that a good
God does exist.

Image by Beckett Ruiz

Yes, many of the butterflies don’t make it to their
destination (although I doubt “fitness” has anything
to do with which ones are hit by cars). But the man’s
reference to naturalistic evolutionary theory got me
thinking. His comment and the concept of “fitness”
itself attempt to explain suffering and death and
the basic fact that not all creatures survive, which,
for some reason, makes us feel sad.

“The butterflies are here!” I commented to the young man helping me load groceries into my car.
“Yeah, passing through on their annual migration,” he responded. “I always hate to see them in front of
the car, though.”
I knew what he meant. My husband had commented on the same issue. The American Snout butterflies
often show up in droves a few weeks following a heavy rain in southern Texas.1 They fly so thickly across
highways that it’s impossible to commute without killing some. My husband and the man at the grocery
1
Monika Maeckle, “Snout-nosed Butterfly Population Surges in South Texas Following Recent Rains,” Texas Butterfly
Ranch (blog), 3 Aug. 2018, https://texasbutterflyranch.com/2018/08/03/rain-following-drought-brings-return-of-snout
-nosed-butterflies-to-south-texas/. Accessed 23 Aug. 2019.
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they wouldn’t cause an overpopulation problem;
everything and every creature would live in perfect
balance with everything and everyone else.

store felt dismayed and slightly guilty about this
fact, though it was unavoidable.
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If the universe existed without a Designer outside
of it, it would be in a sort of moral vacuum. There
would be no standard outside of the natural world
itself to differentiate good from bad, right and
wrong, or beauty and brokenness. The natural
world hardly gives us any clues as to why we have
such a negative response to death; after all, isn’t
death “natural,” and in many cases, even necessary?
According to the natural order we should accept it
without qualms. So, we must look outside of the
natural universe to make sense of the fact that
we respond to death as though something were
inherently wrong. We sense that something about
the universe is broken, which implies that perhaps
once it was (and we long for it to be again) whole.

Mark quickly realizes that no matter what the elites
proclaim with their “scientific point of view” (pg.
297), he wants to be on the side of the “Normal.”
Later, when asked to stamp on a crucifix, Mark
refuses. Though he still assumes there is no God,
and believes that Christ himself, “on that very
cross, had discovered [Christianity] to be a fable”
(pg. 334), Mark decides to join with what he dubs
the “Straight” rather than the “Crooked” (pg. 334).

He wonders, “If the universe was a cheat, was that
a good reason for joining its side?” (pg. 334). In this
brilliant philosophical and psychological depiction
of the common human experience of the clash
between an ideal standard of good and a broken
reality, Lewis posits that, at the very least, our
experience shows us a standard does, in fact, exist
(what he calls the “Normal”). Without an objective
standard somehow ingrained in us, we would not

In That Hideous Strength2, one of his space trilogy
novels, C. S. Lewis argues that even if the natural
universe is all that exists, it would be better to
fight against the nastiness and insanity within it
than to side with all of its brutish baseness. Mark
Studdock, a man driven by the desire to belong,
finds himself fighting against an attempt at what
essentially boils down to brainwashing by the
“elites” he’s been trying to get close to throughout
the whole story.

The next step is determining where the standard
originates, and the crucifix scene, of course,
provides a clue as to where Lewis finds the
answer: the God of Christianity and the Bible. It is
reasonable to explain our awareness of a standard
by the existence of a God who reveals the standard
(by being Himself the standard for all perfection),
and who created us with an inherent awareness of
it. It also makes sense to say that if the universe was
created by a good God, and was, at one point, good,
then we can understand why now we question the
presence of broken and terrible things; they are
broken and terrible not by design, and they were
not meant to be this way. When we startle and
weep at brokenness, ugliness, and death, we agree
with the “Normal”; we take sides with God against
the brokenness rather than accepting it as part of
an amoral and nonsensical universe containing
no explanation within its own boundaries for the
existence of any standard of morality or even for
life itself.
The beauty in the world—its landscapes, delicious
foods, self-sacrificial love, butterfly wings—
reveals the beauty of a Designer who is good. But
the brokenness of the world and the fact that we
perceive the brokenness as such also point us to
God. In the face of the brokenness and our grieving,
let us recall that He even entered into our world
and partook of its brokenness, becoming broken
Himself and overcoming that brokenness, so that
all things might one day be restored and made
whole and beautiful again.
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But after an hour or so this long, high coffin
of a room began to produce on Mark an
effect which his instructor had probably
not anticipated. . . . The built and painted
perversity of this room had the effect of
making him aware . . . of this room’s opposite.
As the desert first teaches men to love water,
or as absence first reveals affection, there
rose up against this background of the sour
and the crooked some kind of vision of the
sweet and the straight. Something else—
something he vaguely called the “Normal”—
apparently existed. (Lewis, 2003, pg. 293)

2
All citations relating to That Hideous Strength are
taken from: C.S. Lewis, That Hideous Strength (New York:
Scribner-Simon & Schuster, 2003).

be able to recognize the crookedness of the world.

Who Started the Fire?
KUYUMBA AWORI

And after the earthquake a fire,
but the LORD was not in the fire.
(1 Kings 19:12, NKJV)
Just like Elijah, sometimes you and I equate great
manifestations, opportunities, and projects with
“big fires,” and we assume that God is the force
behind them. It’s easier to jump aboard a luxury
yacht than it would be, say, a dug-out canoe, simply
because the yacht is more attractive. It looks good,
grand. It screams opulence. After all, good things
come from God, right? But wait. Is every “good”
thing good for you? I once heard a wise woman
say, “Every good thing isn’t always good for you.”
Even too much candy gives cavities, and pleasure
can (possibly) kill you. It takes a humble heart to
walk away from something grand because it is not
the right thing.

Sometimes, we do well to walk away from anything
that isn’t birthed by God. We do not have to get
burned to obey. God is looking for people who
trust Him first, even when the road is uncertain.
Even in the small things, like inviting a friend
to church, giving to a person in need, calling
someone who is constantly on your mind—you
never know whose deliverance or breakthrough is
tied to your obedience.
Obedience looks like waking up when you should
and going where God sends you while employing the
methods He gives you. There are times we are
disobedient but still get results—which may fool
us into thinking that we are on the right track when
we are not. For example, though Moses was angry
and hit the rock instead of speaking to it, water
still gushed out. Disconnection from life is death;

We start “fires” and hope He will fan the flames.
But did He really start those fires?
When something seems to be “too good” I interpret
it as being “so good that it draws one away from
the truth.” Consequently, good isn’t always good,
after all. In the book of Genesis, there were two
proverbial trees: a tree of knowledge of good and
42
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evil and a tree of life. Sometimes, the thing we call
“good” has evil within it, and the reason it is not
good is that it can destroy us. Eating from the tree
of good and evil resulted in death for humanity.
Further, an attractive fire without God as its source
will consume and burn to ashes. Had Moses found
a burning bush without God in the flame, the fire
would have consumed him.

disobedience is a downward slope to death. I often think of King Nebuchadnezzar. He was foolish
enough to think he could have a just society without the Creator of justice at its core and a moral
society without a moral compass. The only result
was insanity because it is madness to think that a
mango seed will produce apples.

God out of our plans and then demand that He
ensures our success?
The cost of obedience is always high. It’s difficult
to put aside lucrative projects or once-in-a-lifetime
business opportunities. However, I have found that
life’s most satisfying moments are when we know
without a doubt that we are at the center of His will.
After all, it is the safest place to be.

We call Him Alpha and Omega, the Beginning and
the End. If God is God over your life, then truly
every beginning should begin with Him and every
end should end with Him. Oftentimes we start
“fires” and then invite God to be a part of the blaze.
But when it fails, or we get burned, we ask, “Where
were you, God?”
We often have grand plans, which is good. It is
important to dream big. But isn’t it unfair to leave
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So, where is your hope? Are you single and
searching with incredible hope and faith that God
has something great in store? Or have you settled
into a mundane life and given up on hope? Most
people would think that searching for a lifetime
would be horrible. But if you are searching with
God, is there a better life than that?

EDITORIAL
Image by Gregory Culmer
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What Are You Hoping For?
ERIC SUDDOTH
Do not arouse or awaken love
until it so desires.
(Song of Songs 2:7, NIV)

Many years ago, my Tuesday night Bible study
group completed Tommy Nelson’s book, A Study of
Love, Sex, Marriage and Romance. I wasn’t dating
anyone at the time, and at the beginning of the
study, I wondered, “Why even come? Why do I need
to hear about romance when I’m not even dating?”
Thankfully, the Gardners, leaders of the group,
convinced me to stick with it. In the book, Tommy

Nelson made a point that has forever changed my
outlook on relationships: “It is better to be single
and have hope than to be in a hopeless marriage.”1
If that giant statement was the only thing I got out
of the two months, it was well worth it.
1
Tommy Nelson, Amazon (paperback), Hudson
Productions, Aug 1 2005, https://www.amazon.ca/
Song-Solomon-Study-Marriage-Romance/dp/1928828124
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similar to someone sitting in the dark for days on
end, lonely, starving, and afraid. It is a bad existence,
but they have adapted to the surroundings. Their
vision may have adjusted so that they can see the
cold, brick walls surrounding them. When, finally,
the doors open, they are excited about their new
freedom. But when the bright light shines into their
eyes, they are blinded. At first, the shock is startling,
causing them to shrink back into the darkness
because it is comfortable—it’s what they know.
Please don’t sit a lifetime in the dark because that
is what you are used to. Get up, and walk in the
light. It will be hard, and you may bump into things
along the way. But, eventually, it will be well worth
all the stumbling. And, if you fall, get back up.

I don’t want this devotional to veer towards
marriage, but I see how faith and marriage mirror
one another. One night, when I was having supper
with my friends (who are married), the wife looked
at me with sincerity and said, “Eric, are you happy?”
The question startled me because she thought
that since I was single I must not be happy. “Yes, I
am very happy,” I answered and then wondered if
I should have asked her the same question. Sadly,
I bet that if I asked that question to the married
couples around me, they would say the same thing
I did—only they would be lying through their
teeth. Quite possibly, they might have jumped into
love too quickly because it seemed like it was time
for them to get married.

Hold on to hope. Relationships can be mended.
Marriages can be rekindled. Dreams can be
reawakened. A phoenix rising from the ashes
is a wonderful, mythical metaphor for starting
over, but God can do greater, even more amazing
things than that.
Daily Scripture: Psalm 16

Are you happy?
For more devotionals by Suddoth, discover his
book Dream Chasers: A Journey of Faith.

This may sound strange, but don’t jump into your
dream too quickly because, after a while, you may
hit rock bottom and realize you’re locked into a
hopeless life. I believe that is the worst life to live.
Do not become a Christian robot. Feel the love of
God. Express your heart to Him, the good and the
bad. Show your true colours of faith and don’t get
tied down by your life. Instead, let your life run
free with hope.
Are you tied, or are you free? How can you untie
your knots?
If you feel like you are in a hopeless life, God can
change that. It will not be easy, and it will take
time. It will probably hurt. But it will be worth it. It’s
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Restoration from
the Ashes of Burnout
PAOLA BARRERA

In 2014, I was wrapping up my last week at my
well-paying corporate job. My clients were big
name companies. I had worked hard to earn their
respect and to establish my credibility as being
smart, reliable, and able to offer strategies that
could make a difference for their businesses.

thirty-year-old me that it is not the what that
makes it or breaks it, it’s the why. And my why was
breaking me. To be clear, a corporate job, a good
salary, and travelling for business are all fine goals.
I am in no way suggesting these are evil things. It’s
why I was pursuing these things that showed the
condition of my heart.

I travelled occasionally to present findings
to C-level executives, directors, and VPs. The
travelling was just the right amount—enough
to make it exciting and yet occasional enough
to not drain. My salary was increasing steadily; I
was earning well. I was also held in high regard by
my boss, my clients, my team, and the CEO of the
company.

The narratives in my head dictated that to be
someone I needed to attain certain goals. The
size of my bank account, my job title, and client
portfolio confirmed to me and to others that I was
a person of value. That was why I had been trying
so hard to attain them.
Like an addict needs his fix to function, I was
addicted to what my job fed in me. The problem
was that it could not give me the fix I really
wanted, anymore. I could not quit the sense of
importance tied to what I did. So, quitting my life
instead seemed like the only option left. That is
how blind I had become. My heart was empty, and
my mind was a dark place. Inside, I was literally a
dying soul.

Yet, by the fall of that year, I was also suicidal.

And provide for those who grieve in Zion—
to bestow on them a crown of beauty
instead of ashes,
the oil of joy
instead of mourning,
and a garment of praise
instead of a spirit of despair.
They will be called oaks of righteousness,
a planting of the Lord
for the display of his splendor.
(Isaiah 61:3, NIV)

Beauty for ashes. That’s what we receive when we
follow Jesus. And ashes were definitely what were
housed in my mind. What do I mean? The word
ashes is defined as “the powdery residue left after
the burning of a substance,” and “the remains of

a human body after cremation or burning.”1 And
that is what my thought-life drove me to: a severe
burnout that nearly destroyed me. Let me explain.

I was hungry for achievement because I was
hungry for identity. Accomplishment was a
gateway drug to feel validated and important. My
worth was completely married to the fruits of my
labour. Without realizing it, I gladly served at the
altar of success.

The moment of truth came when I finally decided
to quit my job. It seems like such a simple thing.
People quit their jobs every day. Yet, I couldn’t bring
myself to do it. “Who would I be?” was the question
holding me back. Nonetheless, realizing who I
had become (tired, sleepless, and depressed), with
a big gulp, I timidly typed up and handed in my
resignation. It was the hardest and most freeing
thing I’d ever done.

1

The line between career and purpose blurred into
a shade of sameness. I want to tell twenty- and

Little did I know that in quitting that job I was
quitting an entire way of looking at myself and

“Ash,” Lexicon, Oxford, https://www.lexico.com/en/
definition/ash.
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Nothing will sober you up more than to realize
you have the life you wanted, yet its emptiness
swallows you whole. None of the achievements
I’d worked so hard for had given me the
validation and comfort I wanted. For the bulk of
my adulthood, I had relentlessly pursued a very
specific definition of success. I longed after what
my bank account would say about me and how
impressive my resume could look.
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others. I was quitting a pursuit of fifteen-plus years
to make a name for myself, a task that had turned
out to be a house of cards. The ashes were all over
the place. But rescue was underway.

homecoming. I missed my home, yet it felt new. As
He is unchanging, it was my mind that was being
refreshed, renewed. My identity rests safely in the
hands that were pierced for my sake. I came to
understand that on a deeper level than ever before.

The verse from Isaiah contrasts the state of our
heart, which is mourning, against the oil of gladness
that we receive. The language choice is meaningful,
as oil is meant as a marker to distinguish and as a
signifier of joy to come. The significance I had tried
to give my life with distinguishing accolades had
ironically left my life joyless and void of meaning.

Living for Him meant really living! Losing sight
of that had meant losing my lifeline. Regaining it
swept away the ashes and dressed my heart with
Truth. Where lies had spread into every crevice of
my thought-life, oil of gladness was gently poured.
The road to recovery has been a slow, steady one.
One baby step at a time, I let new narratives from
God’s Word take captive the old ones and replace
them. Much like a recovering alcoholic, I now walk
through life with a deep sense of sober-minded
awareness. Identity, purpose, and success are all
definitions I revise regularly against an eternal
perspective rather than the here and now. My life is
now small, but my God is so very big.

Jesus rescued me from trying to build my own
little kingdom of self-reliance. He rescued me
from myself. Though I had been a believer since
I was ninteen years old, I had become so hungry
for the spectacular, so keen on results, that I had
reduced God to a small caregiver I’d summon
when things got too hard or when I didn’t get the
outcome I’d been hoping for. Twenty years later,
I had lost my way. That burnout turned out to be
God’s saving grace.

To find myself face-to-face with the Gospel again
was water to my parched soul. It was like a strange
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Ashes are remnants of something that has ceased.
My burnout was the end of whatever strength I had
to be the captain of my own life. It was a picture
of what following my own truth had achieved. The
stark realization that we are broken and can’t fix
ourselves is terrifying. But, it is also the beginning of
healing for the follower of Jesus because His yoke is
easy, and unlike the burden of our expectations (or
the world’s), His burden is light.

TESTIMONIES

Land and Salt,
folk musicians

We are English hymnals. We are folk and blues—this is the genesis of our sound.
Songs that move hearts with scripture with an uncooked acoustic power,
raw and God centred.
-L&S

British-based folk musicians Land and Salt are a family at their heart. Husband and wife Charlie and
Marie have released Land & Salt's debut album after a long break from the British acoustic scene. A few
years ago, after living in nearly every corner of Britain, they answered the call to move their family to
the wilds of West Wales, which has been a place of new growth in their calling to create songs with the
message of the gospel.

Salve is a work of grace. Above all, it speaks of unity, pure and simple. Unity born from a Man who
humbled Himself enough to wash the feet of His betrayer, not just those of His friends. We have used
our voices and our hands to blend rhythm and beauty. Driven by guitar and vocals, but embellished with
banjo, violin, cello, concertina, and meaty percussion, Salve is L&S’s debut release on their label, Saltworks
Records, a new record label committed to truth in sound.

“We can’t thank God enough for using our woes, transforming them from being our weaknesses
into our Salve.”

Contact Land and Salt at:
WEBSITE
TWITTER
FACEBOOK
INSTAGRAM
SENTRIC MUSIC PUBLISHING
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Land and Salt:
Becoming Gospel-Led Folk
by LAND AND SALT

that prayer by sending us to live three doors down
from that church. It’s worth mentioning that we
both had difficult religious experiences in our
childhood, so we were reluctant to be part of a
church but ended up going because the people
were so warm. We were drawn to a group of people
with whom we had little in common because
they welcomed us with love and a new and vivid
kind of peace. They remain our church home.
Needless to say, we brought the children they had
been praying for.

It was election night when we travelled from London,
and the streets were full. We had just played at the
world famous Troubadour on old Brompton Street.
But despite being a great evening, we both left
London feeling that that was our last gig. No matter
how much we toured, or how many albums we sold,
we had an emptiness inside that music couldn’t fill.
We were both brought up in musical families. Our
heritage spanned from opera singers and violinists
in orchestras to Irish bar singers and country piano
players. We trained, taught, lived and breathed
music and had never faced the possibility that
we wouldn’t play forever. But music had become
something that demanded more and more from
us. It wanted us to focus purely on ourselves and
climbing higher. We were newly married but were
encouraged not to publicise it, and we felt a hunger
to make a home and start a family. We took a break
from touring and playing, and a few months later,
we discovered that we were expecting our first baby.

Some months later and nine months pregnant,
we were both baptised, and we met Jesus in a
powerful way. So, newly saved, we began to seek
a clear direction from God, from ordained ministry
to missionary work. But upon reflection, the still,
small voice in our hearts was calling us back to
music—back to the thing we had run away from,
fearful of its self-centred pull. If Jonah ran away,
then we went one step further and just hid. Music
didn’t appeal to us, full stop. We simply could not
disconnect the lifestyle we had already lived with
what God was asking of us.

Our journey to faith began in a sleepy village in
Somerset, England, when a small group of ladies
began to faithfully pray for children to come to the
church. They were a small church of about twelve
people but believed in the power of prayer.

But, over time, the music we heard at church, or
in our daily lives, that gave glory to God was like
bread and water—it gave us life. A renewing of
our minds began, and God made it clear that, if we

Little did we know at the time, but Jesus answered
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kept our minds focused on Christ, there
would be no “wrong turns.”
The purpose of our music is to spread
God’s Word, and it has been an
incredible journey with many blessings
and miracles along the way. After living
in nearly every corner of Britain, we
answered the call to pick up and move
our family to the wilds of West Wales a
few years ago, which, upon reflection has
been a place of new growth regarding
our calling to create songs with the
message of the gospel at their core.
The rugged landscape and rumbling
atmosphere of revival has nurtured an
environment of spiritual reflection on
our journey to create gospel-led music.
Once we began to trust God’s calling,
amazing things started happening, and
we were gifted with song upon song.
It’s worth emphasizing that our lives
are busier than ever before. We run a
business from home, we have six children from
ages one to thirteen, and we home-school them all.
But despite our crazy, hectic schedule, we began to
write music like never before, on tea breaks, during
car journeys, on walks, in the middle of the night,
whilst gardening, or whilst cooking meals—it just
began to flow, and the Holy Spirit has been pouring
out blessings upon us.

from the Bible and put into lyric form. Sometimes,
they are expository teachings, where we focus on
one section of scripture and try to offer meaning
or context. We tread carefully with our words as we
know the huge responsibility that comes with this.
It is apparent that the Christian music business
has many similarities with the secular industry. We
need to be aware that God is foremost creative,
but His creativity does not mimic the way that the
world creates. In our act of creating, we should be
reclaiming a patch of soil for the Kingdom. That
can take many forms, but it should echo Jesus’
image of love, kindness, generosity, and, finally, it
should direct our eyes upward toward the heavens.
It is not the end product that counts but rather
it’s the reason behind the creation that gives art
its power. And as Christians, we have an amazing
opportunity to communicate that to people who

Our style of playing has always been two separate
entities, but we have literally married what we do
together to come up with our current sound. It’s
a merging of a folk vocal with a fingerpicking
guitar style that rings out like unplugged gospel
folk—which is how we got the tagline “gospel
led-folk for gospel-led folk,” which also sums up
our purpose. We want to share God’s word with
everyone, so most of the lyrics are taken directly
53

incredible string arrangements. We were careful
to cover every decision regarding our music
and who we work with in prayer, and Robyn has
been a real answer to those prayers. God is using
everything we have at hand—we are totally “in
house.” Our studio, our production, our artwork,
our promotion, and even our photographs are
done at home. Making recordings is an incredible
process and production is sensitive and honest to
its source. We don’t use multiple edits or a lot of
post-production but rely on natural room sounds
for reverb and compression. The resulting sound is
naturally raw, powerful,
and sometimes gritty;
our records are God’s
folk making God’s folk
music. It isn’t always
easy with lots of little
people around and we
often chuckle when
we discover squeaks
and baby babble on
our recordings, or
crayon scribbles on
our artwork, but you
can’t get more real and
precious than that!
And so, we couldn’t do
what we do without prayer. We are so grateful for
the people who pray for us. It is the coal in our
steam engine.

do not know God, yet.
In a changing world that increasingly fails to
recognize faith, creativity is a powerful speaker.
Where talks and meetings are failing, sound and
beauty can restore, refresh, and renew. Art has
always been a neutral space where anything can
be expressed, observed, and processed. Some of
the greatest and deepest questions raised by our
existence are dealt with in music and art.
It’s still early, but the response to our music so
far has been amazing.
People tell us that our
songs have ministered
to them in very dark
times, helped in times
of illness and suffering,
and refreshed their stale
ears. There has been
no greater joy than to
hear that all types of
people from all over
the world are listening
to God’s Word through
our music, from movie
producers,
mothers,
podcasters, artists, and
even US politicians. We are truly grateful to be
given this honour.
Our music has grown from times of loneliness
and loss, grief and pain, blessing and resurrection,
hope and love, joy and worship that are lived out
every day in our family life. Our journey to God, to
parenthood, and through marriage has equipped
us beyond our understanding. We released our
first EP titled Salve due to the healing we received.
We enjoyed collaborating with other musicians,
which were times of true fellowship. We had the
honour of working with a wonderful violinist,
Robyn Welsby, on the EP, who truly blessed us with

So now, the mountain that music once was to us
has become God’s holy hill, and the climbing and
striving that we once felt has become an incredible
journey. We have finally stopped to enjoy the view.
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Making Beauty Out of Ashes
ALISON SMALLWOOD
In an attempt to be obedient, one day, I walked into an art supply store for the first time in many
years with one word on my mind . . .
Charcoal.
An old friend had given me this word from God.
It seemed totally irrational.
I didn’t want to be there. I am an illustrator, and I work digitally. I can replicate charcoal effects
perfectly fine without the dust and messiness of the real thing.
I ran my fingers hesitantly along the edge of a stack of beautiful white paper. Artists work on paper.
I don’t need too.
Why am I here?
Nervously, I read the labels above the charcoal supplies, trying to work out what they did and what
I needed to buy. I’d never really worked with charcoal before, and I had no desire to start.
“Walk in faith, Alison.”

But illustration is wonderful, too, in many ways, such as working with clients and seeing them smile
as I bring their ideas to fruition. I’d started in watercolour. Watercolour requires lots of pre-planning
and you can’t make mistakes, though the best work looks spontaneous and unplanned—controlled
spontaneity. Digital art is clean and so precise. Rather than making decisions you just add layers. No

The Beast of Anxiety, Alison Smallwood

I used to fantasize about being a fine artist, imagined that I had no responsibilities and a donor
to keep me fed. I had wanted to be an abstract expressionist working with colour and texture,
recording the energy at the core of all things.

real commitments are needed
to achieve a particular result.
Clients love options!

beyond my own capacity for reason.

But then, there is charcoal.

Where are you going with all this?

Beyond a quick layout sketch
and a vision in my head, there
is no need for pre-planning.
Charcoal can be added to,
erased, and blurred into
something else. The limits of
black marks on white paper
are curiously freeing.

What are you trying to achieve?

Of course, the practical critic in my head has many questions.

I don’t know the who, what, where, or why of all of it. I have concerns about gaps in my skill
level and the hard work ahead. My head tells me learning a new medium is a distracting and
irrational tangent. But I do know that I am finally really, really enjoying creating art. It is so
much fun!!! It makes me incredibly happy, and I want to do it all the time. Even surprisingly,
it seems to make me a better wife and mother, challenging my belief that artists are selfish
and irresponsible. Lastly, I’m being my own weird self instead of trying to conform to the
expectations of clients.

Malignant, Alison Smallwood

When I work with charcoal, the
image is constantly in motion:
light and shade shifting, objects
appearing and dissolving.
It is a thrill to work without
an end in mind, to not know
what static image will remain
once the motion stops. And, of
course, no superfluous digital
layers on hand to change my
mind later. Once it is done and
sprayed with fixative, it is truly done.

For those inevitable moments when the doubt sets in, my friend gave me a word of
encouragement: “Charcoal is all that is left after a fire. Alison can make beauty out of ashes.”

Do Not Be Afraid, Alison Smallwood

What an unexpected joy to find a medium through which the dreams and visions and obscure
thoughts in my head can finally be conceptualized! I didn’t know I was capable of producing
work like this, where scribbles and smudges could form something that gives a sense of
realism, or, perhaps more accurately, surrealism.
It is still in the early days, but repeated themes and symbols appear in my work. My hope
(and hunch) is that they are universal symbols beyond what I can personally comprehend and
that they resonate with certain viewers. My work is deeply personal, yet it is also inspired and
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Finding Your Inner Phoenix:
Beauty From Ashes
KALEIGH JORDAN
We have this hope as an anchor for the soul, firm and secure.
(Hebrews 6:19, NIV)

It’s been months since the love of my life went to be with our Almighty. He left the world,
suddenly, due to a heart attack in bed at the age of thirty-five. He was safe, and he died a
happy and very loved man. But his leaving left me a broken-hearted widow and a single
mom to three kids under thirteen. When you lose your spouse, it’s so much more than just
that. He was my best friend, my spiritual warrior, my forever.
My faith has been my anchor of hope through this season. I never foresaw being a widow
in my journey. But ever since Brad’s passing, I have heard God say, “I am here, baby girl. I will
not leave you in this pain, and I will use your heartbreak to bring hope to others.”

show me love and to help me bring our baby girl into the world. Just like Brad, we all have
something to carry out while we are here. Each of us has a specific fingerprint to imprint on
those God sends our way. We are to leave the world a better place than we found it, and to
serve others to the best of our abilities.
Jesus served his disciples up to the day he was taken into captivity. Life will always keep
swinging, and the devil will always use our pain to distract us from our purpose. Instead,
we should be sharing our stories of rising from the ashes because it permits others
to do the same.
If you think about it, hope involves trust and release. We have to trust God and release the
things holding us back from the things we are called to do on this earth. Tomorrow isn’t a
guarantee, as it’s not promised to us. I have learned that every day I wake up is a gift I must
never take for granted. To not put off to tomorrow what can be done today.
My husband would tell me that I gave him a beautiful life, full of deep and true love. He
would say I saved him but, honestly, God saved us both by giving us each other at a time we
needed each other most. Since Brad’s passing, beauty has to come from the ashes left in
its wake. And, through God, all things are possible. Just like a phoenix, we can rise from the
ashes of our fires. We can stand up again and shine brighter than before.

God gave me six beautiful years with a man who showed me my worth. Brad came to me
when I was in a very broken season. I was a newly divorced woman with two kids. Yet he
healed me with laughter and a love that was so deep, it seems impossible that I will ever
find anything like it again.

Image by bennett tobias

Many of you reading this may have experienced a loss like mine and are wondering how
you will ever make it. You ask questions like, “When will I be able to breathe again?”, “When
will the pain in my lungs stop burning?”, “When will the lump in my throat go away?” or
“When will I laugh a great, deep belly laugh again?” You question how you lived without this
person before and now feel lost in a darkness that only the missing person can help you out
of. Brad was my life. He was my consistent, unwavering safety and security. But now that he
is gone, God is showing me how to heal and how to lean on Him through this storm.
There is a saying that hurt people hurt people. I want to change that to hurt people can
help heal others. God has given each of us a certain calling and path. Brad’s calling was to
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Backpack Payback
ROBERT ADAMS
The saddest I have ever seen my son Davey was the day his backpack was stolen during a swim
team celebration at a nearby restaurant. He came home crying and dejected since his favourite
backpack also contained some of his most cherished personal items.
A day or so later, I went to talk with him about overcoming this setback. I asked him if he was
still angry with the culprit and urged him to pray for and forgive the person. Let’s just say my
suggestions were not enthusiastically received. I explained how holding bitterness only makes
us miserable. I then shared with him a story about when my bike had been stolen years ago. I
confessed how I vehemently complained to God about the crook who had taken away my only
means of transportation. I shared how God softened my heart to the point where I not only forgave
the thief but also prayed for and blessed him, knowing I had to rid myself of the anger I felt. I
explained that God wants us to love our enemies and to pray for those who mistreat us.
“That’s stupid!” Davey spat through gritted teeth.
“It’s not stupid. It’s what Jesus said to do,” I said as I got up to leave. “I want you to think about that
and, when you’re alone in bed, I want you to pray about it and . . . forgive . . . when you are ready.”
The next day, there was a knock on the door. Davey answered to a man holding a backpack. He
explained how his wife had found the bag outside near the restaurant. They found the swim club ID
card and used it to return the backpack. Davey was ecstatic. He went on and on, joyfully explaining
to me everything the man had told him, and noting that most of the items were still in his bag. Davey
was living the full glory of this happy ending. It was wonderful to see the happiness on his face.
Then I asked him, “Dave, did you ever forgive the person who took your backpack?”
“Yes, Dad. A couple days ago, I prayed for him and forgave him.”
“Maybe God heard and rewarded you by returning your backpack.”
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“I think He did, Dad. I’m so happy now.”

FICTION

Kara McKenzie,
fiction author

McKenzie and her husband met at college.
After they married, they moved to Richmond,
Virginia, for four years where McKenzie held a
teaching job. They had two children, and then
moved back to Michigan soon after. In 1993,
McKenzietook a new job as an elementary
teacher, and teaches there to this day.
Shortly after obtaining a degree in education
in the early 1990’s, McKenzie began writing
historical romances. She realized that
integrating Christian themes into her writing
could help others know God in a deeper way
while giving her stories greater value. After
her first book was written, she realized how
much satisfaction it gave her and has been
writing novels ever since.
McKenzie has attended Gracespring Bible
Church for many years. She enjoys the Bible
study and fellowship she experienced there
and wants others to know what God did for
us through Jesus’ offer of salvation.
McKenzie likes people and enjoys her
friendships. Her friends describe her as generally optimistic with a gentle sense of humor. She loves her
dog, Charles (named after Charles Dickens), a bouncy, sweet, and fluffy Havanese. An interesting fact is
that, after he was named, McKenzie found information that Charles Dickens also owned a Havenese!
Clearly, Charles was destined to be a writer’s dog.
Visit McKenzie at:

Kara McKenzie grew up in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan, not far from the Mackinaw Bridge. She
spent time in her early years writing poems, short stories, and journal entries, always with the goal
of writing books.
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KATHERINE ANNE
KARA MCKENZIE

There was a time quite early in my young life when there was an appearance of something
unmarred and beautiful. All was simple, without spot or blemish. I was carefree and wrapped in the
warmth of impossible dreams that only a child could understand. We hadn’t yet moved to London,
England, in 1850. It was before I was old enough to sense that all was not as it should be. And then
everything changed.
We’d become landless and were forced into city life. Though I dreamed of the meadows eternally
green and flowers bending in the breeze, what I saw before me were heaping piles of dust on dirty
cobblestone streets and smoke clouds pouring from chimney stacks which caused my lungs to
shrivel and my eyes to burn. I mourned the death of my early years, for now when I wasn’t spinning
wool for the weaver down the street or attempting to sell our eggs at the market, I was inside the
home mending, watching over babies, and keeping the house clean and free from dust. It’d been
quite well established in my mind since I was a small child that this was the purpose for which
my mama and papa had chosen to bring me into the world. Since they’d not expressed their love
toward me, nor given me any cause to think differently, I naturally assumed this to be true.

One day, I told my mama how I’d been chased by a group of boys and how they’d threatened and
enjoined me with sticks in hand that very afternoon. They were much larger than I was, and I’d seen
a darkness in their eyes which had frightened me dearly. I feared that they’d be waiting for me the
following day. My stomach twisted up into knots over the thought of it. My mama stared at me,
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In the late evenings, I’d sit with a poker at the fire, stirring the ashes in the hearth, listening to the
fire make snapping sounds, and watching the flames twist and spiral upward. The dog would rest
his head in my lap as I entreated God. I’d tell Him things, and, quite often, I believed He listened. I
imagined He saw me sitting there wiping ash from my wet face.
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and her brow rose. Her mouth was grim, though in her eyes I detected an oddly misplaced smile.
She said, “Katherine Anne, must you incessantly chatter on? Do you understand that there’s work
to be done?” She turned away and made an annoyed sound as if I’d been badgering her. I wanted
very much for her to have rallied to my side, or to have, in some small way, acknowledged my fears,
but I realized it would not be so and that she wanted no part of my struggles.
I remember gulping back my tears and answering politely, “I’m sorry, Mama. I should not have
said so much.” And then I ran off, looking for a chore that needed
to be done.

took my spoon in my hand. I scooped up a hearty bite and lifted it to my mouth. And then, as if on
cue, papa cleared his throat, and they all turned. I thought, “Oh me!” knowing what was coming. He
looked me in the eye hard, as if I were going straight to Hell, and said, “Katherine Anne, you know
we recite our prayer before we eat.”
I might have accused my brothers of having done the same thing, but I knew papa would have
been bitter angry at me for it, so I held my tongue. I supposed he already knew the truth but didn’t
want to hear it. Instead, I spoke contritely, like a mouse. “Sorry,
papa. I didn’t mean . . .”

Consequently, each day, I snuck out past those ruffian boys and
somehow managed to outmaneuver them. But I’d not forgotten
how my mama had looked at me that day. I learned that I should
not expect her compassion and that the things I feared would be
things I’d need to face alone.

But I don’t believe I ever got an explanation out. He lifted his silver
spoon and shook it at me and then took a drink from his goblet.
Afterward, we all recited the prayer, very sombre and proper like.
Of course, I shut my eyes tightly and hoped God would forgive me
for being such an unholy little girl.

When I was twelve, I taught myself to read from the only book
in the house. It was an old, worn Bible that I’d assumed one of
my deceased grandparents had left in our home years before.
Whoever it had been, they’d read it regularly because it appeared
to have been thumbed through quite often, and no one else in the
house had touched it other than myself.

And when the prayer was finished, I looked up, and my mama
stared at me eerily with a half-smile. It seemed almost as if she
was pleased that I’d been “caught” again. She played with the lace
on her cuffs, then tipped her face towards the baby in her arms
and spoke to the child reverently as if it were an angel sent from
the Lord Himself. It was then that I wondered why she never spoke
that way to me. I would have liked it dearly, but I supposed it to
be that the baby was very beautiful and there I was, thin, shy, and
awkward. I’d been told I was dreadfully plain and quite detached
from the world. I supposed I couldn’t blame her for it.

Sometimes, I thought it odd that the nightly meal prayer was the
only time our family ever prayed. If we were a God-fearing family, I
thought there would have been more of it. But I truly did not know.
It was only an observation.
Though I wasn’t sure, I was partial to the recited prayer. Once, I sat at the table, staring at the others
who were rapt in conversation, and I hungrily watched my brothers as they took bites of their
bread or stew. I thought maybe that evening father had forgotten the prayer, so I reached out and
68

One day, I’d been weeping to the dog on account of a scolding
I’d received from my papa. My mama didn’t appreciate my tears
and bid me to go to another room to bawl and gripe. I lifted my
skirt and ran into a bedroom, throwing myself on the feather bed.
I remember looking around and seeing the old Bible sitting on a
dusty shelf in the corner of the room, and I snuck it to the bed. I
held it very gently in my dirty hands and laid my head upon it. I lamented, “Lord, Jesus!” My voice
stuck in my throat as I gulped back tears. “Do you love me? Could you care about a vagabond child
such as I?”
See ArtsyBee

I believed our family to be God-fearing people as we never missed
a Sunday at the parish. And, quite often, the parson came to our
home for a meal, though I didn’t very much like him. He spoke in
a solemn, prudent way, and I didn’t believe he fancied children,
particularly girls.
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I caressed the front of the book with my fingers, afraid to open it. I wasn’t sure what I’d find inside.
My faith was as weak as a piece of ash. Trembling, I wiped my tear-stained face and turned the
pages of the book. When my eye latched onto Psalm 27:10, I wept upon reading it and said the
words aloud. “‘When my father and my mother forsake me, then the Lord will take care of me.’”
Out of the Bible, the words had quite remarkably leapt from the page. Ah, His tender heart. And
He’d spoken to me in this way, a lowly child as myself. It was the first testimony I remembered
of His love.
As I lay there staring at the words, I gently touched each one with the tips of my fingers, and I
realized He’d an indescribably goodly heart. I understood that day that my path was to be much
different and that He was laying a plan for me.
I tucked my bare feet under my skirt and wrapped a woollen cover over me. Though the stones
under the bed had never been warmed, my heart was as bright as a sunny day in that place. It was
as though heaven had entered the room that very moment, and a piece of it had stirred in my
precipitous heart. I knew then that my soul was His, and His was mine.
In the days that followed, a sweetness stirred inside of me. I began to discern between proper
and good behaviour and how I might not grieve my Lord as I loved him so heartily that pleasing
Him meant more to me than anything else. I determined to do better and not get myself into so
much trouble. I set myself to work hard, spread my kindness to others, and share the things I’d
learned about Him. I was ecstatic with the prospect of the family I’d always dreamed of but never
thought possible.
But then, I was a child and had not the foresight to understand that there were other forces at work.
Howbeit God had chosen to express His love deeply to me, others actually hated me even more
vehemently because of my new heritage in Him.
“Katherine Anne!” my mama screamed at me one morning. “You stupid, foolish girl! Where are you?”
I’d been kneading bread on the table in the kitchen and stopped to wipe my hands on my apron.
I straightened my skirt and attempted to wipe the flour from my face. I stood there staring at the
floor. I’d been managing to stay out of trouble as of late, and, for my life, I couldn’t think of what I
might have done to have created such angst.

She’d a new purple gown on and a broach attached to her shawl. She unclasped the piece of
jewelry and held it in her hand, shoving it before my eyes. One of the jewels had fallen out and an
empty socket glared at me in the face. I’d not been near the broach, nor had I damaged it, so I could
not understand why she’d held it there so angrily.
“But, Mama—”
“Nay! I told you not to speak!” Her eyes were dark and glittering as she shoved the piece closer to
me. “I saw you in there! You lost the stone! Fie! What have I raised? Wicked girl!”
Tears sprouted to my eyes as I stared at her without speaking. Please, Lord, I silently prayed. I’d no
hand in this, but I could not tell her. She bid me not to defend myself.
My mama scowled and stared at me with the same dark look. She enclosed her fingers over the
broach and shook her head. “Worthless, she is.” She whispered the words, and I heard them.
Oh, me! It did pierce my heart to hear her say the words aloud even though I’d already known how
she felt. Nevertheless, I’d always wanted to believe that somehow I’d erred in my judgment and that
there was someplace inside her that might truly love me.
She turned her back and, this time, spoke louder. “I want no more of your incessant sulking or your
punishment will exact a greater toll. Now, go sit in your room. Your father and I will decide what you
must do to pay penance for your insufferable greed and carelessness. As I said before, you are a
stupid, foolish girl.”
Herein, I was schooled to accept the misconduct of others silently and beg pardon for what I did
not do. It became natural and right, and I was not allowed to speak of it if I thought differently. I
grew to believe that I did not deserve a voice in the world, nor the right to my own mind.
And then, one afternoon, I chanced upon a man who stood gallantly next to the tracks at the
railway in gentlemanly attire. He was beautiful with sweet eyes that beckoned me to go to his
side. Though I stood scrunching my threadbare skirt in my hands, he tipped his hat properly and
smiled. And that day, and thereupon for years after, I learned that the goodly folk I trusted in were
not always what they presented themselves to be. But that is a story in itself too long to ponder or
spend time on.

My mama rushed into the kitchen, heat surging into her face. “Stand before me! And do not speak!”

As the years slipped from me, there were days I found myself quite like a child’s top spinning on
a polished floor: turning from God and then back again when my strength was exhausted, reeling
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Quite some time after this, I came to the realization that darkness had no place in the light of day,
and those who’d chosen injury over repentance could no longer exact their strongholds, nor was I
willing to allow them such liberties.
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and teetering and then toppling and falling. And, in those times, the Lord became my mainstay. He
gently picked me up off the floor and held me in His steady hands. He set me upright, and I found
myself safe from harm and no longer fearful as I’d been as a child.

I recall the day I stood firm in the full knowledge of His abilities. And it was then that He attired me
in a knight’s suit with a breastplate and shoes on my feet. He sent me to battle and placed a helmet
upon my head and put His sword in my hand. My shield faithfully covered me.
He affected the necessary divisions that separated father, mother, sons and daughters. His great
and mighty Word carved a grievous chasm between us, and in the hollowness of that moment, He
wrapped His able arms around me. And as a bittersweet warmth and light streamed down upon
me, I was bathed in the certainty that I had chosen Him and my mourning had turned to praise.
Some fifty years later, I sit upright in an old rocker. My silken skirt swishes against the floor, and I
look down at my thin, wrinkled hands gripping the arms of my chair.
There’s no more heaviness in my spirit, but instead, there is joy. My heart has become as a grounded
oak, secure in His love. I’ve heard Him say to me, “‘You are all fair, my love, and there is no spot in
you.’” This verse from Song of Solomon 4:7 was the verse He’d gifted me with. It was His truth, and
I believed Him.

“Oh, Mama and Papa,” I whisper. “Out of a dying seedling came forth a great tree. Out of a deprived heart
came forth the fullness of the Lord. Out of brokenness came joy. I thank you for guiding me on a path to
God.”

I reach down, smooth out my skirt and stare out the window of the grand estate He blessed me
with. I eye the green fields abounding in cornflowers rising towards the sun.
I arise and go to the door, opening it and stepping out while holding onto the porch rail with my
frail hands. I breathe in the scents of sweet meadow grass. There’s a quaint white church down the
lane with its steeple and simple cross pointing to heaven, and I sigh at the thought of the people
there and the love that they have bestowed upon me throughout the latter years of my life. I realize
the Lord’s provisions were good and true, and He is worthy of my praise.
I am no longer a child but quite elderly now. I understand that my days are numbered, but I am
secure in the knowledge of it.
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My
Luxurious
Hollow

I squint and peer into the darkness as if that would help me see farther. Or clearer. Or
anything at all. I am utterly alone, too afraid to stretch out my hands for fear the darkness
will overtake me.

My Luxurious Hollow

I become acutely aware of my naked vulnerability. The heaviness of my body bears down
on aching bones. Exhaustion seeps from my pores as though no other substance exists in
my body. My jaw unclenches to scream, but the cries echo only in my mind.
Where are You?

Lori Harvey

Why did You leave me?

LORA HARVEY

Pebbles once smooth and stable are now piercing and uneven, causing me to stumble. I
have succumbed to the inky blackness, drawing it deep into my lungs, each breath more
laboured than the last.
How was I ever comfortable here?
Icy gusts cut my skin. My mind racing, I try to recall something—anything—that could
ground me to You.
“‘The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not want . . .’”1
I cling desperately to those words. Your words. I recite them again and again.
“‘Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death . . .’”
You are with me. Always with me. So why do I feel so alone?
I sense the smallest shift in the ground beneath me. It’s almost undetectable, a distant
thundering—a quaking—threatening my carefully constructed footing. The roaring nears,
and my eyes adjust. You are in the distance, arms outstretched, standing where we once
stood together basking in the sunlight, bathed in love. My soul longs for You.
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How did I get here? Memories drip into my consciousness. I recall the spindly fingers of hurt
that had wrapped around me, pulling me away from you with each bruise. A callous word.
1

Quoted verses are from Psalm 23:1,4 NKJV, respectively.
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Self-pity. An envious glance. Jealous desire. Wrath. Pain. Unsaid prayers. Unread verses.
Your words, just murmurs before, are now clear and floating along the wind whipping my
face.
“Come to Me.”
Raising my shoulders, my atrophied muscles ache. The precipice beneath me urges. The
darkness between us remains. I must take a step. Pebbles shift, and one drops into the chasm.
There is no bottom.
“Come to Me.”
I must move forward.
You will catch me. Or teach me to fly.
I raise my eyes to You.
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And take the first step . . .
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