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The focus of this year’s LIFEline issues will coincide with our recent sermon series:
Putting God in His Place ~ this issue will center on our Families.

A Parable of a Tree
Trees amaze me. Each one is different from every
other tree - the way the trunk grows, the way the leaves
and branches fill out, the height, the breadth. I look
closely at trees that I pass each day because they
intrigue me (no pun intended), and I’ve definitely got
some favorite trees.
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My most recent favorite is one that
I’ve driven past hundreds of times
without noticing it. And then, one
day, there it was! Elevated above
street level in the front yard of
someone’s home, facing east into
the morning sun, brilliant in its
brightness, it stood out from all the
other trees along the boulevard. I
guessed correctly that it might be
a variegated maple tree, though
I’d never seen one before. I didn’t
know maple leaves could be
variegated.

I researched my lovely new friend and discovered some
interesting things about it. First of all, it needs to grow
in the full sun. Its variegated leaves are typically the
result of a genetic mutation that prevents cells in the
white or yellow section of the leaf from producing
chlorophyll. Without chlorophyll, the cells can’t convert
sunlight energy into sugars, which the plant uses to
produce new growth. So the tree needs lots of sun to
grow.
This tree prefers to grow in average to moist conditions
and should not be allowed to dry out. It is not particular
as to the type of soil it is grown in. It is highly tolerant
of urban pollution and is known to thrive in inner-city
environments. If any solid green shoots appear with
new growth, they must be immediately pruned because
this tree readily reverts to the solid green of its ancestors.
As it grows, the variegated maple becomes a dense
shade tree. It has a straight
Continued on page 3

Choose today whom you will serve. . . .As for me and my family, we will serve the Lord.
Joshua 24:15 (New Living Translation)
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pastor’sPAGE
Yielding to the One Who Created Marriage
(Editor's note: Pastor Ned Berube, who participates with the
pastors' prayer group that meets at BCF each Tuesday morning,
has ministered at BCF at various times throughout the years.)

My wife, Sue, and I were married forty years ago this
past August 28. During these four decades we somehow
managed to acquire six children, five grandchildren, two
sons-in-law, and a daughter-in-law. We have also gone
through about eighteen motor vehicles, lived in eight
locations, and had over a hundred people from fifteen
different countries live with our family.
After reading this, one might legitimately reply, "So what?"
And I would say something like this: "The biggest 'so what'
of all of this is the profound fact that we've done it together
despite our innate brokenness and very different family
backgrounds and very different personalities.”
Sue and I had a lot of difficulties early in our marriage, due
to both human and spiritual immaturity. I had a penchant
for taking any minor issue and escalating it into a major
conflict. One could even say that I was "gifted" at it. But
we really did want to grow and spent a fair amount of time
sorting through an amazing array of contentions and
differences.
At some point along the way, we came to this conclusion:
"We are a team." Now being a team is one of the greatest
ideals of all time. Who's not in favor of being a team? But
when your individual preferences begin to be encroached
upon, it is easy to dismiss all this team idealism. Being a
team becomes easily subsumed by the self-interests of me.
During one of our early challenges, the drift of our
conversation was heading in a decidedly me direction.
Sue bravely grasped me by both shoulders and quietly but
clearly spoke these words to me: "Ned, we are a team. We
are a team."
It was stunning. As those words sunk into my thick cranium,
I got it. It made sense in a fresh way. Being a team means
going together in the same
direction with the same heart. We slowly improved, often
going back to that succinct dictum: "We are a team."
I have presided over far more weddings than funerals. No
doubt in the coming years that inequity will be evened out.
But I never cease to gulp just a little when a beautiful bride
and a handsome groom stand before me and make vows in
the presence of God and His people that they, in essence,
will be a team—

For better or for worse,
For richer or for poorer,
In sickness and in health,
To love and to cherish
Until death do us part
Keeping these vows has everything
to do with each partner yielding to
the One who created marriage in
the beginning. And yielding to that
One will daily demand that we live as a team and deliver me
over to the victory of the cross and the Resurrection.
Thanks be to God for His marvelous victory and His
incredible plan to include us, both married and single, in
His mission to love His broken world by both proclaiming
the gospel and demonstrating its beauty in our marriages,
families, and congregations.
--Pastor Ned Berube
Founder of Whitewater Ministries
Ned Berube was born in Connecticut in October of 1948 and raised in
a Roman Catholic home. His years at Fairfield University (BA in
English literature, 1970) were marked by a detour into philosophical
atheism and radical politics. In November of 1970, as a teaching
assistant at Marquette University (grad school, English), Ned accepted
Christ through the witness of a fellow teaching assistant — Susan St.
Peter, now Mrs. Ned Berube! Ned and Sue were married in August
of 1971 and went immediately to North Central Bible College in
Minneapolis, Minnesota. Later they became part of Daystar Ministries.
In September of 1981 the Berubes moved to Spooner, Wisconsin and
began Cornerstone Church with about 15 other adults. In the next few
years the church grew to over 300. In 1987 the Berubes moved to the
Twin Cities where Ned took on the dual role of coordinator of the Body
of Christ Community and pastor of Antioch Christian Ministries. In
September of 1992, he founded Christ Community Church in St. Paul,
Minnesota. Later, Christ Community Church joined the Alliance for
Renewal Churches. Ned has been the President of the ARC since
2000. Recently Christ Community Church merged with St. Paul
Fellowship.
Ned often ministers at churches and conferences in the U.S. and
overseas. He is especially appreciated for his work in the area of
marriage, family life and the church community. He and Christ
Community Church have substantial ties with churches and ministries
in Europe, South America and Asia.
Ned and Sue have been blessed with 6 children: Renee, married to
Jon Horsman; Lisa, Greg, Dan, Eric, and Lauren. Their granddaughters, Claire and Anja, are two of their favorite people in the world.
For over three decades the Berube family has enjoyed extended
household living. They have hosted over 50 singles and 3 families
representing 14 nations.
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God Our Father

took halfway around the world more
than a year ago to meet her two
daughters and seek to bring them back
Having recently joined the ranks of being a father, I have
realized some things about the relationship God, according to live with us. It took a lot of planning,
preparing, and saving to make it possito Matthew 7:9-11 and Luke 11:11-13, desires with us.
ble to fulfill our desire to have them with
One of life’s lessons comes from my two-year-old daughter, us. (Rose had not seen her daughters
Priscilla. When I arrive home after being away, she will run for almost four years.) We were able to
bring them back to stay with us.
up to me, say “Daddy,” and then go back to her playing
around the house.
God did more than we could ever
imagine Him doing. He, in the form of
Imagine God, our Father who is never absent or “away
His Son, came to this world to bring us to Himself and
from home,” who wants us to live in His presence, waiting
and longing for us to come and acknowledge Him and also give us access to Him. We are the ones who were far,
far away. He came, He called, and He gives us the
to stop and dwell with Him.
opportunity to dwell with Him and be His child.
Another of life’s lessons come from my (already) sevenmonth-old son, Edward. When I return home or he wakes I, as a very imperfect parent, sometimes absent, seek to
show love to my earthly children. Consider God, perfect in
up, I greet him. He does not communicate with words.
every way. He created, He called, and He longs for us to
Depending on the state of his stomach, he just sits and
want to be identified as His children.
enjoys me holding him.
God our Father loves nothing more than to hold us in His
arms and, although we do not understand all that He says,
speak words of comfort to us. Even while we sleep, He
lingers over us, thinking nothing but good thoughts for us.

Please forgive me, Father, for not following You the way I
know I should—especially since I now know the joys and
sorrows of being a father.
--Paul Holmgren

Our last lesson comes from the trip my wife, Rose, and I

A Parable of a Tree continued from page 1

trunk and well-shaped crown and produces beautiful foliage. God has planted us, and He will cause us to thrive,
Under ideal conditions, it can be expected to live a hundred regardless of the worldly pollutants around us.
years or more. If it is well cared for, it can become a
heritage tree for future generations.
We need to be ever mindful of any new growth that may
cause us to revert to an ungodly mindset or behavior.
Just like my favorite trees, it can be said that each human
Those things need to be nipped in the bud as soon as
family is unique from all others, with different strengths and they are recognized, and it often takes one of our family
challenges, different sizes and shapes, different areas of
members to point us toward truth. Pruning is a necessary
influence, different purposes, different destinies. God, in His discipline, and we need each other to remain faithful to
ultimate wisdom, has set each of us within the family that is God’s instruction.
right for us. As we seek to place God at the center of our
families, we are very much like the variegated maple tree.
A family tree that is well watered, well lit, and grounded in
good soil will be able to provide shade and covering for
First and foremost, we need to grow in the full Son. We
others. It will be straight and tall, beautiful to look at and
have been given all that we need to produce new growth,
restful to be around. With God at the center of our families,
but if we do not place ourselves in a posture where we can
we truly will be in a place to provide a rich heritage to the
absorb His life-giving energy, we will not be able to sustain
generations that follow – for a hundred years or more!
that growth.
--Liz Kimmel
Just as the tree needs moist conditions to grow, our families
need to be daily watered by the Word of God. It doesn’t
really matter where we grow – city or township, farm or
factory, academic or corporate world. We will grow where
Page 3
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Increasing Influence in Evangelism

Miracle at JFK
(Editor's note: The following is a testimony from Tom Oestreich,
published in his blog from River of Hope Ministries. Copyright ©
2011. Used with permission.)

I was traveling with a ministry team of seventeen people
from Minnesota on a mission trip to Guyana, South
America. The trip to Guyana was not a direct flight, so
several different airplanes and airports were involved.
Twelve of the seventeen people were going from
Minnesota to JFK Airport in New York City via Chicago,
with a change of planes in Chicago. And, for some reason,
five of the seventeen’s flight itinerary had them scheduled
to take a completely different route, going from Minnesota
to JFK via Atlanta. This, along with stormy weather,
provided the perfect storm for a miracle at JFK.
After arriving at JFK in NY, the twelve members (via
Chicago) were told that the flight from Atlanta had run into
some bad weather and was running behind schedule. “Not
a big deal,” we thought to ourselves; planes always have
the potential of running off schedule. In fact, the team
arriving from Chicago had also run into some bad weather
and was held in the air in a holding pattern until JFK
cleared the plane to land. When our plane arrived at JFK,
it was held on the tarmac for ten to twenty minutes as the
extremely busy airport gave our plane the OK to unload its
passengers and luggage.
In time, we discovered that the plane from Atlanta was not
only running late, but we were told that mathematically
there was not enough time to make the next flight out of
JFK even if they would arrive “on time.” You see, once the
plane from Atlanta arrived, it too would need to sit on the
tarmac for a period of time; then it needed to have both
people and luggage unloaded. The luggage would need
to go into a cart and be transported across the airport to
another plane. The people would need to be unloaded, put
on a bus, and transported across the airport to another
plane. Mathematically, there simply was not enough time.

nothing to lose. In time, one of the team members took
out her I-Pod and turned on some worship music. Other
members of the team were witnessing to a man and spent
some time praying with him. As the team was worshipping
the Lord at JFK, I saw a man in a safety vest slowly
approaching the group. When the man was next to the
group, the I-Pod was turned off. At once the man in the
safety vest told them, “Don’t turn that music OFF, leave it
on!” It turns out the man was a Christian. The team told the
man of the situation and how we needed a miracle.
Periodically, Pastor Ben (the team leader) and I would
check on the status at the counter, and each time it
seemed to be even bleaker as the Delta workers explained
that there was nothing that they could do. And yet, the
team still pressed on in prayer, asking the Lord to intervene.
When we explained at the counter why we needed to get
the whole team on the same plane to Guyana, compassion
rose up on the whole Delta staff and phone calls were
made. What little power this devoted staff had, they were
trying to use it to get somebody to listen; kind of like what
we were doing in prayer. They said that they would delay
the bus ride to the next terminal by fifteen minutes. One
Delta worker made a call to a manager at Delta to ask for
an intervention.
As the clock moved closer to the flight departure schedule,
the twelve team members were told that they would need
to get on the bus or miss their flight. There is a fine line
between walking out your faith and standing firm in your
faith. The apostle Paul wrote; “Therefore take up the whole
armor of God, that you may be able to withstand in the evil
day, and having done all, to stand (Ephesians 6:13, New
King James Version). This would be our moment of seeing
God come through; or else He wouldn’t, and we would
have to still trust Him.

The man in the safety vest, it turns out, was the driver of
the bus that would take us to the next plane. He committed
I should also state that there are only two flights to Guyana to us to do all in his power to make sure that the rest of the
out of JFK; both leave at 1:00 am. One is a direct flight, and team got to where they needed to be. When Pastor Ben
the other goes via Jamaica. Practically, what that means is and I got off the bus, he turned to the two of us and lovingly
that the five coming from Atlanta would need to stay in the exhorted us to not give up. He said; “You will see the
God of the impossible come through! Don’t quit! Don’t
airport for twenty-four hours and then fly out the next day.
give up! Keep praying! Keep your faith in God! Nothing is
Oh yeah, another missing piece; once we arrived in
impossible with God! Don’t lose hope! I too will be praying
Guyana, we had another four to five hour trip to reach our
for you.” It was a much-needed exhortation/rebuke.
final destination in Corriverton, Guyana. If the team flying
from Atlanta didn’t make the flight, the soonest we could
expect to have them arrive to join us would be around thirty When we arrived in the next terminal, I was reminded by
hours later.
the Holy Spirit of a verse that one of the team members
had received in prayer a week before at a team meeting.
The verse said: “If you will not believe, surely you shall not
The seventeen team members who were already at JFK
be established.” (Isaiah 7:9b, NKJV). The NIV puts it this
went into prayer to ask for a miracle. Why not, we had
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way: “If you do not stand firm in your faith, you will not
stand at all.” Once again, we were exhorted to not give up.
Something went off in my spirit that said, “I’m not getting on
that plane without the rest of the team. I'm not going to
wimp out on this opportunity to trust the Lord; even if
mathematically there isn’t enough time!’
The other ten members were boarded on the plane as
Pastor Ben and I went to the counter to get an update and
keep praying. The clock was now 12:45 am. The flight to
Guyana was scheduled to leave at 1:00 am.
A compassionate phone call from the first terminal had
come to the attention of the top person at Delta, who was
working at JFK that night. This man was at the counter, and
we heard him talk to the tower at JFK, telling that the plane
arriving from Atlanta was to be given priority one, both for
landing and taxiing in to the awaiting terminal. The bus
driver was standing by his bus, ready to drive the five from
Atlanta over as fast as possible.
The top man from Delta continued to make phone calls and
also communicated to the plane from Atlanta that ONLY
the five members of our team and their luggage were to get
off that plane. A card that my wife Cathy wrote to me for the
trip came to mind. It said: “Remember I’m praying for you.”
Cathy wrote in the card two passages of scripture: “Fear
not, for I am with you; be not dismayed, for I am your God. I
will strengthen you, Yes, I will help you, I will uphold you
with My righteous right hand.’ (Isaiah 41:10, NKJV) and
“For You, O LORD, will bless the righteous; with favor You
will surround him as with a shield.” (Psalm 5:12, NKJV).
At 12:50 am, we received word that the plane had arrived
from Atlanta. At 12:57 am the five members from Atlanta
came through the tunnel and up the stairs to the counter
escorted by the man in the safety vest and the Delta crew
from the other terminal. Spontaneous praise and thanksgiving broke out as the five were quickly checked in and ushered to the awaiting plane.
As Pastor Ben and I were leaving the counter, I looked at
the clock; it was now 12:59 am. God had come through
with a miracle at JFK with one minute to spare! This would
probably be a good time to interject that JFK is the busiest
international air passenger gateway to the United States,
handling more international traffic than any other airport in
North America! Talk about favor!
This would set the course on how we would see God working miracles of salvation, physical healing, and deliverance
on that mission trip to Guyana, South America.

--Tom Oestreich

THE FIVE WHO FLEW ON THE MIRACLE
FLIGHT FROM ATLANTA TO JFK
(FROM TOP LEFT, CLOCKWISE);
BRENDA SUND, ROB RAMPHAL,
KENDRA PANKOW ,
CLARE OLSON, KAYLA PERRY
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Memories from Guyana
After a ten-day mission trip to Guyana in August, BCF's 2011 Guyana
Mission Team blessed our church family with testimonies and skits in
our outdoor worship service at the Highland Park Picnic Pavilion on
Sunday, August 21. Four members of the mission team have written
about their memories below.
“Jesus Wants to Heal”
I left for Guyana with absolutely no idea what to expect. I just knew that
God would move and that hopefully we would be there to see it happen.
Well, we were. While I was in Guyana, God showed me the power that a
combination of strength and prayer can have. People were willing to
come up for prayer, and they would stay until they were satisfied with
God’s response.
Take a woman named Mimi, whose left side was for all purposes paralyzed after two strokes. After three nights of prayer, Isaac Hernandez,
Kevin Berry, and I were praying for healing for her. We watched as she
marveled at opening and closing her left hand. Later, Tom Oestreich told
us that she had been prayed for four times. This woman had come back
over and over again, certain that God could heal her. He respected that
trust, and He healed her left hand.

The people in Guyana all have stories. The kids will tell you about how
they have to work some of the time, and others will tell you about where
they live. Yet, they don’t tell you these stories for pity. Maybe they tell
you because you asked or because somehow your testimonies related,
but they never tell their stories for pity. And when they tell you their stories, you can keep the conversation just going and going. You can talk to
some for ages and still barely know what they’re going through. The
people in Guyana all have stories; you just have to listen.
--Cali Mellin
“God Is Faithful and Powerful”
In Guyana, I saw God move in so many ways. There are so many things
I could mention that I will never forget—the way God provided the perfect people to hold a plane for us when our previous plane was running
late, all the beautiful children's smiles. But there is one memory that has
forever changed my life.
While we were in Guyana, we helped set up a church plant in a rough
neighborhood. While I was passing out flyers for the service, my group
and I met a woman named Mimi. She had just recently become a Christian, but had the strongest faith and trust in the Lord that I had ever
seen. She had been severely affected by two strokes and now had difficulty walking and using her hands.

I just hope that people here will realize that Jesus wants to heal; we just
have to reach out to Him in prayer and remember to keeping coming
back. And He can do more than heal physical pains. I had a man come
up to me, asking for prayer for peace because he felt that his life needed
more peace, the peace that only Jesus could bring. We prayed and
prayed, and that man left the tent with a smile on his face, feeling that
peace.

There were three services in this area, and Mimi received prayer for
healing at each service; she also received prayer for healing before the
services while we were passing out flyers. Mimi was not healed the first
three times she was prayed over, but she still left with trust and faith in
the Lord. I saw incredible peace and trust that the Lord was in control in
her smile and her eyes.

Jesus said, “Ask, and it will be given to you” (Matthew 7:7). What do you
have to do? Ask. What is prayer? According to Merriam-Webster, prayer
is “an earnest request or wish.” Therefore, prayer is the act of asking.
Jesus said that prayers would be answered. The people in Guyana actually believed that. My sincere desire is that people will soon be able to
say the same about the members of Bethel.

The fourth time the team prayed for her, I was worshiping on stage and
got to watch God's healing power flow into her hand. I watched the
swelling in her hand go down and her fingers curl in and out. She still
has difficulty walking and moving, but she left that last service praising
God simply for her hand. She could not stop moving her fingers and was
filled with a look of awe in her eyes.

--Katrina Mellin
Fire for God
During my trip to Guyana, we had a lot of things happen. People were
healed, we interceded, and most of all, we talked. We talked to the congregation about our testimonies. We talked individually to the people to
help them or pray for what they were going through. Yet, what impacted
me the most was merely talking to the kids.
When you would talk to the kids or the youth, you could see the fire that
they had for God. It changed my life just to see the want and the need
they had. In some ways, the kids and youth were more receptive than
the adults, even in the way they just listened. Their eyes were completely glued on whoever was talking. It was pretty crazy, compared to
even myself, because I can get sidetracked and get caught not paying
attention. Yet, kids that were more than four years younger than me
somehow managed to always pay attention.

Witnessing Mimi's faith and trust in the Lord has forever impacted my life
and given me a new level of zeal for the Lord. God is faithful and powerful and is in the business of transforming lives.
--Kendra Pankow
“It Was for God, Not Us”
When we were in Guyana, one of my favorite parts of the trip was the
VBS. For the Vacation Bible School, we followed the art theme we did
for Day Camp at our church the week before. We had about 170 kids
each day. At first the kids were iffy about dancing around to our songs,
playing the games, making the crafts. But as our time with them went by,
they started to really get into it.
Many came to the camp, not knowing how amazing God is. After the
camp, I can guarantee that 95 percent of the kids had accepted Jesus
into their lives. The other 5 percent were kids of age 3 and 4, who did
not quite understand. To see 160 kids raise their hands, saying that they
want Jesus in their lives, was incredible. Absolutely amazing. And that’s
Page 6

just a tiny bit of what God did while we were down there.
It may have been a ton of fun, but it was just a bit difficult too. For games,
we were outside with the sun blazing on us—95 degree weather—and
we were already sweaty from dancing our hearts out during the morning
worship session. That really didn’t mix well. I honestly didn’t know what it
was like to sweat before that. Our dance team danced for hours straight,
nonstop. It was really tiring. But we worked anyway, harder even. Because it was for God, not us.
Saying good-bye to the people of Guyana was difficult. In those eight
days that we were there, we really grew attached to the nation of Guyana
and what God was doing there. I honestly didn’t think our work there was
done. That’s why I can’t wait to go back some day, to see what God is
continuing to do there.
--Peace Sinyigaya

LOTS OF MINISTRY . . . LOTS OF FUN . . .
LOTS OF DEEPENED FRIENDSHIPS . . . LOTS OF
OPPORTUNITY TO TRUST IN GOD’S GOODNESS!
Page 7
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The Rewards of International Hospitality
(Putting God in His place in our families includes the practice of hospitality to
others. Pastor Jim and Annette and their children have hosted four foreign
exchange students through the years: Mika from Japan, Pinar from Turkey,
Samia from Bangladesh, and Esteban from Ecuador. Each of their children
has shared their response to these opportunities below.)

The Making of Extraordinary Experiences
Here is the thing about inviting people
into your home: after a while, it seems
normal. When we were asked to reflect
on our thoughts about our "adopted"
siblings, I was unsure about what to
write. In the same way that you don't
step back to consider your biological
siblings, I've not reflected on our
adopted siblings. They just belong.
For as long as I can remember, Pinar
has been a part of our family. We first met her during her freshman
year at Macalester. She introduced us to Turkish delight, STRONG
coffee, and “to-die-for” Feta cheese (of course I would remember the
food; for those of you who know me, that makes perfect sense). Pinar
read Scripture at my wedding, Eleanor lived with her after college,
and I drove to Las Vegas to take care of her two-year-old son. Our
experiences are extraordinary because they are so ordinary.
There does not have to be a big production involved when you bring
someone into your home; you just need to let them stay. The point is
that you move through life together and allow the good, the bad, and the
ugly to be a part of your story. Most of our siblings have seen it all. Dad
often talks about living with nothing to hide, nothing to fear, nothing to
prove, and nothing to lose. For true security within a family, you have to
live like that.
Community is beautifully messy. Our family verse is Hebrews 10:24:
“Let us consider how we may spur one another on towards love and
good deeds.” These words provide simple guidance. Of course, we
mess up, but we're in it for the long haul.
--Emily (Olson) Sparling

woven. At some point, you stop
thinking of them as a guest and
more like family, and a new
“norm” is established.
Living with Samia and Pinar and
watching my family with Esteban
has changed my life. I can point
to Bangladesh on a map (I
couldn't before); I can say “There
is watermelon at home” in Turkish; and I gained a teenage brother.
I have family around the world!
--Eleanor (Olson) Cercavschi

“I Love My Brother Esteban!”
It is always awkward at first. You really have no idea what the person
is like, or if they will like you. There is no way to imagine spending an
entire year with a complete stranger. At first there is anticipation and
excitement, but when it comes to the day that you finally pick up your
student, there is no telling how you feel.
Esteban was very different from me. This is probably the reason we
bonded so well. He was almost a breath of fresh air, coming with fresh
new perspectives about all sorts of subjects. Sometimes we didn't even
need to talk. It was fun to sit on the couch and do my homework while
he was sitting next to me messaging friends on Facebook. Though most
people may not understand how this can possibly be interesting, it was
in those moments when we were quiet that I felt the most at peace.
I also got to bug and annoy him with sisterly criticism, while he got to
be the older brother who pushed me to try new things and be a little
more daring like him. It was our differences that made it so easy to hold
conversations. It was our differences that
made him more of an older brother to
me. He could share his experiences with
me, and I could share my hopes and
aspirations for my future. We both were
able to minister to each other (and we
still do!) in a way that was real and
impactful! I love my brother Esteban!

“I Have Family Around the World!”
Until I left home for university, I never really thought our home life was
anything out of the ordinary. The constant stream of people through our
home was the norm; the door was always open. My parents modeled
true hospitality to us, and I strongly believe that we (our family and us
kids) are better people for it. Growing up around people from different
nations, cultures, and perspectives was instrumental in expanding our
worldview.
Inviting someone to live in your home is welcoming them to be a part of
everything: the wonderful and the wacky, the community and the chaos.
You not only invite people to be a part of your life, but you get to be a
part of theirs. This radical hospitality requires adjustments to the “norm”;
you have to be available, flexible, and willing to invest. It is not always
easy, it requires sacrifice, and it can be very stretching, without a doubt.
However it is in the day-to-day living together that a beautiful tapestry is

--Clare Olson

“It Was Like Having a Big Brother”
I liked having Esteban living with us. His room was next to mine. I liked
having him around so we could play chess together and I could teach
him other games too. I liked that he would let me go on his computer.
He was fun to play with when I was bored because he joked around with
me. It was like having a big brother. It was a very good experience for
me.
---Noah Olson

Page 8

sendingL
LIFE
There’s a well-known phenomenon called “Mission High,”
which describes the temporary spurt of enthusiasm and
devotion to faith that comes after a short-term mission trip.
When I go on mission trips, I often come home with a
I’ve certainly experienced mission highs before, but this trip
simple nugget of truth God imparted to me during the time I
was different. I’m still aware of new things God is working
was traveling. I come home with a lesson learned, a simple
through in my life, things that stem from the experience I
way to apply God’s truth to my life, or new enthusiasm in
had in Jamaica.
my relationship with Christ.

Work, Worship, and God's Love

Long before I left for Jamaica, I knew this trip was going to
be different. As the deadline for the funds approached, I
started doubting that I was following God’s will. I didn’t
have the money, and I didn’t know where to find it. And
that point, months before I started packing, was when God
started speaking to me. God asked me to obey Him with
my money in a small way, and He powerfully showed me
that I cannot outgive Him. The incredible generosity of the
BCF congregation completely transformed my attitude
toward the trip and left me in awe of the way God takes
care of His people.

God was accomplishing amazing things in me during my
journey to Jamaica, but the scope of His work was, of
course, much wider. God touched the lives of the children
we sang with in VBS. He worked in our interactions and
presentations to the Jamaican church. The nursery school
we built alongside men from the church will serve the
community for years to come.
--Erin Schulz

After arriving in Catadupa, Jamaica (after a hair-raising
bus ride), we met with Pastor Leroy, who explained that
we’d be building rooms for a nursery school and leading
a Vacation Bible School (VBS) in the nearby town of
Cambridge. Pastor Leroy explained to us that so many
groups came to Catadupa over the course of a year that
they wanted to share the blessing with neighboring
communities. It was incredible to see Pastor Leroy’s heart
for outreach and revival as he coordinated service groups
and called his congregation to action.
The work was hard and satisfying. Much of our time was
spent passing buckets of sand and stone up a hill to where
the concrete was mixed. Bags of cement (42.5 kg.!) then
had to be lugged to the pile. Mixing came next, followed by
more bucket passing to get the concrete to the floor. After
the floor was set, we hauled cinder block for the walls. A
lucky few (including me!) got to learn the wall-building
technique. VBS workers didn’t have as much heavy lifting
to do, but as we took our turns at VBS, some said lifting
and hauling were easier tasks. During VBS, we sang
songs, acted out Bible skits, did crafts, and sometimes
broke up fistfights. The kids were affectionate and
enthusiastic, but never calm.
As I worked, worshipped, and swam alongside my
teammates, I saw a sliver of God’s vision for how
Christians should support and love each other. Although
I’d barely met most of my teammates before the trip, I was
immediately welcomed. But my new teammates didn’t just
support me; they also challenged me to grow, prayed for
healing in my life, and expected me to do the same for
them. Through my quiet times, worship, and fellowship with
my teammates, God showed me His love in an incredibly
tangible way.

ERIN’S TEAMMATES ON A SUMMER MISSION TRIP TO
JAMAICA WITH SERVANTEERS INTERNATIONAL. LOOK
FOR THE BLUE ARROW TO FIND ERIN IN THIS GREAT
MIX OF YOUNG ADULTS!
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Nursery, Growing Church, & Kingdom Kids

Learning about God from Our
Children
Putting God first in our family sometimes means putting
family first by taking into account the ages, stages, and
personalities of our children and adapting our plans.
Sometimes we learn more about God from them if we
follow their lead rather than our own. This lesson was
magnified to us this past Easter season.
Traditionally, we do several things as a family to enter
into the Easter story, including having a Last Supper,
embracing an uncomfortable sleep in “the tomb” for two
nights, and attending the Good Friday service. This year
the boys were having an exceptionally hard day on Friday,
and the thought of requiring them to sit quietly for a service
an hour or longer seemed like a recipe for disaster. We still
wanted them to get a sense of Good Friday and have a
shared family experience, and an idea popped into my
head for adapting our evening.
We began by sitting in “the tomb” (our living and dining
rooms blocked off for the weekend with darkened windows
and doors, where we sleep on the floor for two nights with
only candles as our light) and each person, youngest to
oldest, shared their knowledge of the Easter story. At one
particular point during Ian’s telling, Simon asked, “Can you
pause?” He left the room and, after a few moments, ran
back into “the tomb,” forcefully threw a small bag of money
on the floor, and said, “That’s what Judas did.” The bag of
thirty silver-colored coins Simon collected was a powerful
reminder and inspired talking points all weekend. It is
striking what Scripture the boys remembered, the impact
of specific details, and the connections they made.

of the treasures and their meanings from the mouth of a
child:
















A sword – Jesus fought Satan
A piece of a yellow wooden gate – Part of the gates of
heaven
A key – Keys to heaven that Jesus has
A lock – Unlock heaven; only Jesus can break that lock
Scissors – Those guys divided Jesus’ clothes
A pencil – Like a spear to cut open His side
A blue tag – Water from Jesus when they put that
sword in Him
A cloth – They wrapped Jesus up
A twig with a bud – New life
An agate – A true treasure
An empty McDonald’s fries box – It is the emptyhearted of us
A toothbrush – Clean heart
A “Crunch” candy bar wrapper – They crunched Jesus
heart
An ad for a “Free Discount” – Jesus paid the price for
us for free
An ad with “Yes” – Yes, Jesus has risen

Common items took on new meaning with the children’s
powerful insights of significance. Random items that looked
like mere trash created a connection for our family to
experience God together in an unexpected way.
Our family walk that Good Friday was a profound
experience in putting God first in our family by putting
our family first. When we identified and met the needs for
our boys, we were richly blessed by engaging in a treasure
hunt that exposed their knowledge and hearts for God.
--Cherie Monge

After our storytelling, we began walking our neighborhood
on a treasure hunt. We instructed the boys to think about
the walk Jesus took to the cross and find treasures that
made them think of Jesus. The rainy, cool weather added
to our reflection of the gloominess Jesus could have felt
on His walk. Simon suggested that we walk the alleys
because “it is lonelier, like Jesus was lonely that day.”
So our treasure hunt began.
Without a word, we watched as they put item after item into
the collection bag. Some items, like a “Yes” advertisement,
a candy wrapper, and a blue tag, were very puzzling;
others, like a dead twig, an eggshell, a cup, and an inflatable sword, had obvious meaning. After about an hour, we
arrived back home, damp with rain and delighted with our
treasures.
Back inside “the tomb,” we unpacked the bag and shared
our thoughts. As each item was retrieved, the collector told
how that item reminded them of Jesus or part of the Easter
story. Seen through the eyes of a child, each item held
meaning, and none remained puzzling. Here is a sampling

(This picture of the Monge family is from our 2008 directory.
Ian and Simon are three years older now,)
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A Missionary Kid’s Perspective:
Putting God First in My Family

summer I’ve been living
here in the Twin Cities
with my aunt, uncle,
and cousins. I even
(Editor's note: The following article is written by Hannah
think of small things:
Rasmussen, the daughter of Steve and Janice Rasmussen, who
have served as missionaries in Tanzania and Kenya, East Africa, how home and work
since 1995. BCF is the sending church for the Rasmussen family, so overlapped that I
which also includes Hannah's siblings: Justin, Rachel, and Isaac.) basically had two
parents who worked
“God, if I follow you, will you take care of me?” This is an
full-time and stayed at
honest question that every Christian faces and each of us
home! I’m so blessed
must eventually answer with God’s loving character and
to have grown up in
His promises in the Bible. Why, then, is this next question
Tanzania and Kenya,
so much harder: “God, if I follow you, will you take care of
in such a God-centered
my family?”
home. I wouldn’t have
my life any other way. BACK: STEVE & JAN RASMUSSEN
MIDDLE: JUSTIN, HANNAH, ISAAC
It’s a trust issue, isn’t it? We can trust God with our own
FRONT: RACHEL
lives, but our family is our responsibility. We forget that God Here’s another
the Father loves His children more than we ever can. And
example. When I was
He knows the pain of putting the Kingdom above His Son’s eleven, Dad had to decide what our family would do next.
comfort. The stakes were high, but God did it—and aren’t The Tanzanian deans needed a chance to step up and
you glad He did?
run the Bible school without him, and he also wanted to
research Tanzanian experiences of suffering. God was
My parents wrestled with this question on the mission field. leading him to pursue a Ph.D. at Trinity International
God called my dad to train East African ministers and
University, but that would mean moving to the States for
missionaries, first at a Bible school in Tanzania, and now
two years. Would this uprooting and culture shock ruin us
at a seminary in Kenya. And yet, this mission involves the
kids?
whole family.
He prayed, trusted God, and obeyed. We kids did
In our first term, we battled loneliness, constant sickness,
experience some culture shock, but I know that it saved
and a heart-breaking stillbirth. When we visited the United me from worse culture shock in college! During those
States after two years abroad, my mom knew we were
pivotal middle-school years, God surrounded me with
called to return to the field, but she didn’t want to talk about some Christian peers, a ministry for kids living on campus,
it. The birth of twins (Rachel and Isaac) a few months later and a good kids’ program at church. During that time, God
was a huge blessing from God, a reminder that He cared
matured me and gave me terrific friendships. I almost
and had a plan for our family. As my dad prepared to
wonder what would have happened to me if I hadn’t had
return, he felt like he was putting my newborn brother,
that great experience.
Isaac, on the altar.
The greatest legacy my parents—and my grandparents—
Still, they trusted God first. And I’m so glad they did. My
have left me is the way they have lived out their faith. One
parents were worried about our physical and emotional
of them reasoned, “In the long run, would I rather disobey
health. They wanted us to be safe and get a good
God in an attempt to protect my family or be an example to
education. They wondered if our relationships with friends
them of obeying God? He loves them more than I do. Can
and extended family would suffer. Did God take care of us I trust them to Him?”
kids? See for yourself.
A disclaimer: putting God first is not the same as putting
All four of us are alive and well today. God has provided
ministry first. God has given you work to do for His
for our family in amazing ways—for us to have quality
kingdom, and to some of you, He has given a family to
education, and miraculous financial aid for me at college.
raise for His kingdom. Both are equally important. But I
The times my family moved and I had to learn to trust God have been learning that a relationship with Him comes
for friends were momentous points in my faith, drawing me before everything else. Living in Him is always the best
close to Him. I’m privileged to see the church from a global place to be—for you and your family.
perspective, to have friends scattered across the world,
and to have grown up in the missionary community.
--Hannah Rasmussen
My relationship with my extended family could not be
closer. Most of them have visited us overseas, and this
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On Raising a Family in the Ministry
“So who are you dating?”
“Oh, this really good friend,
but he's going to be going
away to school to become a
pastor, and I will NEVER be a
pastor's wife!!”
Yes, I did actually say the words
in that reply almost thirty years
ago, and now, here I am, a pastor's wife of twenty-eight
years with four great kids. Back then I didn't have a great
definition of what “life in the ministry” would be like. Now I
can't imagine my husband doing anything else, and I have
been privileged to be much more involved with him in his
work than if he worked doing something else.
The kids and I have the benefit of getting to see Dad at
work and to see him as a man of integrity who “practices
what he preaches.” The kids have gone along with us on
hospital visits and in ministry at other churches, camps,
and sometimes overseas trips, meeting people from every
corner of the world. This has empowered them to walk in
freedom and love for the world. We also have the benefit
of so many Bethel friends who love on us and have
become great mentors, aunts and uncles, and even
extra grandparents for our kids.
Being in a “ministry family,” it takes time and effort to learn
that only God gets to define us. Sometimes we can feel
the expectations of what others think we should be. Having
said that, I want to say that we have not raised our children
any differently than we would have if Jim was not a pastor.
We often told our teenagers, “The reason our answer is
_____ is not because your dad is the pastor, but because
we are your parents, and this is how we do things in our
family.” We tried to build a welcoming home where our kids
felt comfortable to bring their friends.
Though Dad's schedule could get crazy sometimes, dinner
time has always been a great family-connecting time. We
also play lots of games together! Without a “normal” 9 to 5
schedule, flexibility is a skill we have all grown into. Jim
has always tried to be available and present for normal
“stuff” like reading to the kids' classes each week, watching
ball games, getting to know their friends, being a chauffeur
extraordinaire, and telling bedtime stories. Our kids need
their parents just as much as other kids do.
Both Jim and I and our kids continue to grow in our
understanding and compassion for each other and our
growing family as God keeps bringing new folks into our
home. Our family verse has always been Hebrews 10:24:
“Let us consider how we may spur one another on to love
and good works.”
--Annette Olson

Being a Pastor’s Family: the Early Years
Since coming to BCFM, I’ve been asked many times what
it is like to be a pastor’s wife. In all honesty, I can say that
it doesn’t feel very different to me…or at least I don’t feel
any different than everyone else. I have had many good
examples of pastors’ wives and families in my life, and all
of them have said, “Be who God made you to be, and don’t
worry about being anything else.”
Here is a glimpse of a typical Sunday afternoon schedule in
the Snyder household. Sam and I drive separately to
church because he arrives much earlier and is also the last
person to leave. A few hours before church, I begin the
process of feeding the kids dinner (earlier than most nights,
since our service starts at 6 p.m.), packing the diaper bag,
gathering all my kids’ ministry supplies that need to go to
church, and attempting to brush my hair and find something
clean to wear.
We then load the van (which usually means multiple trips
to get the toddler, infant, diaper bag, purse, kids’ ministry
supplies, and, at times, a potluck dish) and attempt to make
it to church on time. Making it to church on time with small
children is almost an oxymoron most weeks. Josiah usually
spits up, or Abby decides at the last minute that she
doesn’t want to wear a shirt or shoes, or… The list goes on
and on.
Once we are at church Abby goes running to find Daddy.
We have explained that he is “working,” but that is
confusing to a two-year-old when she can still see him on
the horizon. Most times, almost always coinciding with the
pre-service prayer time, she spots him and yells, “DADDY!”
After the service, I scurry upstairs to, with all my heart,
thank the children’s workers for allowing me to experience
such a relaxing church service. Abby is usually out the
door, down the stairs, and into the fellowship hall before I
can even make it out the nursery door. Once I track her
down, I enjoy connecting with people.
Josiah isn’t mobile yet and loves his stroller, so most times
he will sit contentedly while I chat. And then there is the
frequent glance-away that I must do for a quick “Abby
check” to see where she is. As long as she is playing nicely
with the other kids, my conversation continues. But most
times, I must politely interrupt the one to whom I am
speaking because Abby is attempting to turn off the lights
or grab another cookie off the refreshment table or run out
the door to follow some of her friends home.
We try to stay as long as possible, and it is usually well
past bedtime, which is evident in Josiah’s sleepy eyes. I
attempt to load my hyper toddler, sleepy infant, diaper bag,
purse, empty potluck dish, and stroller into the van. Abby
shares with me how much fun she had with her friends, and
to this day, I can honestly say that her favorite place in the
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whole world is “CHURCH!”, as she would say. Just about
the time that everyone is tucked into bed, I collapse on the
couch and hear the doorknob turn as my favorite preacher
comes home.

When thinking of family we don’t want to forget our family
afar. These are our members who are living and working
away from home. Please keep them in your prayers!

If you have small children, this might sound like a typical
Sunday experience for you too. I was reflecting on how
most of the families at our church have a very similar
experience. For many families, it happens all week long...
It is incredible how single parents do it! Then there are
some spouses that come alone to church because of
various reasons: one of them couldn’t make it; some are
involved in church ministries that require coming early or
staying late.
And then there are the families with more than two kids that,
even with two parents helping, inspire awe and wonder as I
look up to them. I guess, to sum it up, we are surrounded
by so many families that are doing the very same thing
as us, not just on Sundays, but in everyday life. They are
passionately loving and serving God, cherishing their
families, and being faithful at their jobs.
We are doing what we are doing because we know God
has called us to this; we can’t imagine doing anything else!
You might not see me at all of the church events because
one of my kids is sick or needs some extra love and
attention that day. But even Sam would say that our
ministry starts at home and flows out to our church and the
world. This means that sharing bedtime duties and all other
family experiences is a privilege, and regular date nights
are a must for keeping our relationship healthy.
Our experience as a pastor’s family is that people genuinely
love and encourage us. We are so blessed to be able to be
a part of so many people’s lives and share life together. I
personally enjoy getting to listen to my all-time favorite
preacher. And honestly, getting to bring home leftovers after
potluck Sundays is great... No cooking on Mondays! ☺

ABROAD

BRIAN & SANDI A.

M & M H.
BRIAN & PAULA D.

KATIE I.
DAVE O.

STEVE & JAN R.

--Sarah Snyder

DHANYA, JUNIA, JOHN, AND ARPITHA V.
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Let God's Glory Shine in Your Family
It may seem ironic to have an older single write about
putting God first in our families. But whether one is single
or married, young or old, families are important to God,
and they should be important to us. Over the years,
God has allowed me, as a single, to have a unique role in
ministering to families and to be a part of multiple families.
Families are important to God. From the beginning,
families have been a part of God’s plan. After God
created Adam, He said “It is not good for the man to be
alone” (Genesis 2:18). Then God created Eve, and He
commanded Adam and Eve to be fruitful and multiply, to
create a family. God’s promise to Abraham in Genesis
12:1-3 was “I will make you a great nation” (give you a big
family) and “in you all the families of the earth shall be
blessed.” The longing of God’s heart is to bless families.

God has created your family for a purpose; there is no
other family just like it. The size, age range, interests, and
personalities that make your family unique are all a part
of God’s plan to speak of His goodness to the world. Give
God priority in your time together as a family; worship
together and pray together. Rather than letting family
devotions become a burdensome “to-do” or a guilt inducing
“we-don’t-very-often,” take time regularly to celebrate
God’s goodness together. Rather than comparing your
family to others, seek God’s heart for your family, serve
Him with abandon, and enjoy each other.
Remember, your family is bigger than your family. As part
of BCF, you are part of an extended family called the body
of Christ. This larger family includes other family units and
individuals. We have been blessed with a vibrant church
family. Get to know those who are in it. Become involved.
Be intentional about discovering how and why we have
been brought together.

When God sent His own Son to live among us, Jesus
didn’t just appear; He was born into a family. Jesus had
younger brothers and sisters. God knew that family life was
essential to Jesus being able to identify with us as human
beings. God has also adopted us into His family. God is
our Father, and we are His children.

Prayerfully seek ways to include those you can bless in
your family life: families that are facing the challenges of
death or divorce, single parent families, those new to
the country or the community, widows, singles, college
students, new parents, teens, parents of teens, those who
are struggling financially. This is an area where God has
Why are families so important to God? It goes back to the demonstrated to me time and time again that the more
key truth that God values relationship. From the beginning, you seek to bless others, the more you will be blessed.
God has desired a deep and intimate relationship with His No matter who you are, you have gifts that can bless and
strengthen those around you.
creation. That relationship was destroyed in the Fall of
man. Our choice of rebellion over relationship keeps us
from the wonderful blessings our heavenly Father desires God has adopted us into His family through Jesus. He has
to lavish on us. Only through Jesus can our relationship be placed each of us in a unique family. Since families are
important to Him, let His glory shine in your life by putting
restored.
God first in your family life.
Families are meant to be role models of our relationship
--Julie Thompson
with God. We live in a society where intact families are
becoming increasingly rare. Broken families produce
wounded, broken hearts. Our community is overflowing
with those who, because of their brokenness, are hungry
for love and acceptance. Strong families speak of God’s
greatness to the world around us. They open doors of
conversation about God’s love and desire for each person
to be a part of His family. Often, what we do and say as we
interact as members of God’s family is being watched by
those around us. The way we as Christians live out our
family life can speak volumes.
Since this is the case, how do we put God first in our
families? How do we honor and glorify God? First we need
to remember who the head of our family is. Turn to your
Father daily in prayer. Seek wisdom from the Holy Spirit.
Parents, you don’t have to know all the answers; you just
need to be in close conversation with the One who does.
Children (of all ages), your parents aren’t perfect; treat
them with the same gracious forgiveness you have
received from God.
Page 14
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As a congregation we have been reading through the scriptures
together since January, 2011. To date we have read the entire
New Testament and the first five books of the Old Testament.
We took a break over the summer but are now ready to jump
back in, starting with the book of Joshua. Kick-off Sunday is
September 18th. Below you will find the reading schedule.
We come together on Sunday nights to share the things we have
been discovering. We hope you will be able to join us!

Date
Meeng/Discussion
This Week’s Reading:
9/18/2011 The Historical Books
Joshua
9/25/2011 Joshua
Judges - Ruth
10/2/2011 Judges - Ruth
1 Samuel
10/9/2011 1 Samuel
2 Samuel
10/16/2011 2 Samuel
1 Kings
10/23/2011 1 Kings
2 Kings
10/30/2011 2 Kings
1 Chronicles
11/6/2011 1 Chronicles
2 Chronicles
11/13/2011 2 Chronicles
Ezra-Nehemiah-Esther
11/20/2011 Ezra-Nehemiah-Esther
None
HOLIDAY/THEME SUNDAY HIATUS 11/27/11 - 1/8/12
1/15/2012 Wisdom Literature
Job
1/22/2012 Job
Psalms 1-41
1/29/2012 Psalms 1-41
Psalms 42-72
2/5/2012 Psalms 42-72
Psalms 73-106
2/12/2012 Psalms 73-106
Psalms 107-150
2/19/2012 Psalms 107-150
Proverbs
2/26/2012 Proverbs
Ecclesiastes/Song
3/4/2012 Ecclesiastes/Song
None
3/11/2012 The Prophets
Isaiah 1-39
3/18/2012 Isaiah 1/39
Isaiah 40-66
3/25/2012 Isaiah 40-66
Jeremiah 1-29
4/1/2012 Jeremiah 1-29
Jer. 30-52/Lamenta,ons
4/8/2012 EASTER SUNDAY
None
4/15/2012 Jer. 30-52/Lamenta,ons
Ezekiel
4/22/2012 Ezekiel
Daniel
4/29/2012 Daniel
Hosea/Joel/Amos
5/6/2012 Hosea/Joel/Amos
Obadiah/Jonah/Micah
5/13/2012 Obadiah/Jonah/Micah
Nahum/Habakkuk/Zeph
5/20/2012 Nahum/Habakkuk/Zeph
Haggai/Zech/Malachi
5/27/2012 Haggai/Zech/Malachi
None
6/3/2012 From Malachi to Mahew
None
6/10/2012 CELEBRATION SUNDAY
None

Length
24 Chapters
25 Chapters
31 Chapters
24 Chapters
22 Chapters
25 Chapters
29 Chapters
36 Chapters
33 Chapters
XXX
42 Chapters
41 Chapters
31 Chapters
34 Chapters
44 Chapters
31 Chapters
20 Chapters
XXX
39 Chapters
27 Chapters
29 Chapters
27 Chapters
XXX
48 Chapters
12 Chapters
26 Chapters
12 Chapters
9 Chapters
20 Chapters
XXX
XXX
XXX
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Of Morning Glories, God's Love, and the Son
(Editor's note: The following excerpts, which are taken from three
of Anna VanderKoy's Facebook entries this past summer, reflect
the ministry of God's love and grace to her after the death of her
infant twins in June.

Tuesday, June 7, 2011
I have a Francis Chan quote hanging on my refrigerator.
It says, “It's the sacrifice that promotes believability.” I've
thought about that off and on the last year. What kind of
sacrifice could I make that would actually cause unbelievers to stop and say, “I want that kind of Jesus in my life.”
...I know a three year old who has more faith than I do.
...this little man of faith was one of the first ones on my list
to pray for me and the babies when complications arose.
He did so faithfully every night and throughout the day. He
even told others to pray. The night I delivered and they
died, Jonathan went to pray for Anna and the babies. His
mom wept, and his father had to come in and share that
the babies had died and were with Jesus. So he prayed
for Anna and Chris instead. Two days later, he forgot and
diligently went to Jesus in prayer for Anna and the babies.
Again, he was reminded that the babies had died and were
with Jesus now. To which he confidently and joyously threw
his hands in the air and shouted, “Hurray! They're happy
now!”
...when I was going in for the fatal delivery, I was not full of
faith, and I was not even rightly thinking about life. I was clouded in darkness and fear and just wanted to get
it all over with. Fortunately, I had
wonderful nurses and medical staff
that gently helped lead me to the point
of thinking a little differently. We held
the girls, Iris and Ivy, and marveled at
their features. They were very much 2
tiny little babies with arms and legs and knee caps and itsy
bitsy fingernails. They both lived for a little while. Their little
hearts were just beating away. The larger of the two girls
lived and moved for at least 20 minutes as Chris held and
gazed upon her.

believe my eyes that there was a flower months before its
time. True, it withered and died by the early afternoon, but
it was beautiful for the morning.
Today I've been mulling over that Francis Chan quote
again. Is my current situation a sacrifice? Could the way I
live through this somehow bring belief in Jesus? But how
could this be? Sacrifice is a willing choice. I would never
have chosen to put the girls on the altar Abraham/Isaac
style. But wait. Maybe it's about the attitude. I didn't have
the forethought to give them to Jesus. It wasn't an action I
moved upon. But what am I going to do now? Will I choose
the way of poison and hatred toward my Jesus, or will I
release them as if pouring out a perfume on His feet?
When Mary poured out her perfume on Jesus, I believe He
loved her heart and attitude behind the action more than
the action in and of itself. L.B. Cowman wrote in Streams in
the Desert, “Acres of blooms are crushed to make a drop of
perfume fine.” I didn't choose to give my children to God.
But I can humbly bow before Him and submit my dreams
and desires to mother these girls, instead giving them as a
drop of perfume to my Lord.
The kingdom of God is like a field of beautiful flowers. We
don't stop and admire each individual flower because it's
too difficult for our delicate dust-mite minds. But the Creator
loves each and every bloom and delights in their perfume.
Some grow in our house for years and years without
stopping. How blessed are the parents who receive the gift
of nurturing a child through years of life! But some flowers
bloom in the morning and wither by 10:30. Can I still say,
“He calls me blessed,” I who only received the gift of a child
for 20 minutes? Yes, this IS a sacrifice. I wasn't willing, and
I hurt immensely. There will be anger, there will be clouds
of darkness. But maybe sometimes I can throw my hands
in the air in submission and whisper, “They're happy now.”
Friday, June 17, 2011

2 weeks ago. 2 weeks ago I was in the second hospital,
waiting for the doctor to come and remove my failing
cerclage. 2 weeks seems to be the magic number. “Give it
2 weeks before you do much physical activity.” “The first 2
weeks will be a roller coaster of emotions.” 2 weeks came
this morning. I went in to the same clinic attached to the
And in the last few days, we have continued to think about hospital, the same place as 2 weeks ago. I walked past that
the value of a life. With God, there is no beginning or end
dimly lit ultrasound room where I sat, seeing and hearing
of time. Therefore, the life of these girls is of no lesser
the girls together one last time. The room where Dr. Block
importance than ours. Though a very short life, they lived
asked, “Are you falling apart?” and then said, “I don't think
the life God gave them. Just like a morning glory flower.
there's anything we can salvage here.” 2 weeks... Well, the
God created them and calls them beautiful, but each bloom oven timer may have gone off today, but if you stick a knife
is but for one day, and usually just for the morning. My little in me, I'm still gooey.
girls were morning glories. These flowers grow on vines,
and usually the vines grow and grow all summer and buds As I was driving to my appointment this morning...I heard
and flowers finally come in the fall. When we came home
the song “He loves us, Oh how He loves us, oh how He
from the hospital on June 5, there was a morning glory
loves us....” And I was glad that was the only thing they
flower open! I grew this plant from seed, and I could NOT
were singing. Because that's where I stopped. He loves us.
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He loves me. Really? Is this what love looks like? Not
entirely but in part? A dear woman in my life years ago
used to say God gives us puzzle pieces, one at a time.
He doesn't give us the box top though. Why? Why do we
only see in part? Can't I have a hint of the future to get me
thru, a little hint to help me continue with putting the puzzle
together? I'm stuck. Please don't mistake this for bitterness,
though.
As I drove, it was a sweet and sour taste. The sourness
because I don't like it. I can't see beyond today, and I don't
like it. Why a miscarriage 2 years ago? ...Why the feelings
of double blessing and redemption just a few months ago
when we found out it was twins? Was it really necessary
for there to be two of them?! Two to be taken this time?
Why? What's the point? Am I not ready to be a mom? Have
I too much to learn still? But there is sweetness. Just a little
bit, but He loves me. Oh, how He loves me. He cries and
grieves with me even as He knows the good that is coming
that I can't yet see.
I have concluded that either the Lord does not love me
like He has promised and it's all a lie, or I don't really
understand what love looks like. I choose the latter
today.
“Now we see in a mirror dimly, but then we shall see face
to face. Now I know in part; then I shall know fully, even as
I am fully known” (1 Corinthians 13:12).
Wednesday, July 20, 2011 Where's the sun?
Psalm 19: 1-6
“The heavens declare the glory of God; and the firmament
shows His handiwork. ...In them He has set a tabernacle
for the sun, which is like a bridegroom coming out of his
chamber, and rejoices like a strong man to run its race. Its
rising is from one end of heaven, and its circuit to the other
end; and there is nothing hidden from its heat.”

to check for sunrise times. 5:45 AM. Good. It's 5:46 now,
so any time. I decided to stare at the orange clouds until
the sun burst through. And sure enough. Just like that. The
beauty of the blue-orange sky that made the distance look
like an ocean disappeared and gave way to the brilliant
blinding sun and its heat.
Now I'm back in my front yard...waiting for my morning
glories to open. ...The last two days they've either opened
and withered before I got a chance to see them or quite
possibly never opened at all, withering before they even
got a chance to make their full glorious introduction. The
sun is beautiful but powerful, and nothing is hidden from its
heat.
Six and a half weeks ago when the babies were born and
died, I didn't have much strength to search God out. I knew
I needed Him and that's about it. He came - like a bright
sun, like a bridegroom roaring out of his chamber, like a
strongman to run the race for me - He came. My senses
were heightened, and I'm already supersensitive to smells,
sounds, etc... But it seemed like I saw Him everywhere. I'm
thankful He didn't hide.
“Seek the Lord while He may be found. Call on Him while
He is near.” The Son can be found. Seek Him. And don't
wait to do it when you can't sleep, counting on two hands
how often you've done it in your life. Seek Him as if
searching for hidden treasure. May He delight in hiding
Himself, and may you delight in searching Him out. And
when you don't have the strength to search Him out, may
He graciously display His relentless bright ball of fiery light
on the darkness of your night.
--Anna VanderKoy

...Stepping outside at 5:00 AM, I could feel the stickiness
instantly. But as I walked, there was a nice, happy breeze,
so it was quite enjoyable. I actually like this time of day
when hardly anyone is up. The morning glow was not yet
orange, just lacking the sleepy darkness. My morning
glories were twisted beautifully, just waiting for the sun to
hit them and invite them to open for their few short hours
of life...
I should go see the sun! I have enjoyed many sunsets,
but I think I can count how many sunrises I've seen. ...I
realized if I got to the train bridge, I'd be able to see the
sunrise. The anticipation grew as I headed there. Orange
was just starting to color some clouds. I got a little
impatient and wondered how long I'd have to stand there,
waiting for it to appear. I cheated and used my cell phone
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poeticLIFE
A Year of Return

Siblings

[Prodigal Son]

You are my brother.
It doesn’t matter if I’ve never met you,
Or if I’ll meet you in the future,
Or if I’ve met you before, but we just don’t remember –
Like at the Billy Graham Crusade, or a seminar, or any
number of other places.
If we don’t remember having met,
that’s okay, in a way . . .
You’re still my brother.
Our remembering or not remembering each other doesn’t
change that fact.
And if we haven’t met at all we are still siblings.

The freedom was glorious
Money flowed like a stream
Nightly parties as celebrity host
Wine and women – living his dream
But the dream turned dark
The money ran dry – no friends, broken life
And surely father wouldn’t forgive
His plunder of the family inheritance
What should he do?
It’s a Year of Return
[Refrain]
Return
With father’s arms open wide
Return
Grain bent with harvest fruit
Return
To the Way, Life and Truth
And know the riches of His Love
[Parable of the Seeds]
Some seeds fell on the hardened path
And were quickly snatched away
Some seed took sprout in thin soil
And burned up in the scorching sun’s rays
Some seed fell in the choking thorns
And produced a crop of none
Some seed worked into fertile soil
And exploded with an abundant harvest
What should we be?
It’s a Year of Return
[Bible]
The heavy bound book on your shelf
Marked with your impressions years ago
Doesn’t impact your day or feed your soul,
Propped dormant in your heart
Stories of old seem tarnished and stale
Like grandmother’s old silverware
Yet you vaguely recall a mystery to figure
out
A history to search out, and a promise to
live out
What should you do?
It’s a Year of Return
--David Pestel

And do you know why?
It’s because the God in heaven that created us
is our Father.
And the reason we can even call Him our Father
in the first place
Is that He has a Son named Jesus,
Who, through his love and sacrifice has made
a place for us in the family of God.
He is the Brother that makes us one,
And I’m so glad!
If I don’t know you now,
Or did know you, but I forgot,
Or won’t ever know you in Time,
I will meet you in Eternity.
And we will have all of Eternity to get to know
each other.
And that makes me very glad.
You are my brother.
I’m especially glad if I know you now.
You will always be my brother . . .
That is, unless you’re a girl,
And then you’re my sister.
And everything I’ve said about my brother
is the same for you.
And I’m glad about that, too.
This is such an awesome family . . .
A Father and a Brother and so many other siblings
That I haven’t ever met you all,
And never will meet you all . . . until Eternity.
For now we see through a glass, darkly;
But then face to face:
Now I know in part; but then I will know fully,
just as I also have been fully known.
I’m glad now.
And I will be very glad then.
--Liz Kimmel
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prayerL
LIFE
Praying for Family Members
Praying for family members is my most challenging people
group to lift up in prayer. It is so because I allow my flesh to
get in the way. Candidly, my emotions, recounting of family
history, and foggy objectivity messes with my prayer for
them! I don’t much like messes. I prefer to work in an
orderly, bullet-point fashion. Praying about how to pray for
family leads me into the secure, expansive arms of my
Redeemer, who helps me form my prayers. Although these
prayers do not follow a predictable pattern, I am noting
three consistent components.
The first component is the donning of my prayer armor,
as described in Ephesians 6. The belt of truth dissipates
any fog that is clouding my objectivity. The breastplate of
righteousness protects my heart attitudes. Having my feet
fitted with the readiness that comes from the gospel of
peace gives me traction. The shield of faith gives me
confidence, and the helmet of salvation protects my mind
as I deftly deflect the hits from the enemy, using the sword
of the Spirit, the Word of God.

the Holy Spirit matches a specific verse from the Word of
God to a specific family member. Their name is placed
into that verse in prayer. The power and truth of God’s
promises for that person are claimed and covered by the
blood of Jesus.
The last component entails gathering with other believers
to pray, as described in Matthew 18 and Hebrews 10. My
faith and conviction are unshakable when I hook prayer
arms with other trusted believers.
Are there still times when prayer for my family seems like
a major challenge, when I just don’t have the words or the
focus or the whatever? Oh, yes indeed! It is at these times
that the promise of Romans 8:26-27 is brought to my
attention:
In the same way, the Spirit helps us in our weakness. We do not know what we ought to pray for, but
the Spirit himself intercedes for us with groans that
words cannot express. And he who searches our
hearts knows the mind of the Spirit, because the
Spirit intercedes for the saints in accordance with
God’s will.

Using the Word of God in prayer is embedded in the
second component: following Jesus’ lesson plan for prayer,
as He taught it to His disciples in Matthew 6. The plan
has four parts. First, there is praising God, which is easy
I am reminded that God has the prayer agenda actively
because He has a long list of excellent attributes. The
second part is confessing my sin, which is not so easy but covered after all.
very necessary to clear the air between my Creator and
For the eyes of the Lord are on the righteous
me. This opens up the roadway to the third part, which is
And his ears are attentive to their prayer.
thanksgiving, as described in Psalm 95.
--1 Peter 3:12
The last part of Jesus' lesson plan is petitioning on
--Faye House
behalf of family members. At this point in my prayer time,
How does God decide where each new baby should be placed?
Each family He’s created is a picture of His grace.
He knows how best to fabricate the family that we need
By placing us with those whose strengths will help us to succeed.
How does God decide the traits that each of us will bear?
Friendly . . .cautious . . . curious . . . affectionate . . . aware . . .
How does God decide which family will be mine for life?
Why did He not order things so there would be no strife?
How is it our deep, deep love so quickly turns to wrath,
And our unkind behavior brings a messy aftermath?
Why does God not stay our hand when we are poised to hurt?
He’s capable of stopping us when we are cruel and curt.
We often are impatient with those we love the most,
And opt against humility when there’s a chance to boast.
Why is there dysfunction in place of perfect peace?
Why is it so hard to let His joy in me increase?
God didn’t make us robots so we’d all behave alike;
He gave us each the right to choose how we would live our life.
When God is at the center of our family every day
We learn to be like Him in everything we do and say.
--Liz Kimmel
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ken’sKORNER
The Harvest of God's Discipline
This past spring I heard a statement that I believe is worthy to me. And yet, I knew I had to obey the voice of God. I
had to put God in His place as Lord of my life.
of consideration: There is no such thing as a marriage
problem; what seems to be a marriage problem is really a
By God's grace, in surrender to Him, I did turn over and
personal problem.
pray with Sharon. I did tell her that I loved her. I didn't feel
very spiritual as I prayed, and I didn't feel like I loved
I thought about this as I revisited Pastor Jim's sermon
“Putting God in His Place in Our Family,” which he shared Sharon. But by choosing to do God's bidding, I took the
with our church body last December 26. As I look back on first step on the path of reconciliation with her.
more than thirty-eight years of marriage, I recognize that
Hebrews 12:10-11 teaches that God's discipline “produces
my failure to put God in His place in my life has been a
a harvest of righteousness and peace for those who have
catalyst for problems that have occurred in my marriage.
been trained by it.” I am so thankful that God's discipline
taught me to put Him, not my selfish interests, in the place
My wife, Sharon, and I have, by God's grace, enjoyed
of lordship in my life that night. I rejoice because it helped
a precious sense of unity the greater portion of our life
me grow in righteousness—His righteousness. And I am
together. However, we have had our share of times
grateful for the peace it helped bring to my relationship
when the challenges of daily life disrupt the oneness we
with Sharon.
treasure. One of these times happened many years ago
when our children were still in their preteen years, but I
I'm still learning lessons in God's discipline and the
still vividly remember how God taught me an important
exercise of His righteousness. I have been painfully aware
lesson through it.
so many times that my righteousness is, in the words of
Although I have long since forgotten the specific issue that Isaiah 64:6, “like filthy rags.” I am totally dependent on
God for His cleansing of my sins and the gift of His
divided us, I do recall the sense of alienation that came
righteousness.
between Sharon and me that day. By nighttime, it had
become an invisible wall between us, and we tried, with
no success, to resolve it when we went to bed. Finally, we It's a gift that I have received by trusting in Jesus Christ.
By His mercy, I have been saved from the penalty and
turned away from each other in cold silence. As we lay
there, back to back, my mind was tossing and turning with power of sin. I have been forgiven and have received the
life-changing presence of Jesus. He is faithfully working
mental accusations against Sharon and thoughts of
in my life, to make me more like Him in my family
self-justification and self-pity. Deep loneliness engulfed
relationships.
me.
Then God broke into the darkness of my world with two
revelations. The first was related to my very painful
experience of loneliness. I recognized how deeply broken
I was because the friendship and companionship I so
greatly valued in my relationship with Sharon had
vanished. The second revelation was a clear directive
from God to my heart. He showed me that I must not go
to sleep this way. Rather, I must turn over, pray with
Sharon about our problem, and tell her that I loved her.

The Lord Jesus Christ desires to live and rule in your life
too. He desires that you will turn from your sins and
choose to trust and follow Him in your life and your family
relationships. If you have not done this, I urge you to do
so today. Put God in His place in your life and your family.
--Ken Holmgren

I didn't want to do it. Every natural inclination within me
selfishly resisted what I knew was God's strong, true word
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