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 From the Editor:
Last semester, I met a student from Kenya. He told me fascinating stories about his 
country. Part way through the class, he moved back with his family to fulfill the 
country’s laws to adopt a child. An election resulted in the death of several people 
there, so I emailed him and asked if he was safe. He replied that the violence had 
ended—until after the holidays.

A student in one of my classes this semester studies so that he can share the gospel 
in North Korea. Instead of finishing a synthetic chart for my OT Prophets’ class, I 
wondered if there was any safe way to tell his story in the paper. 

In chapel, I Googled the term “microaggressions,” as a fellow student described 
the confrontation he experienced with another DTS student after he tried to enter 
his own home—Swiss Tower. He was black, and the other student, a white student, 
assumed he didn’t belong.

I took a risk recently. I shared with some friends a few of my dreams. Their en-
couragement to persevere, despite rejection, gave me hope to keep trying—I felt 
known. 

Story. We all have one. And we give a gift to others when we trust them enough  
to share our own narratives.

In this edition, I invite you to listen in to the stories of students and professors 
whose lives include prison, fleeing from war, and a woman whose education at 
DTS helps her believe that God could use even her in Christian academia. My ex-
periences are different from these students—that’s why I listen. 
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On the Cover:
William “Duce” Branch a.k.a. The Ambassador performed at homecoming, a Stu-
dent Counsel-sponsored event. Duce is a Christian hip-hop artist who has recorded 
both independently and as a founding member of The Cross Movement.
Photos taken by: Christine Zhang.

Congratulations to Christian Williams, who won second place  
in the Poetry category in the 2018 Evangelical Press Association 
Higher Goals Awards. Her poem, “An Imago Dei for Colored  
People,” can be found in the Fall 2017 DTS Student Paper  
on our website.
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“I think the church is in a unique place; the seminary is in a unique place. We’re  
in a unique place to utilize this for good.” Director of Internships Dipa Hart was speaking 
about #ChurchToo, a hashtag created to encourage conversation around issues  
of sexual assault and abuse in the church. The #MeToo 
hashtag began in October 2017 as varying revelations of 
sexual abuse surfaced, and #ChurchToo has expanded 
this conversation to the unique dynamics in the church. 

In mid-February, a panel of seven DTS professors met to 
discuss #ChurchToo—the bad theology that enables it, 
the church leadership practices that hide it, and the role 
that church leaders have in fighting it. 

As Dr. Sue Edwards explained, in a “culture or an ethos 
where women are not really ever heard” and where 
“there’s very little accountability from a female perspec-
tive,” the possibility for abuse only increases. The lack of substan-
tive roles for women in church leadership, as well as skewed per-
spectives on authority, combine to create an atmosphere primed  
for exploitation. As Hart commented, “We don’t want to deal with 
the concept of power.” 

Instead, as Dr. Linda Marten noted, churches and seminaries need 
“overt leadership overtly consult[ing] with women on decisions.” It 
was repeatedly noted that a robust conversation about #ChurchToo 
couldn’t happen without female professors, and that this conversation 
will have little impact if it doesn’t extend to male professors and ad-
ministrators listening to the concerns of their female colleagues. 

Dr. Terri Moore summed it up well when she said, “There are other 
pastors who don’t have a problem with power, and they’re doing ev-
erything well, but they’ve never sat in a group like this with women, 
and they honestly don’t realize how pervasive some of this is.” The 
oft-repeated refrain was this: the church needs to talk about this more, 
and that starts with her present and future leaders. As Dr. Andi Thacker 
explained, this “underlying secret-keeping approach” perpetuates the 
problem. 

Leaders also need training in recognizing and preventing sexual abuse. Dr. Sandra Glahn 

By Kaitlyn Schiess

Pursuing Righteousness  
in the #ChurchToo Conversation

“The lack of substantive roles 
for women in church leader-
ship, as well as skewed per-
spectives on authority, com-
bine to create an atmosphere 

primed for exploitation.”
Dr. Sue Edwards
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By Kaitlyn Schiess

Pursuing Righteousness  
in the #ChurchToo Conversation

continued...

Kaitlyn Schiess is a ThM 
student hoping to grad-
uate in 2020. She’s a staff 
writer for Christ and Pop 
Culture, writes regularly 
on her blog, letters-
fromtheexile.com, and has 
written for Christianity 
Today, RELEVANT, and 
the Christian Research 
Journal.

began the conversation with a sobering account of her own experience with abuse 
in the church. “Two of the last four churches I was in had pedophiles.” These 
are not isolated or rare occurrences, but stem from systemic injustice that church 
leaders need to be trained and prepared to address. 

Dr. Dorian Coover-Cox provided hope for the future: “If we pursue righteous-
ness, we’re assured that we will find it. It may be later rather than sooner, but  
God answers those prayers; he honors the people who say, ‘I was wrong.’” 

#ChurchToo is creating a space for those conversations—our collective confes-
sion that we have not been a refuge for victims of abuse and our collaborative 
desire to seek true repentance and restoration. 

Photos taken by: Esther Medina

Dorian Coover-Cox
Associate Professor of 
Old Testament Studies
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Division

By Garrett Flatt

Garrett Flatt is a poet and aspiring writer currently working as a hospital chaplain  
in the Dallas area. He enjoys exploring the intersections of culture, art, Christian theolo-
gy, and the modern experience of illness. Garrett, a ThM student with a concentration  
in Media Arts and Worship, plans to graduate in the summer of 2018. He plans to move  
with his wife, Michelle, to New York City to continue his work as a hospital chaplain.

Time we have rolled out,
 measured, divided, and cut with precision,
doled out in pieces for cost estimates—
 this slipping movement of hands that
 bolts us tight, but

Time is meant to be shared
 like the ripening apple we found together that day
 wandering the dewy orchard as pink clouds lolled past 
a pregnant dawn
 taking slow bites and tasting each nuance
 gently handing back and forth until
it was gone.
No time to lose or gain like the lands of warlords.
Just this moment to dab at juicy-dribble
 seeping from our cheek-corners upturned to show
that the truth of time is
 undivided, whole and free as apples.
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Adrienne Paschal is in her fi-
nal semester of the MAMW 
program at DTS. If it wags 
a tail or calls her “Mom-
ma,” “Nanna,” or “Baby,” her 
heart melts. A published au-
thor and speaker, Adrienne 
loves to help others under-
stand and dig deep into 
God’s word. 

“As I started doing more 
and more for them, I start-
ed doing less and less for 
my wife and children.”

Dr. Kelly Cheatham

By Adrienne Paschal

As I waited for my interview with Dr. Kelly Cheatham, I couldn’t help but notice the 
orderliness of his office. Decorative touches included a variety of globes, circles, and 
spheres which represented a simplicity that stood in contrast to the mountainous piles of 
papers, folders and academic books that typi-
cally dominate professors’ offices.  

In a no-nonsense manner, Dr. Cheatham, 
who has served as the director of Counseling 
Services at Dallas Theological Seminary since 
2014, set limits on our time while still answer-

ing my questions with a succinct warmth and honesty. 
As he recalled his professional journey, he noted how each step of the way led 
to the next stage as he followed the promptings of the Spirit to go and do that 
which he questioned in his own mind. Prompted to attend the wedding of a 
friend whom he had not seen for some time, for example, led him to the church 
his family would attend for many years. 

With a Church of Christ/Baptist upbringing, Dr. Cheatham met and married his 
high school sweetheart, whose family vacillated between the Episcopalian and Methodist churches.With a solid Christian 
family, including one set of grandparents who had the good fortune of seventy-two years together, Dr. Cheatham had great 
marital role models.  

Still, as in most marriages, a subtle deterioration started to make itself known. Like the first signs of mold that can trans-
form into a toxic mess, his marriage gradually became unhealthy. Despite these issues, however, Dr. Cheatham and his 
wife, Gwen, now enjoy a strong relationship and look forward to celebrating another twenty-five years of marriage. 

When asked how he overcame these obstacles and the secret to his marital success, Dr. Cheatham quickly responded, “Put 
first things first.” During that difficult season, he realized his own negligence played a part in their trouble. As he told it, 
prior to enrolling in the Biblical Counseling program at DTS, Dr. Cheatham immersed himself in ministry at his church, 
teaching, as well as doing a host of other things.  He admits, “As I started doing more and more for them, I started doing 
less and less for my wife and children,” adding, “Even though I was performing good deeds with good intentions, my vol-
unteerism had turned into too much of a good thing. I needed to restore balance in the life of my family.” The main ingredi-
ent in his recipe for marital success, then, involved seeing his family as his first ministry, second only to his relationship  

Kelly Cheatham: Restore Balance
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I walked off the stage to a roar of applause, but no one was clapping for me. After rousing everyone to give the Christian 
band The Afters “one more hand,” I introduced our special celebrity guest. The house lights dimmed as a hush fell over 
the crowd. The former Heisman trophy winner walked out to approximately five hundred sets of eyes, each representing 

an eager high school student.

His story rings familiar. At the top of his game, he toppled into a pit of despair, but then he 
met God, and God changed everything. The Lord tends to do that.

I appreciated his testimony and cringed at his message. Citing Philippians 4:13, he yelled, 
“You can do this! With God by your side, you can do everything you set your mind to!”

When a celebrity professes faith in public, Christians 
often catapult the person, unprepared and untrained, into 
a speaking ministry, and the gospel takes a hit.

For example, Carrie Underwood, a well-known country 
singer with a penchant for gospel performances, also 
supports gay marriage—a known fact that the planners 
of a large Christian conference overlooked. As a radio 
host, I field many offers to interview actors every time 
a Christian movie comes out. Yet many actors admit to 
little experience with religion aside from the film. Dig a 
bit deeper, and you often find a shallow faith and a wa-

tered-down message. But churches race to host them, and conferences line up  
to headline them in a display of distorted devotion.

Please hear me on this. I love to see Christ glorified by anyone, anywhere, at any time. 
Super Bowl MVP Nick Foles quickly praised God after the big game. Discovering that he studies at a seminary surprised 
and delighted me. Nevertheless, Christianity does not need Nick Foles, Carrie Underwood, or the Duck Dynasty crew  
to make the message relevant. The gospel—and the name and fame of Christ—stands on its own.

Restoring Balance
continued...

By Adrienne Paschal

with God, and saying no to the things that prevented him from doing so. Sometimes a “no” in 
ministry is a “yes” in family life. 

This, he said, is a great lesson to learn prior to immersing yourself as a student at DTS. Many students start off well, 
only later to find themselves drowning in a sea of over-commitment. He believes “God is a God of order. Learning to set 
boundaries according to His priorities in your life will go a long way to avoid burnout and, more importantly, protect your 
primary relationships.” For Dr. Kelly Cheatham, this means a simplified life reflected by a simple motto, “family first.”

Do Christians Need a Celebrity Endorser?

“I appreciated his testimony 
and cringed at his message.”

Rebecca Carrell

By Rebecca Carrell

Rebecca Carrell is a joyful 
Jesus-follower, wife to Mike, 
mother to Caitlyn and Nick, 
morning show co-host at 90.9 
KCBI, author, and conference 
speaker. Rebecca is passionate 
about the Bible and coffee 
in that order—but it’s a tight 
race. She plans to graduate 
with a ThM in 2022 and still 
doesn’t know what she wants 
to be when she grows up.
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Mark Pate is married to Elizabeth. He is a ThM student planning to graduate with a concentration in 
Media Arts and Worship. He has worked as a freelance illustrator in NYC for companies such as Nick-
elodeon, Funny or Die, and OK Cupid. He is an avid comic book reader with aspirations to illustrate 
them for a living.
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Surviving 
Civil War

One student’s journey to DTS

By Seana Scott

Vasanthy Moses is a DTS distance learning 
student (MACE) and serves as an admin-
istrator for Lanka Bible College Centre for 
Graduate Studies in Sri Lanka, where her 
husband, Danny, serves as the director. Sri 
Lanka is an island off of Southern India, 
where only 1.4 percent or less of the popu-
lation are Protestant Christians.The majority 
are Buddhist or Muslim. We asked Vasanthy 
to share with the DTS Student Paper about 
ministering during civil war, living as expa-
triates in Australia, and how God led them 
back to Sri Lanka and to DTS.  

You and your husband served at the 
Lanka Bible College in Sri Lanka when 
the civil war broke out in 1983. Tamils 
were the minority in that conflict and the 
government was pressing against them. 
What was it like living as a Tamil Indian 
Christian at a time when being a Tamil 
was almost a death warrant?

It was an unsettling time, but God clearly 
protected us. In 1983, my husband traveled 
abroad for ministry. Since I was expecting 
our son, I went to be with my mum in India. 
While we were gone, riots broke out in Co-
lombo, and hundreds of Tamil houses were 
burned and many people died. We were 
living right in the midst of this.
 
Once we returned, the fear continued. You 
never knew what would happen. Like the 
time a bomb blasted close to us. We sent all 
the students home from the Bible college 
so my baby son, helper, and I were the only 
ones left on the campus. A faculty member 
came to take us to his home for safety. This 
was life. It was not an easy time, but God 
led us through it. 
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How did you end up in Australia  
for more than twenty years?

From 1986 to 1992, we lived in the UK for my husband’s theological 
training and doctorate. The civil war continued in Sri Lanka. It was a 

very anxious time as we prayed for guidance and waited on the Lord for His leading. A friend in Australia kept 
asking for us to come and help their church set up a Bible college and seek accreditation with the Department  
of Education.  

As we waited on the Lord, we went ahead and applied for permanent residence in Australia. Miraculously,  
our approval arrived just as our visa in the UK ended, so we booked tickets and flew to Perth, Australia. Our 
hearts longed for Sri Lanka, but the civil war caused lots of concerns and challenges, especially for Tamils  
with Indian passports. 
 
You’ve moved a lot for ministry over the years, with time in Canada and the 
United States. Looking back, how do you see God’s hand in your life?
 
God always provided for our needs, usually through a job for me so we could do 
ministry and not worry about finances. 
 
There was also the time God moved in selling our home. We lived in Richmond, 
Virginia, for a few years. We sensed God leading us back to Perth; so in 2007, 
we put our house on the market, and God sold it in a day—we even made a small 
profit. We flew back to Perth, and within two weeks the global financial crisis took 
place. If selling the house had lingered, we would never have been able to return  
to Perth.  
 
I also see how God provided divine connections. In 1997, my husband taught Greek at a school in Vancouver, 
B.C. One of the students showed up in Sri Lanka fifteen years later as a missionary. Now he teaches with us regu-
larly in the college and raises student scholarships. I love how God does things like this.
 
And right now I see God’s hand in our everyday life as we live by faith financially. God keeps providing.
 

How did God lead you to Dallas Theological Seminary?

I always wanted to pursue theological training. I finished initial theological studies 
 in India in the ‘70s. Then came marriage and supporting our family. 

 
Now we are back in Sri Lanka serving at Lanka Bible College after nearly twenty-nine 
years. In 2012, I made an initial application to DTS, but it was stalled because I was un-
able to secure my transcripts from Madras University, so I gave up. But God sent a divine 
connection when Dr. Mark Yarbrough spoke at our pastors’ conference. When I mentioned 
about my application, he looked into it, and I was offered admission to DTS. 
 
I chose to do the online degree to enable me to continue to support my husband  
in the ministry in Sri Lanka, and I deeply enjoy the classes. I’ll start teaching  
at the Bible college soon, and I am so thankful for the preparation. God’s timing is perfect. 

Surviving Civil War continued...   

Seana Scott (MAMW, 
2021) is a freelance writer 
and speaker who blogs at 
Seanascott.org. She is pas-
sionate about encouraging 
women in their relation-
ships with God. 

“But God sent a divine 
connection when  

Dr. Mark Yarbrough 
spoke at our pastors’  

conference.”
Vasanthy Moses
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Seventeen people dead. Many more injured. News sources locked and loaded to get 
some political headway for their party of choice. They directed the cries of those who 
lost loved ones into polished speeches attacking their opponents. If there’s a story told, 
it’s usually about the shooter, not the victims or the family left behind. We might hear 
about the hero, but not the first person blindsided by the bullet. 

Reporters don’t tell these stories, because we don’t listen.

The news runs only what people will read. America honors doers, not endurers—winners, not losers. Every loss 
turns into an opportunity for gain. Every step, a march on Washington. “Let’s affect change.” “Let’s turn the 
moans of the hurting into triumphant shouts of victory.”

In class, my professor asks how the church’s relationship to culture 
would change if it provided a sanctuary for the hurting. What if we 
invaded those towns and ambush the suffering with God’s grace 
rather than scroll through news articles and proclaim our “cure” 
from a safe distance? My solutions are ultimately more  
about feeling useful than applying a salve to the gaping wounds. The 
world remains unchanged regardless of how many Facebook posts I 
share. My eyes shut before I taste the salt of my neighbor’s weeping 
in her own Gethsemane.

When my father died, I wept for years. I still weep if I hear a story that strikes a chord. But when I returned  
to school after the funeral, I spent more time talking about my peers’ taxing homework than my father’s lost po-
tential. Pain made them uncomfortable. Adults proved little better when after a week, our conversations turned 
from how I was handling the loss to ways I could better perform my resident 
director duties. When I later asked one of my professors about his response, 
he said, “You seemed like you were doing fine.” 

If we can’t find a problem to solve, we won’t engage.

I can’t solve gun violence in America, and I don’t pretend that my loss is the 
same as those who’ve had “preventable deaths” of loved ones. We should 
study the issues and use our influence to affect change, but this doesn’t fix the 
grief of those who have already lost. Those who suffer need people to sit  
with them for months and even years. Time doesn’t heal all scars, but Jesus 
can commune with the scarred souls because he too walked our world, cried 
our tears, and bled our blood.

One response to grief that no political party does well 
is to sit and listen to the sufferers without an agenda. We can call a truce long enough  
to hear their stories. We can embrace grief’s awkward moment of silence today and 
solve the world’s problems tomorrow. We can stay awake in Gethsemane and lament 
with God’s children, at least until their night passes to morning.

Lament By Eric Schrag

“We can embrace grief’s 
awkward moment  

of silence today and 
solve the world’s  

problems tomorrow.”
Eric Schrag

Eric Schrag is a ThM student with the dual emphases of Systematic Theology and Media Arts and Worship. 
He is passionate about creating meaningful dialogue between people with differing perspectives. 
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“He created me in his 
image, not less-than, not de-
ficient, not with a separate 
task from my brothers in 

Christ.”
Dani Ross

For Men Only?
By Dani Ross

Several weeks ago, I arrived early for class. So I sat in a cold, empty classroom catching 
up with the news online. An interview, posted earlier that day by a famous male theolo-
gian, caught my eye. In it, he declared there was no place for female professors or stu-
dents in Christian academia. Seminary was for men only. As I finished reading this man’s 
opinion of my life, I slowly lifted my eyes to the maple podium at the front of the class-

room. Was that piece of furniture for men only? 

In my mind, I flashed back to my twenties. I had worked for a church that proudly flew the flag of fundamental-
ism.  Men led in every aspect of church life and were the authority 
within their families. Women were the weaker vessels. As a church, 
we prided ourselves in being “biblical.”

“Too pretty.” That was the excuse given to me for the reason they 
stuck me in the office, away from ministry with the teens and 
tweens. Then the disorienting moment came when I was told I 
would be paid significantly less than my male counterparts. I didn’t 
have a family, and they “had wives and children to support.” And 
finally, reliving what should have been a moment of joy, but be-
came a moment of shame, when I was abruptly let go. I “was too 
pregnant, and women who have babies shouldn’t work.” Women, 
after all, submitted to their husbands and stayed home with the 
children. 

My family and I left this church five years ago. A year later, I 
started seminary at DTS. I sat a few seats away from that podium 
when I first heard Dr. Kreider explain there were several valid in-
terpretations of 1Timothy 2:12–15. After class, he suggested some 
books about women in ministry and women made in the Imago Dei 
which I devoured over Christmas break. The teaching changed my 
life. Each semester since has been a life-altering process of God’s 
hand loosening the bonds of patriarchal theology under which I had 
labored. And yet, I let this new interview mess with me. I fought 
against the temptation to doubt all that I knew about my God: He 
created me in his image, not less-than, not deficient, not with a sep-
arate task from my brothers in Christ. I thought, “snap out of it.”

Now, I couldn’t raise my eyes to the podium. I felt exposed. 

My femaleness was an open question mark asking if it was biblical 
for me to even be in the room. The old voices were inescapable. 
“It’s too dangerous for you to be in ministry.” “You’re a mother of 
three.” “Go home. Tend to your house.” And I wondered, “How 
many of the men who will soon fill this classroom will question my 
presence?” And later in the afternoon, when I delivered a lecture  
in ST106 for my male mentor and professor, would male students 
be emboldened by the prominent theologian’s interview, to walk Photo taken by: Caroline Khameneh
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Dani Ross is pursuing dual degrees, a MACL and a MA-TS and plans to graduate in the spring of 2020. 
She looks forward to continuing her studies in PhD work with a desire to write and teach. She is the wife 
of Tyler Ross and the mother of three boys—Cody, Bradley, and Walker. 

Dani Ross is the first student to write a testimony for the Student Paper, a new column  
appearing in each edition. If you would like to share your story of spiritual growth  
or trusting God in a new way, email studentpaper@dts.edu and share your story with us.

For Men Only?
continued...

out of class or challenge my presence?

Because the theologian’s words broke open the scars from my youth—I doubted my  
value as a woman made in the Imago Dei. 

And yet, when the Systematic Theology class began, I stood up from my seat and walked to the front  
of the room. That podium held no power over a woman made strong in his image. I placed my hands on either 
side of that piece of furniture and taught the class. 

Photo taken by: Caroline Khameneh
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Waiting for Iguanas

By Allie Mock

The roots of the mangrove trees twisted and turned before diving into the water. The air felt heavy and wet on 
my skin, and the smell of salt filled my nose. Our paddle dipping into the water broke the perfect silence. 

The trip my mom and I took to Puerto Rico brought plates of pineapple and star fruit and bright white sand that 
clung lovingly to my calves. Day four of our vacation led us here—kayaking through a mangrove forest. My 
eyes strained upward through the branches, searching for glimpses of blue sky. I saw an iguana perched directly 
above us. Then several feet away, another one. My eyes darted from branch to branch, struggling to take  
in the scores of reptilian eyes blinking back at me. At least they don’t swim. In the next second, one propelled 
itself into the river, its dull orange legs flailing as it landed in the water. My mom turned to me, eyes wide. What 
do we do? What could we do? My mom and I were alone but for God and the iguanas. 

The humid air thickened, my skin dripping sweat now. If an iguana jumped in, we could accidentally flip the 
kayak. With my chest tight and eyes focused upward, we paddled on. After a tense hour, we embraced dry land. 

I write this from my cozy bedroom in East Dallas, but my life right now feels a lot like that kayak trip. Iguanas 
appear in the branches above me. These iguanas look markedly like unemployment, rejection, and the loss  
of my grandparents. I wait for tragedy to strike, afraid it will tip my kayak and send me into murky depths 
unknown. This fear robs me. It keeps my eyes from the beauty before me. It stills my tongue and limits compan-
ionship with others. Fear promises control, but fear did not keep the iguanas in the trees. 

This year I want to sit back and paddle a little slower. The iguanas still frighten me, and maybe they should. But 
even on the days when my fingers grip white around the paddle, I resolve to take my eyes off the tree tops, if 
only for a moment. I resolve to gaze at the twisting turning tree roots and the river before me. 

Allie Mock likes Calvin and 
Hobbes, fluffy dogs, and 
being a little outrageous. 
She is in her second year  
of the MACE program and 
plans to graduate  
in December 2018. 

“I wait for tragedy  
to strike, afraid it will 
tip my kayak and send 
me into murky depths 

unknown.”
Allie Mock
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Prison, Llamas, 
and a Dream Come True

Do you know anyone who owns five alpacas and a llama? If you know Sten-Erik  
Armitage, our director of Spiritual Formation, you do. In addition to the animals, 
Sten-Erik lives with his wife of twenty-one years, Lisa, along with their three daughters 

and his father at their Garland, Texas, home. 

Born to an American father and a Norwegian mother, Sten-Erik grew up Lutheran. But it would take serving a 
prison sentence for embezzlement for God to get his attention. Through his then-new wife Lisa’s faithfulness 
and a friend’s ministry, he met Jesus, who quickly made prison’s solitude a blessing. “I jokingly say there are 
two things that everyone should experience,” he said. “Military training and time in prison. The second I say 
tongue-in-cheek, but just the gift of being able to focus, particularly in that moment of first love, when every-
thing is about Jesus—that was a gift.”

After prison he built a successful Human Resources career, all the 
while serving faithfully in the church. “Seminary is not something 
I ever wanted to do in the first place,” he said. But a message about 
“dropping your nets” to follow God had an impact on him, and he 
felt the call to ministry. Soon, a church-planting opportunity arose. 
But then came “the horrible question about Bible training.”

Sten-Erik originally came to DTS to complete twenty hours and 
go. He said, “The first semester I’m sitting in these classes, sitting 
under these professors, and I’m not ready. I didn’t know anything. 
I’ve always hated school, and then He brings me here.” But  
for the first time, Sten-Erik studied what he loved.

Five years and 170 credit hours later, he graduated  
with two degrees. Around that time, the Spiritual Formation di-
rector position opened, and Sten-Erik expressed interest. Unbe-
knownst to him, Dr. Barry Jones had already put his name forward. 
The rest, as they say, is history. 

Sten-Erik also serves as senior pastor at Redeemer Bible Church. Ministering to the body of Christ in both 
academic and pastoral settings “is a very exhausting dream come true” for him. Alpacas/llama owner. Husband. 
Father. Spiritual Formation director. Professor—he labors in all his roles to 
help believers exercise their God-given capacities for reason and intellect 
in a way that embraces the equally God-given gift of emotion—to think 

Christianly.

By David Rhodes

“I jokingly say there are 
two things that everyone 

should experience— 
military training, and  

time in prison.”
Sten-Erik Armitage

David Rhodes lives in Addison, Texas, and 
is a ThM student on the Systematic  
Theology academic ministry track. In addi-
tion to his studies, he works part-time as a 
mobile app developer. He plans to graduate  
in December 2018.

Carl and Sten-Erik debate the finer points of 
the doctrine of divine simplicity.
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American Art Alfred Jacob Miller, American, 1810–1874 “The Lake Her Lone Bosom Expands to the Sky,” 
c. 1850  
Oil on panel Overall: 9 1/2 x 15 1/2 in. (24.13 x 39.37 cm) 
Dallas Museum of Art, gift of C.R. Smith, 1955.21

Riding the descending hill,  

gazing the length of an eye’s scope at the view 

 Her branches uprooted a few feet from the water below, 

 Left to dry out and die broken. 

I navigate the wall of greens, 

feeling like a toy solider shrinking with each step 

 Trees shoulder to shoulder huddled close, 

 Darkness encircled by the afternoon rays 

Maneuvering toward the sound of water, 

anticipating a cool drink from a long day’s journey 

 Rocks scattered to the side of the soft ground 

 Paralyzed by inner hardness 

  The earth yearns for peace— 

  The sea reaches to the sky, 

  Pulling a glimpse of Glory down, 

  Healing the groans deep at her core, 

While I explore the uncharted in awe-filled oblivion. 

By Kelly Kitch
Oblivious

Kelly Kitch graduates in May 
2018 with her MACE. She lives 
in McKinney, Texas, with her 
husband, Kevin, and three  
children—the most loyal cheer-
ing squad one could find.
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Losing Google

Communication was the first tool that God used to break me in Haiti. For 
some reason, it never occurred to me, a thirty-two-year-veteran of journalism, 
that it would be so hard here to do the thing that I have done so easily for so 
long. Whether in print or in person, I rarely struggle for what to say or how to 
say it.

And then I got to Haiti.

Where they speak Kréyol. And I do not.

It probably says something about me that 
I never fully considered the complications 
inherent in the points of that last paragraph. 
Sure, I told folks the language challenge 
was my biggest concern before leaving  
for this six-month mission visit, but we 
have translators and phone apps. The extent 
of the complications that would arise from 
not speaking the language did not become 
clear to me until my third week. The trans-
lators were all gone, my phone app wasn’t 
working, and I needed to arrange some simple administrative tasks with our 
Haitian director.

My frustration grew with every failed attempt to convey simple, straightfor-
ward thoughts. Finally, feeling my tears beginning to well up, I was able  
to get Google Translate to work. I showed Gary this message: “I’m used  
to being able to do things. This is hard, but God has a plan.”

I headed back to the missionary housing as quickly as possible where I could 
cry privately in frustration, where I could send my wife a long email  
about how much harder things were than I had expected, where I could recog-
nize that perhaps this is all part of God’s plan for me.

In Haiti, I learned that even the words of a professional communicator are  
inadequate to the task of consoling a grieving mother or comforting a child 
who has lost his parents. There are times when a hug shouts the name  
of Jesus louder than a hundred sermons. In other words, a thirty-two-year 
veteran of journalism is learning to speak God’s language of love without his 
Google translator.

“He must increase, but I must decrease” (John 3:30, NASB).

“There are times when 
 a hug shouts  

the name of Jesus
louder than  

a hundred sermons.”
Res Spears

By Res Spears

Res Spears (MACL, 2020) 
is learning to exist outside 
of the newspaper business. 
Pray for his wife.

Three-year-old Brianne runs and 
jumps into Res’s arms everytime 
he travels the path past her mom’s 
toiletry shop. Selfie by: Res Spears


