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What God  has been doing  in my life….. By Heather Clark 

 

The last few months I have been working on past childhood issues.  

Which being a mom now is hard to deal with because I don’t want to 
pass these issues on to our own kids.  I know now God was with me 
throughout my childhood, which is truly a blessing.   

God has been leading me on a path of healing so that I can raise my 

children in His light and in His way.  During this time of Coronavirus 
He has given me time with my kids and more patience than I could expect.  

The Lord has shown me how to parent our way, to be first generation par-

ents.  There were days I was fighting with myself - how I parented, how it 
was like my mom and how I couldn’t be that way, how I couldn’t be her , 
which of course made me overcompensate.  That is never the way to go.  He 
has shown me how to lean on Him and parent His way to the kids He has 
given me.   

It is a still a path of healing and I have a long way to go but the blessings 

He is pouring out are wonderful.   

 

Laughter and Latte 
Join us Saturday, July 25th at 9:00 AM 

At the home of Amanda Riese 

401 Twin Springs Road, Georgetown  

 

No R.S.V.P.  needed.   

Come and bring a dish to  

share for 2-3 people.  

Questions, comments, or submis-
sions, please contact Lynn Goad:   

lynnhylton@protonmail.com 
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Soon after finding out we bought a home, I couldn’t wait to share the news with my 

sweet friend Brooklyn Morgan! She and I are so much alike when it comes to design-
ing and creating new things. She encouraged me to share the following story with 
you… 
 

Just a little bit of background story, my childhood was quite normal and peaceful un-

til the age of 8 years old. Although I do not remember these peaceful times, I do recall the chaos in my heart and 
mind moving forward from 8 until I left France, right around my early 20s. In 1982, my paternal grandmother 
killed herself, leaving my father heartbroken and unloved (not a believer, neither is my mom), my grandma was a 
renowned interior designer and a lot was to be handled in settling her estate. Therefore my parents had me watched 
by various family members.  During that time, I was sexually abused...several times. One day my mom walked in, 
finding the young man right on top of me. Not to go into too much detail, but this is “THE EVENT” that God used 
to change my life!!! And yes it has something to do with my floors! Lol  
 

My mother being very close to her family and my father grieving the death of his mother were the catalyst to the 

decision made that what happened to me was not something they wanted to deal with, so at first they blamed me 
for what happened.  Then they decided that they were to make amends with the other family members and had 
Christmas all together WITHOUT me. I was dropped off at an employee’s house early Christmas morning - their 
twisted view of protecting me- 
 

During these times I felt dirty, unloved, abandoned, broken and lonely. I have to admit that feelings of hate and 

anger toward my parents took root in my heart....BUT God spoke to me, ( en Français, God speaks French you 
know!! Lol)gently telling me “ Gaëtane, Je t’aime! Aime moi avec tout ton cœur, toute ton âme et toute ta force. 
“ ( Gaëtane (my French first name, love me with your whole heart, your whole soul, your whole strength.)  Sounds 
familiar ( Deuteronomy 5:6, Mark 12: 30) .  Not exactly knowing what it meant I closed my eyes and replied, “ Je 
t’aime mom petit Jesus” ( I love you sweet Jesus) Just to be clear,  I had never opened a Bible and thought it was 
only to be read by priests! 2 decades or so later after reading the Bible I came across these verses, in English, I fell 
to my knees crying of joy and overwhelmed by God’s love, realizing it was Him - He had been speaking to me at 8 
years old!!! 
 

Now back to these floors, 3 months ago after walking in the house Robert and I agreed that the floors would 

have to be changed as the carpet was very dirty. We were not going to use any credit whatsoever and be very care-
ful not to spend any of our son’s college funds.  Whatever we decided it would be paid with cash! Well floors are 
quite expensive! Did you know that??  `Nevertheless, Robert said, “ Don't worry about that  Claire, this is God’s 
home, we are His children, He will provide.”  [.....3 years ago, I became strangely attracted to anything built out of 
wood and started to sharpen “my” skills.... His gift!].  

By Claire Hilton 



One night, God did provide the solution, He gave me a dream of a beauti-

ful, authentic and farmhouse looking floors. Walking through the house I was 
mesmerized by the beauty of these unique floors. Then from the floors we 
stood in front of the ugliest, dirtiest and oldest fence you could think of. Then 
a voice -Our Father’s voice- said,  “That is what these floors are made of..” 
 

First thing in the morning, armed with confidence and excitement I could 

not wait to share the news with Robert and the kids. May I say that I didn’t 
get the enthusiasm that I thought I would get! Then I shared it with others, many telling me you can’t do that! 
How about the pest, how about the cracks, the unevenness of the wood?....etc.  I was confused, after all I was 
SURE this was God’s floors and idea therefore IT WILL WORK. One person was as excited, supportive and 
bought into the idea...Brooklyn!! Whom by the way came by and helped me take the wallpaper off our bathroom, 
sweet times were shared in our bathroom! 

My family came around too! I educated myself, researched how to treat and reclaim the wood. Countless hours 

of work!! Trey, picking and loading up 8 feet fence panels, Emma pressure washing them, Rebecca boiling the 
water to be mixed with Borax, my husband applying the Borax to each board, Jeannie Coffman removing every 
nails and fence pickets from the 2x4 and sanding each picket, Rachel Salisbury cutting fences and turning them 
into baseboards, my husband laying the floors down after I played around for hours trying to figure out this giant 
jigsaw puzzle.  

Finally, the last room, the Living room floor .... This room almost killed us as it took us 21 hours to accom-

plish!!!  It is finished! As Robert was taking picture, I was applying the polyurethane standing there I was tearing 
up from joy and awe of our God! They do indeed look AMAZING!!! Actually they looked EXACTLY LIKE 
THE ONES FROM THE DREAM!! How is this possible!! How is something so beautiful to come from some-
thing that no one wanted and was paying others to take to the dump?  Then it hit me... I was and am the floors!! 
No one wanted me ( mostly my parents, family and some friends), but God loved me so much that He picked and 
loaded me up, pressured wash me, disinfected me with Borax, tore each of the nails out of me, cut and sanded 
me, glued me back together as new, finally polished me with His special polyurethane, then He admired me and 
said,” Beautiful, loved, blameless, daughter of the King, confident....” He transformed me into something beauti-
ful because He lives in, as, and through me. He died for me so I may live. He breathed in me. But this is also true 
for all of us right? This is God’s floor a precious gift that brought many blessings to our family and friends.   
Thank you Lord Jesus. Glory be to God now and forever. 
 

About the Author  Claire is a native of  France and moved to Austin more than 2 decades ago.  She is mar-

ried to Robert Hilton. Most of her days she homeschools and enjoys time with her children. Robert led them to 
Grace Bible Church a little over one year ago. They have fallen in love with this community and their faith as a family has 
grown because of the teachings and the love exuded from this community. During her free time Claire enjoys working and 
creating with her hands. She does not always know how it will turn out but is very happy to just be God’s vessel. Having 
Jesus delighting Himself through, in, and as her is His ultimate gift.  Glory be to God Now and Forever!  From Nehemiah 
8:10 “…. For the Joy of the Lord is my strength.” 
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Cindy Roberts” vision for the Beach Retreat—God gave me 

a vision of a weekend on the beach where the waves and water 

and sand and wind will be there anytime we need to wash away 

the tensions and hurts in their lives. It is a time to walk on the 

beach alone or with a new friend. It is a time to laugh and cry and 

worship and hear God’s Word from fellow sisters in Christ. It is an 

opportunity to pray for another woman or to be prayed for.  

When I think about all that goes on during those 3 days, the scrip-

ture that I am always reminded of is in Romans 1:11. Paul is telling 

the Roman church that he longs to see them so that he can impart 

some spiritual gift to make them strong. Then he says this, “that is, 

that you and I may be mutually encouraged by each other’s faith.” 

I love that! My prayer is that during those hours on the beach and 

in the beach houses, the women of GBC will be mutually encour-

aged by each other’s faith. Amen! 

Beach Retreat 2020 

Questions?  Contact Kaylene Sullen: kward0826@yahoo.com  

Lynn Goad:  lynnhylton@protonmail.com  

Kaylene Sullen, our Beach Retreat Coordinator, is part 
of an amazing team that is excited about what God has 
in store for the women of Grace.  The Thrive Retreat is 
important to her because she feels called to grow rela-
tionships and form new ones so she can share her life 
stories and how God has immensely blessed her through 
it all.  The retreat is a great place to do that! God has 
been part of every step of the planning and she can’t 
wait to see who He brings together and how He touches 
each of our lives during the retreat.    

October 9th—12th  
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  “These things I have spoken to you, so that in Me you may have peace.   In the world                      
you have tribulation, but take courage; I have overcome the world.”  John 16:33 

 Registration begins Sunday, July 12th at 8:30 AM online or 

in person at the Gathering Area. (gbcgt.org/connect/womens-

ministry)  

 Cost is $165 with a $50 refundable deposit due at registration. 

(deposit is refundable until September 13th)  

 Two beautiful beach houses from which to choose. 

 Drive yourself or carpool with other ladies. 

 Stay until Monday or leave Sunday evening.  

 Three fun Crafts (for small fee). 

 Horseback riding on the beach. ($60)  

 Encouraging speakers. 

 Plenty of time for fun with old friends, meeting new ones, 

and just relaxing on the beach 



  
 

 

 

 

 

I Go to the Rock  (Psalm 61) 
By Marci  Guevara 

 

 

 

When I was in college, I got involved in Rock Climbing.  That is not what most parents expect 

their little girls to get involved in when they go off to college.  But, having been raised in a family 
that loved the outdoors and wilderness and started backpacking when I was six, they took it in stride. 
That didn’t stop them from calling me after my weekend climbs to see if I was still in one piece. 

I still remember my first climb in Joshua Tree National Monument. I stared up at Intersection 

Rock. It looked overwhelming.  I couldn’t do that!  It seemed like there was nothing but shear rock.  
It wasn’t until I saw our leader go up that I realized that I could not see, from my perspective down 
below, what he could see close up.  But, since I was new at this, it was a little unnerving to “belay 
on” and then begin to climb. I had to put my trust in the person above belaying me up, my rope, and 
the skills I had learned. As I began my assent, I could see what I couldn’t see from the ground. Tiny 
cracks and ledges appeared which really did hold my weight and by afternoon I had reached the top.   

We all have mountains to climb. One of my mountains was fear of rejection. Growing up with au-

ditory nerve damage from birth and having to attend speech and lip-reading therapy growing up led 
to many challenges. On top of that, my family moved frequently due to my father’s job and I was 
teased due to my speech problems and wearing hearing aids. I hated being called names. By junior 
high, that awkward age, I was living clear across the country from California and I began to with-
draw. I didn’t speak to anyone at school for 8 months.  That way I couldn’t get hurt.  It took another 
move in high school, a recommitment of my life to Jesus, getting involved in leading music in Young 
Life clubs, and getting involved in sports to help me out of my insecurities.  It happened one step of 
faith at a time.  Not looking at the overwhelming future, but trusting that God would take me one 
step at a time. When I had to move my senior year back to California it was devastating. But I had 
learned that God was going before me as I made another change in my journey of life. 

Life is full of changes. It was a huge decision to pack up and move from my home state of Califor-

nia here to Georgetown, Texas.  It was not made lightly. I would be leaving friends, family, and my 
church home. I would be moving close to one of my sisters who lives here and starting over.  I 
couldn’t afford to stay where I was.  
 

 



It was all so overwhelming, selling a home, buying a home, packing, all of the decisions that had 
to be made.  But, once one knows that Jesus is on the other end of that rope saying trust me and 
climb, it is easier to make that commitment.  

Psalm 61 says I need to go to the Rock which is higher than I am.  But, to get to the top I must 
climb. And the tiny ledges I see only when I am actually climbing are God’s promises that will 
hold me when I place my whole weight on them.  

I was single when my father died suddenly and I lost my earthly spiritual rock. He was my earthly 
security and that was completely shattered. The words to this song came to me while I was hauling 
wood for my Mom weeks after losing my dad. This led me to write this song based on Psalm 61. 

 

“I Go to the Rock”  
 

Chorus: I go to the Rock that is higher than I; higher 
than I 

 A tower of strength against the foe, 

 I go to the Rock that is higher than I. 

 

Oh, hear my cry, Lord, from anywhere, 

From the ends of the earth, I know You are there. 

My heart’s overwhelmed with pain too great to bear. 

You give comfort to me and You show me You care. 

 

When trials assault me from every side, 

When no one can see all the tears that I cry. 

With sorrow so great that I cannot tell, 

I know of a refuge that will not fail. 

 

Beneath Your wings I’ll find all that I need. 

I’ll trust in Your love and omni potency.  

I know You won’t fail me whenever I call. 

Jehovah Provider, You’ll not let me fall. 


