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2013:  A Year to Engage 

The focus of this year’s LIFEline issues will coincide with several of our recent sermon series: 
In 2011 the pastors preached on The Ten(der) Commandments.  

This issue will include articles that focus on the truths we learned through that series. 

MONTHLY  
THEME: 

Remember the Sabbath 
 

Remember the Sabbath day by keeping it holy.  
Six days you shall labor and do all your work,  

but the seventh day is a Sabbath to the Lord your God. 
--Exodus 20: 8-10 

 
It would begin at 7 a.m., my typical walk to the bus station 
from my flat on the edge of town. The small Turkish city 
had not yet awakened, but I would stumble onto the otobus 
with a few other bleary-eyed travelers who were unable to 
function without their morning çay (Turkish tea). I would 
watch the mountains shift from rolling hills to jagged cliffs 
as the elevation dropped and we neared the sea. For two 
hours, I would doze to Tenth Avenue North on my MP3 
player, sip my tea, or simply watch the landscape. 
 
Then came the city bus ride into town; palm trees and high
-rise apartments replaced the winding mountain roads. I 
would order my Starbucks chai latte and often sit by the 
sea, journaling or reading. Then I would wind my way 
through the narrow cobblestone streets to where the 
church met in an upper room atop a café. Usually my day 
was spent with believers, filling myself with truth and          
simply resting in the company of the body of Christ.  
 
After each week of feeling spiritually isolated, I saw the 
Lord pour out His love on me in those Sabbaths of my life. 
True rest. Restoration of the body and soul. I came to 
crave those long Sunday bus rides, those hours sitting by  

 
 
the sea and journaling while I 
basked in the beauty of His 
creation, those gatherings of 
Christ’s family in a stuffy room 
above a café.  
 
I often hear people complain 
about how a church is too far 
away or how long the sermon 
takes. I myself am guilty of considering the convenience of 
the location of a church. But God isn’t concerned with con-
venience or the ritual of church; He is concerned with holi-
ness and restoration.  
 
In a culture that doesn’t seem to know how to slow down,  
I admit that I find it hard to set time apart to listen, to rest. 
Yet I recognize God’s grace in this commandment. He 
knows our need for rest, and His desire is for us to be set 
apart—to be holy as He is holy. In the Sabbath, He is  
faithful in bringing rest to our souls.  
       

    --Rachel Grammer 

 

Editor’s Note:   Rachel Grammer is a new attender at Bethel 
Christian Fellowship, and we are pleased to include her article as 
part of this edition of the LIFEline.  We are always interested in 
hearing fresh voices.  If you are a writer and would like to use 
your gift to edify the BCF body, please contact us through the 
church office. 
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But be very careful to keep the commandment and the law that Moses the servant of the Lord gave you:  
to love the Lord your God, to walk in obedience to him, to keep his commands,  

to hold fast to him and to serve him with all your heart and with all your soul.”   Joshua 22:5 NIV 
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 God's Reasonable Request to Honor Him 
 
The Ten Commandments. They could also be called the 
“The Ten Rules.” Let’s be honest. That is what they really 
are—rules!  
 
Many people cringe when they hear the word rules. For 
example, coming from Africa where there are very few 
warning signs of any kind, I was a little overwhelmed when 
I began going to parks or many other places here in the 
U.S. and seeing sign after sign labeled “Do not enter,” “No 
admittance,” “Warning.” I felt like I was being bombarded 
with bright yellow signs whenever I wanted to climb a hill. 
 
Every family has rules. From childhood, everyone is  
instructed in how to behave and more importantly, how  
to interact. Rules teach us what is important and what is 
appropriate. If you have ever questioned the importance  
of rules, take a look at a child whose parents are letting her 
run the house. It’s hard to be in the same place as such a 
child for more than ten minutes before you feel sorry for 
everyone in that family, including the child herself. 
 
I had a really great family. I never doubted that I was a part 
of the family. My parents did a very good job of assuring us 
children that we were loved and appreciated. Yet, even the 
most grace-filled family has to have rules to enable it to 
function. My parents made it quite clear that they had some 
expectations of us, some rules.  
 
My family actually had quite a few rules. When I was 
young, I felt like the grand total of those rules added up  
to an abominable load impossible for any human to bear. 
Discipline came my way on a weekly basis. If I misbehaved 
in public, my mom would give me “the look!” Did your mom 
have one of those? I knew that discipline was right around 
the corner.  
 
Now you might think that after all these years of rules, I 
would have finally looked back and said, “Mom and Dad, 
you guys destroyed me! You have broken my psyche and 
now I am an absolute mess.” On the contrary, I thank 
them. I am so grateful for all the discipline they gave me.  
 
You see, they taught me that every time they said no to 
one thing, they were actually giving me an opportunity to 
DO the opposite. The rule don’t hit your sister became a 
command to look after her and take care of her. Don’t call 
people mean names encouraged me to look for ways to 
encourage and praise people. My parents didn’t just want 
me to stop doing bad things. They wanted me to do good 
things.  
 
In Titus 3:3, Paul reminds Titus about the hopeless position 
of mankind before encountering the grace of God.  

 

 
 
 
 
For we ourselves were once foolish, disobedient, led  
astray, slaves to various passions and pleasures, 
passing our days in malice and envy, hated by            
others and hating one another. 
 

Reread this description a moment. That’s a pretty bleak 
picture. People like that don’t tend to be very good at  
obeying God’s rules. In fact, they are really incapable of 
obeying them—which might be why many non-Christians 
look at the Ten Commandments as burdensome.  
 
Thankfully, Paul doesn’t end there. He goes on in verses 4 
through 7 to say:  
 

But when the goodness and loving kindness of God 
our Savior appeared, he saved us, not because of 
works done by us in righteousness, but according to 
his own mercy, by washing of regeneration and re-
newal of the Holy Spirit, whom he poured out on us 
richly through Jesus Christ our Savior, so that being 
justified by his grace we might become heirs accord-
ing to the hope of eternal life. 

 
I love that! God is our Savior! We surely needed saving. 
People who are foolish, disobedient, led astray, hateful 
slaves need to be sought and rescued (primarily rescued 
from themselves). And just in case we miss the fact that we 
need to be saved, Paul reiterates it at the end of verse 6 by 
also calling Jesus our Savior. That’s a lot of saving in only 
three verses.  
 
Also, notice in verse 5 why He saved us, “not because of 
works done in righteousness, but according to his own 
mercy.” Let’s face it; we weren’t really in a position to do 
any righteous works since we were still foolish, disobedi-
ent, led astray, hateful slaves. He saved us because of His 
mercy.  
 
Here is why I love this as one of my favorite scripture  
passages. Paul has now established the fact that we aren’t 
members of God’s family because we obeyed a list of 
rules. He has already shown that we were incapable of 
obeying such a list. Instead, we are members of God's 
family because God in His mercy adopted us and saved 
us. Now, because of this place of security, Paul charges 
Titus with a mission in verse 8:  
 

The saying is trustworthy, and I want you to insist on 
these things so that those who have believed in God 
may be careful to devote themselves to good works. 
These things are excellent and profitable. 

 
Paul wants Titus to remind people of these truths because 
he knows that when man experiences the grace of God,  
all those commands that seemed so burdensome before 
become a pleasure to obey.  
 

pastor’sPPPPAAAAGGGGEEEE 



Page 3 

Before working on this article, I had been reflecting on the 
grace of God for a long time. When I read through the Ten 
Commandments, my first thought was, “What a reasonable 
list of expectations for God to have!” The problem is that 
sinful man tries to crawl under even this low setting of the 
bar. Is it really so unreasonable for God to ask us to be 
faithful to our wives...to not steal...to not kill?  
 
Just like it was in my family, every no is a chance to  
say yes to God's grace. Not only that, but we can  
become participants in spreading His grace to others. By 
commanding men and women not to commit adultery, God 
invites each husband and wife to reignite the passion and 
rebuild the friendship that once existed in their marriage. 
He is safeguarding the lives of countless people who 
would be devastated by the destructive effects of adultery.  
 
By giving the command, do not murder, God is inviting us 
to extend His mercy to people who may have wronged  
us. Perhaps they have wronged us in the deepest way 
imaginable, and we, in our limited perspective, think  

that they deserve to die now. Yet we are invited to be  
participants in the grace of God by turning from our  
anger and instead offering them the same grace we have 
received.  
 
Because we are in the family of God, we need to under-
stand that He cares how we treat each other and how we 
treat ourselves. He also cares how we treat Him. These 
Ten(der) Commandments are,  
in view of God’s mercies, His 
reasonable request to honor Him 
with our bodies and our minds. 
    
   
 --Eirik Rasmussen 
  BCF Pastoral intern 

To Honor Our Parents Is to Honor God 
 

Honor your father and your mother that your 
days may be long upon the land which the Lord 
your God is giving you.   --Exodus 20:12 
 

How do you honor a parent who has hurt you deeply? It  
is a lot easier to honor someone who has been good to  
you and loves you than it is to honor someone who has 
hurt you. Yet we are commanded to honor our parents  
regardless of how they have related to us.   
 
When I was three, my parents divorced. I have a picture of 
my father with me sitting on his lap, but I do not remember 
him. What I do remember is my deep hurt from feelings of 
abandonment and rejection that resulted from a severed 
relationship. Extending grace to another is being able to 
forgive and honor them when they have hurt you and can't 
or don't love you back. The journey of healing has not been 
easy, but I eventually was able to forgive both my parents. 
 
In December 2007, I learned that my father had died on 
Christmas Day. My grandfather had seen his obituary in the 
newspaper, and my mother verified the information. The 
interesting thing is that I knew in my spirit he had died. 
Even if you are not physically connected to a parent, you 
are spiritually connected. I grieved his death like any other 
daughter would.  

In the time that followed, the Lord helped me realize that I 
only know parts of the story of painful events I have experi-
enced. This helped me to forgive my father even more and 
think about him in a different way. Every Easter, we here at 
Bethel are invited to honor those who have passed with an 
Easter lily. After my father's passing, God asked me to  
honor my father in that way.  
 
I find it significant that my father died on the day that Jesus 
was born and then was honored at the time when Jesus 
died on the cross and rose again. I never got to meet my 
father, nor do I know if I will see him in heaven. But I do 
know one thing: Jesus died on the cross to take the penalty 
that we deserved. He forgives us and loves us even though 
we sometimes hurt Him very deeply. He can take and  
redeem any person and any situation. 
 
When we honor our parents, we 
honor God. It was ultimately God 
who chose to place me in the 
home of my parents. What the 
enemy meant for evil, God has 
taken, healed, and used for His 
glory.    
    
  --Tiffany Good 

women’sLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 



Page 4 

A Woman of Inestimable Influence for Jesus 
 
(Editor's note: This is the tenth in a series of BCF Hall of Faith 
articles intended to help us recall godly characteristics of those 
who have walked before us at BCF and also to challenge us to 
walk in surrender to Christ as they did.) 

 
If you would have participated in a typical Sunday morning 
worship service at Bethel (Temple) Christian Fellowship 
between 1972 and 1989, you would have experienced the 
joy of being graciously ushered into the majestic presence 
of God by Janna Jacobsen's heartfelt expression of  
worship at the organ keyboard. For seventeen years,  
Janna served the Lord Jesus and BCF alongside her 
husband, Lloyd Jacobsen, in his pastoral ministry here. 
She was a woman whose deep commitment to worship 
and intercessory prayer brought the blessing of Christ's  
life to many. 

 
Janna played a very significant role in 
the BCF family. The most obvious 
expression of her ministry here  
was in the very intentional musical 
witness she helped nurture, whether 
it be through the Senior Choir, the 
church orchestra, or special musical 
presentations. However, such a brief 
recounting of what she did fails to 
reflect that she was a very sensitive 
woman whose heart was closely  
attuned to the heart of God. She did 
not often speak publicly, but when 

she did speak, her words bore the wisdom and authority 
that comes from experiential knowledge of God and His 
Word. 
 
Her sensitivity to God equipped her to also discern the 
heart needs and desires of others in the church family.  
As a result, she was a woman who showed genuine  
care, both in word and deed, to many. My wife, Sharon, 
experienced this very personally when her brother Roy 
died in a drowning accident less than two months after  
we had become part of the BCF family. Janna took Sharon 
out for lunch and provided a listening ear for the grief  
she was suffering. She gave Sharon much-needed  
encouragement and prayer support.  
 
Janna went home to heaven early Saturday morning,  
May 21, 2005. Those who attended her memorial service 
heard Bob Forseth, her brother-in-law and a former pastor 
of BCF, say that she would tell us, “Follow me as I follow 
Christ. All the glory belongs to Christ.” It's a tribute that  
recognizes Janna Jacobsen as a woman of inestimable 
influence for Jesus. Some current BCF members who  
remember Janna share their memories of her and her  
influence in the vignettes below.   
       
    --Ken Holmgren 

Lynda Larson 
remembers... 
Janna Jacobsen 
was one of a 
kind—the perfect 
pastor’s wife! She 
was the piano  
and organ player, 
directed the choir 
for years, made 
sure there was special music for each service, and  
coordinated much of what happened behind the scenes  
at Bethel Temple. She had a flair for making everything 
look wonderful and taste delectable when she entertained. 
I specifically remember a salmon pate' she served at a 
graduation open-house. I had to get her recipe, and I used 
it myself. 
 
She was a registered nurse, and besides being a 24/7 
mom to four busy children, she took on part-time jobs.  
One of her jobs was working for an insurance company  
in Minneapolis, going to different locations to do pre-
insurance physicals. She was ever conscious about not 
wasting money. She frequently went to garage sales,  
always looking for good values. Her family was always 
dressed well.  
 
I remember riding with Janna to their summer “cottage” for 
a brief afternoon visit back in the 80s. She chose to drive 
without using the air conditioner because she had heard 
that “the car would get better gas mileage.” (It really wasn’t 
too bad!) I enjoyed a wonderfully peaceful time with Janna 
that day as we worshiped and prayed together. I consider 
Janna a true example of the Proverbs 31 woman!  
 
Millie Iverson remembers... 
The first time I met Janna was in July 1973, when we  
attended our first Wednesday evening service at Bethel 
Temple. We had our young sons, Tom (two-and-a-half) 
and Dan (twenty months), with us, and there was no  
nursery for them. I remember Janna coming over to me 
and offering to take Tom and Dan so that I could enjoy  
the service. That night she taught me about serving. She 
became my mentor that night and continued to mentor me 
for the next thirty-plus years.  
 
When I met Janna, I was a brand new Christian and had 
no idea how to live the Christian life. She taught me how to 
be a Christian, a wife, a mother, a good neighbor to those 
who did not know Christ. The next thirty years, I gleaned 
godliness and learned how to handle certain situations by 
just watching her. She became not only a mentor, but a 
very good friend, a prayer partner. As our friendship grew, 
she would call me for prayer when she needed help. 
 
One of the things Janna did was to invite me into ministry. 
When I was new in my Christian faith, she asked me to do 

historicalLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
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a devotional at a women's group and said, “Just share 
what God gives you.” I shared the first thing that came to 
mind—John 3:16—and she told me that it was so timely. 
One day she asked me to lead the Ladies' Prayer and 
Share group at Bethel Temple. She always showed up and 
encouraged me. She was my mentor and enourager until 
the day she died. She encouraged me to good works. Even 
in San Francisco (where the Jacobsens pastored after they 
left Bethel Temple in 1989), she invited me into ministry.  
 
When Tom and I started coming to Bethel Temple, Janna 
handed me a piece of paper with a scripture on it and said, 
“The Lord wanted me to share this verse with you.” She 
taught me how to be sensitive to God. She taught me how 
to go through difficult times as she struggled with migraine 
headaches. I watched her minister through her suffering. 
When I would call her and ask her if she was well, she 
would say, “I m glad [the headache] is behind me.” She 
didn't complain. She taught me how to love God and to 
serve Him and others even when she wasn't feeling well. 
 
This morning I read a devotional based on Ephesians  
6:21-22 and its description of how the apostle Paul was 
sending Tychicus, his co-worker, to the church at Ephesus 
“that he may encourage you.” This reminded me of Janna. 
Just as Paul was more concerned about the people in 
Ephesus than about himself, Janna was more concerned 
about blessing the people of Bethel Temple than about 
herself, regardless of her circumstances and her pain of 
headaches. She would answer the phone because she 
never knew when it would be an opportunity to be a  
blessing to others.  
 
Janna was a blessing in my life. She taught me so much 
through both her words and actions. When I told her this, 
she said, “Millie, you keep your eyes on Jesus.”   
 
George and Kay Varghese remember... 
After we had the privilege of joining Bethel Temple, we 
grew to know Pastor Lloyd and Janna Jacobsen in a very 
close relationship. We had time to get together and talk, 
and we learned that Janna was a very, very godly woman. 
As the pastor's wife, she was behind the scenes, but she 
served with her husband, supporting him in his ministry.  
I [George] can say without any hesitation, she was the 
strength behind Pastor Jacobsen's ministry. I remember 
that he publicly recognized this.  
 
I really enjoyed Janna's ministry on the piano and the  
organ. The church purchased a new organ after we moved 
to our 1466 Portland building, and she could really play 
that organ. It really blessed us. Janna was a very friendly 
person, very outgoing and always greeting people.  
Her smile was so contagious, and she had the gift of  
encouraging people. She was very hospitable with a spirit 
of humility. She had migraine headaches, but she never 
complained about it. Sometimes she said, “George, just 
pray that God will take it away.” However, she didn't use it 
as a crutch to whine about.  

One time I went to our Fellowship of Christian Assemblies 
(FCA) national convention in Pennsylvania during the time 
that Pastor Lloyd and Janna were pastoring in California. 
She was sitting at a round table with eight or ten people 
from her church in San Francisco and called me over to 
introduce me to them. When they moved back from  
California and lived in Burnsville, we kept our close  
friendship and visited in their home. Every time my brother 
John visited from India, she made sure that she invited  
him to their home.  
 
Janna was an example to the whole church. She left a  
legacy of a virtuous woman.  
 
Annette Olson remembers... 
I remember Janna as a very gracious and quiet woman 
who loved the Lord and her family very much. She had 
such a warm, disarming smile and was always very  
supportive of her husband’s ministry at Bethel. I have  
one very special memory of a trip she and I took to a  
Fellowship of Christian Assemblies (FCA) Pastors' Wives 
Conference hosted by the church in Madison, Wisconsin. 
Jim and I had been pastoring at Kettle River for a year or 
two, and I was still pretty new at the “pastor’s wife” thing 
and to the FCA as well. I picked her up in St. Paul, and we 
rode together to the conference.  
 
We had a great visit on the way, and this helped me feel 
more comfortable about going since I didn’t really know 
anyone there very well. 
She was very good at 
making people feel  
comfortable.  
 
When we got there,  
she introduced me to  
her sister, Sue Forseth, 
and the two of them  
included me in all their 
goofiness. Yes, when 
Janna got with her sister, 
the two of them were  
a “riot,” and we just 
laughed and laughed. 
They were also very real 
about some of their 
struggles with balancing 
hospitality, the needs of their families, and their household 
budgets – just like me! It was a very refreshing time for me 
and still has impact to this day. It is part of the impetus to 
my planning a pastors wives’ retreat for the  
upper Midwest each fall. This is part of her legacy. 
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The Revelation of Christ to Us 
 
(Editor's note: Ned Berube, president of Alliance for Renewal 
Churches and a pastor in Wisconsin and the Twin Cities since 
1981, has been a friend of Bethel Christian Fellowship for almost 
twenty years. In this article, he shows how the Old Testament, 
which includes the Ten Commandments, is part of the revelation 
of Christ to us.) 

 
Early on in His ministry, Jesus made a very profound           
statement...to the devil! While He was fasting in the desert, 
He quoted the Scriptures three times. The first scripture he 
quoted was "Man shall not live by bread alone, but by every 
word that proceeds from the mouth of God" (Matthew 4:4). 
Jesus was the Word of God made flesh, but He was           
quoting the Word of God revealed through the prophets.  
 
Listen again to this profound statement. Jesus said that          
for us to live spiritually, we have to hear and obey the           
revelation of God. As He began His ministry, He was going 
to demonstrate not only the objective words of God, but He 
was going to literally be "the Word made flesh". That is, He 
was going to show the whole world how God wants us to 
live. He did it magnificently, specifically for three-and-a-half 
years, and because of His sacrifice, God is able to put His 
Spirit into our hearts so that we can live in the same way. 
 
On Easter Sunday, we usually share the refrain "He is          
risen! He is risen indeed!" I have now taken to sharing this 
refrain every time I preach. Why should it be relegated to 
one Sunday a year? The fact is, He is risen all the time, 
and there is no more important time to remember that than 
when we are listening to the Word of God.  
 
For me, perhaps the most remarkable chapter in the           
Scriptures is Luke 24. The first part is the account of the 
empty tomb after the Resurrection. However, the second 
piece intrigues me the most. After rising from the dead,  
Jesus decided that the best way to spend the first Easter 
was to take perhaps three to four hours to walk from           
Jerusalem to Emmaus with two people who were identified 
as His disciples, but clearly were not in His inner circle. 
During this seven-mile walk, Jesus unpacked the Old            
Testament Scriptures and shared with these two very          
fortunate nobodies every place He had been revealed.  
 
And He did it incognito. Why do you think that would be 
important? Here's my best guess: while He was with His 
disciples, He spoke the Word of God and demonstrated  
the Word of God. But after His departure, He told them that 
it would be "better" for them because the Spirit would be 
infused in them. In this particular event, He clearly wanted 
them to hear the Word of God without knowing that it was 
literally HIMSELF revealing that word to them. For the rest 
of their time on the earth and all of our time on the earth, 
we have to hear the Word of God without seeing Jesus live 
it out in front of us.  
 

 
 
The big "X factor" is the fact that the Holy Spirit lives in us 
to reveal the Word and reveal the very heart of Christ to us. 
Do you remember the result of Jesus unpacking the Old 
Testament to these disciples? They said, "Did not our 
hearts burn within us while He opened the Scriptures to 
us?" (Luke 24:32). I believe that the revelation of God in  
the Old Testament was meant to cause our hearts to burn 
within us as we read and are helped by the Spirit of God 
within us to understand what these words mean and how 
we are to apply them to our lives.  
 
I find the most striking feature about this is that Jesus, on 
the very first day of the New Covenant reality inaugurated 
by the Resurrection, decided to do a Bible study with two 
people we know nothing else about. If that's how Jesus 
spent Resurrection Day #1, and if He spent it with two 
"nobodies," do you think He might want to say something  
to you...today, tomorrow, and at any point along the way? 
 
You and I do not live by bread alone, or hamburgers or  
sushi or pizza alone. We live spiritually by God's Word, not 
merely read, but revealed to us. I'm convinced that all the 
Old Testament, including Leviticus and Zephaniah, and 2 
Chronicles, is part of the revelation of Christ to us. It is part 
of the food that God means to cause our hearts to burn 
within us. 
 
God bless all of you at Bethel Christian Fellowship as you 
seek to live out the call of Christ for you to be a House of 
Prayer for all nations. I love the grace of God that's upon 
you in your mission, and I continue to pray for great  
fruitfulness in the days to come. 
       
    --Ned Berube 
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The Imprint of God on a City 
 
It caught my breath when Ben told us the ages of the ten 
people coming on the missions trip.  What on earth were 
we going to do with a bunch of teens and young adults?  
We had seen youth come on missions trips in the past.   
We already had an idea what to expect. A team of just 
youth had never set foot in Autlan before. We had also 
never personally hosted a missions team before either.   
Furthermore, instead of playing it safe, doing things done 
by previous teams, we decided to have the group do 
something never done before, not even by us. So, a  
bunch youth, a couple newbie missionaries, and a  
untested ministry idea. Sounds like a solid plan to me!  
Before the team arrived they made it clear their purpose 
and plan was to serve and help. So what exactly would 
they be willing to do? Turns out the answer to that  
question was, everything.    
 
They have been gone for a month now and yet the imprint 
of those two precious weeks with them still lingers on the 
city. I may be so bold to say that never has a group left 
such a mark on our city. We get randomly stopped while 
walking downtown by people who saw the team doing 
street evangelism in the park.  These are opportunities we 
would not have had. Those nights in the park gave us so 
many opportunities to connect with people. They drew a 
very large crowd with their dramas and drumming. It was 
something we had never done before. We are now  
working toward doing more street ministry ourselves. 
 
They left their imprint on our Church as well. With a major 
part of our church being young people, it was invaluable  
to have a group be passionate about the Lord. When you 
are the minority like our youth are it is easy to become 
discouraged since they always feel like outsiders. The  
example this 
group brought of 
giving testimonies, 
dramas and street 
drumming at a 
local park was 
way outside of 
what they had 
seen done before 
for ministry. Now 
the youth are  
preparing their 
own dramas for downtown.  
 
This group also left their imprint on our worship time with 
their willingness to teach new songs and worship without 
shame. We are seeing more freedom in worship now. I 
should not fail to mention Rosa either. She was downtown 
during one of the outreaches and because of that she 
started attending our church. She has continued to come 
to church, our weekly Bible studies, and any other events  

 
 
our church has. She continues to share with us her desire 
to follow Jesus.   
 
They also left an imprint on us. As missionaries you get 
used to not having family around. Doing everything by 
yourself becomes the norm. We are very alone in this little 
city. The team came into our home and helped haul out 
debris that was damaging a wall of the house. It took 
hours (actually I think it was days) and they worked so 
hard without complaining. 
 
What a wonderful experience it was. How tremendously 
fruitful it was. A bunch of youth, a couple newbie  
missionaries, and an untested ministry idea turned out  
to be just what the Lord had planned.   
 
In Him, 
Andy , Jessie, Anna, Aletta, Lilly, and Levi Clark 

RADIATE YOUTH MISSION MEXICO TEAM -  
BACK ROW (L TO R): ISAAC HERNANDEZ, PASTOR BEN CLARK, 
PETERSON PIERRE, SOPHIE BEYER.   
FRONT ROW: JOEL POKORNY, MARCUS JACKSON,  
CLARE OLSON, GRACE GAITAN, ELISABETH WOLFGRAM,  
TINA KIRBY, KATIE WATSON 

GRACIE LEAVES AN IMPRINT  
WHEREVER SHE GOES!  

(SEE HER BLOG ENTRY ON PG 10) 
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A Story of Two Daughters 
 
A reflection on the Fifth Commandment—“Honor your  
father and mother”--through a narrative from Exodus,  
chapters 1 and 2. 

********** 
 

 The Hebrew midwives stood off to the edge of the 
bustling marketplace, whispering to each other. 
 
 “I can’t believe it!” Shiphrah said in disgust to Puah. 
“The nerve of him! To tell us to drown the sons of our own 
kind!” 
 
 “Well, I most certainly won’t be drowning any of 
them. We’ll hide them. We must!” Puah responded. “But 
what if the Pharaoh kills us?”  
 
 Nearby a small Hebrew girl moved closer, her eyes 
glued on them. Drown who, the girl, Miriam, wondered. 
 
 “If we drown all the young boys, soon the  
Egyptians will run out of workers. They wear our people  
out so fast that in three years there will be no men left,  
only women. There will be no more workers!” Shiphrah  
exclaimed. 
 
 Drown all the young boys? Will they drown my 
mother’s baby when it is born if it’s a boy? Fearful thoughts 
filled her head. No! I must warn my mother! 
 
 Her head down, heart pounding, she raced toward 
home to tell her mother, Jochebed. 
 

********** 
 “Mother! Mother!” she shouted as she sprinted into 
her home.  
 
 Jochebed’s head whirled around. “Goodness, 
child! Calm yourself!” she said, her face red and flustered. 
“What is it now?” 
 
 Miriam glanced up at her mother's face, then down 
at her ever-expanding stomach. “I overheard the midwives 
talking in the marketplace. They said that the Pharaoh has 
ordered them to drown every young Hebrew boy they  
deliver!” 
 
 At this, her mother’s face turned white. “You are 
not serious?” Jochebed responded with evident concern. 
 
 “Oh, but Mother, I am. Do you really think I would 
tease about something like this?” 
 
 “Well, I wouldn’t know. It is quite an absurd idea, 
but the Pharaoh has been saying that we have grown too 
powerful. Would he be cruel enough to kill all the babies of 
a people group?” Jochebed exploded. 

 At that moment, Amram, Miriam’s father, walked in 
the door. Sweat poured down his back, and he was badly 
sunburnt. All day long, he had worked hard, cutting and 
carrying bricks for the mighty, powerful, cruel Pharaoh.  
 
 When Miriam saw him, she rushed into his strong 
arms and wept. He looked down at her. “What is wrong, 
little one?” he asked.  
 
 With that, Miriam's story poured out. She told what 
she had heard the midwives say near the marketplace, 
what the Pharaoh had said, and all her worries about the 
baby inside her mother’s stomach.  
 
 Her father’s face turned red, and the veins in  
his head popped out. “He will not, cannot do this to us!” 
Amram roared. “And if our baby is a boy, I...we will protect 
him and keep him safe! We will, we must find a way!” 
 
 No one in the family knew just how true this would 
be. 
 

********** 
 “Jochebed, it’s fine. It’s all over now. You have  
given me...us a fine son.” Amram whispered softly into her 
ear.  
 
 A light knock sounded at the door, and Miriam’s 
face peered around the edge. “Can I come in?” she asked. 
  
 Her father motioned for her and showed her the 
new little boy. At the sight of him, Miriam lost control and 
started to sob. Then her father remembered—the Pharaoh! 
 
 “Papa, what will we do?” Miriam wailed. 
 
 “We’ll hide him for now. I’ll...we’ll find a way!” he 
retorted, comforting her. 
 
 Her mother’s eyes opened wide. “Amram, how can 
we do it...hide him, I mean?” 
 
 “I don’t know. I’m 
not sure yet, but for now we 
will love him and care for 
him the best we can.” 
 

********** 
 At three months old, 
the baby was a fine little 
boy, thriving and already 
wailing. Jochebed and  
Amram knew it was time for 
them to do something with 
him. One night, after a long day of caring for the baby and 
doing the chores, Jochebed had an idea. She would make 
a papyrus basket and coat it with tar. She would place the 
baby in it and hide him in the reeds near the Nile River. 

studentLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
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She would have Miriam play nearby and watch over the 
baby to make sure that no harm came to him. If anything 
happened, Miriam would run back to the house and inform 
her. 
 
 The next morning, Jochebed sent Miriam to the 
market for papyrus, tar, and pitch. She spent that day  
making the basket. The next day she coated the basket 
with tar and pitch to make it waterproof. The day after that 
she put the baby in the basket and asked Miriam to take 
him down to the river. 
 
 “Hide him and yourself in the reeds. Watch over 
him today, and when it is night, come back home. I will 
bring your meals to you by the river. If anyone comes  
down to the river, pretend that you are playing,” Jochebed 
instructed.  
 
 Miriam was quite afraid. What if she was killed? 
What if she gave her baby brother away? What if her  
parents didn’t know what they were talking about? What if 
the Pharaoh got angry and killed them all? What if, what if, 
what if...? 
 
 She inhaled deeply and looked up toward heaven. 
Dear Lord, Help me to trust in You and take good care of 
my baby brother. Give me the courage of Joseph. 
 
  Miriam tucked the blanket around the baby, picked 
up the papyrus basket, and walked down to the river. When 
she reached the river, she glanced around to make sure 
that no one was in sight. She saw no one and busied  
herself, hiding her brother in the reeds of the Nile.  
 
 She waited for hours, and no one came near the 
basket holding her brother. After her mother brought her 
lunch, she heard someone coming. When she saw who it 
was, she gasped. It was the Egyptian princess! 
 
 Miriam waded over to the edge of the water and 
scooped up a handful of water. Then she started to dig a 
hole, anxious about what would happen next. 
 
 A voice spoke, raising the level of the tension  
she felt. “What have we here? Pull it out of the river,” the 
princess commanded her servants. 
 
 The baby began crying, and Miriam crouched in 
fear. What would happen? Would the princess drown her 
baby brother?  
 
 When the servants opened the basket, the princess 
exclaimed, “This is one of the Hebrew babies.”  
 
 She looked down into the baby's tiny, pleasing 
face, and a look of compassion came over her. “I can’t let 
him die. I will take him as my own.” 
 

 One of her servants spoke up. “The baby’s not old 
enough to eat at the table. How will you care for him?” 
 
 Another servant hesitated, then asked, “And what 
will your father say? He ordered all Hebrew boys drowned.” 
 
 “He will be mine. I will call him Moses, for I drew 
him out of the water.” 
 
 Her heart racing, Miriam ran to the princess. 
“Would you like me to find a Hebrew woman to nurse him 
until he is big enough to eat at the table?” 
 
 The princess smiled. “Yes.” 
 
 Miriam raced home as fast as her legs would carry 
her. “Mother! Mother! Come quickly!” she shouted. “The 
princess wants you to take care of the baby. She’s going to 
call him Moses.” 
 
 Immediately Jochebed was at the door. At the river, 
Miriam brought her mother to the princess. After looking 
Jochebed over, the princess nodded. “Fine. Bring him to 
me when he is older, and I will keep him then.” 
 
 Miriam’s mother scooped Moses up, tears  
glistening in her eyes. “Yes, yes, I will. I will take excellent 
care of him! Thank you so much!” And with that Jochebed 
and Miriam scooted off toward home, where they could 
raise their baby Moses without having to hide him. 
 

********** 
When I was asked to write about the Fifth Commandment,  
I thought of Bible stories about children who face difficult 
decisions in their call to honor and obey their parents.  
Miriam was an example of a girl who obeyed her parents, 
even though she may have felt great fear. I want to be able 
to obey my parents as well as she obeyed hers, even when 
it’s hard or requires great courage and trust in God.  
After writing my first draft of this narrative, I realized that it 
was really a story of two daughters. 
The second daughter was  
Pharaoh’s daughter, the Egyptian 
princess. She made a courageous 
choice to do what she felt from the 
Father’s heart, even though she 
probably didn’t know God and even 
though it meant disobeying the evil 
command of her father. Obeying the 
Fifth Commandment never means 
honoring our parents in a way that 
dishonors our Heavenly Father. 
 
  --Grace Hill   

       Age 13  

GRACE WITH HER  
YOUNGER BROTHER 

CALEB AND PARENTS, 
ANDREW & MIRIAM 
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youngadultLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 

 

What the heck am I even doing?! (Fri, August 23) 
 
Hey Guys.  Week 2 of a successful 
blogger. OW! 
 
Can I just say... Wowza... This week 
has been loopy. 
 
This week, God really taught me 
something that I'm SURE... SURE 
some of you other missionaries have 
felt before. I couldn’t tell if it was the 
pre leave-for-what-seems-to-be-
forever jitters or a "check in my spirit". 
It was the "Oh my gosh, am I SURE 

this is what I'm supposed to be doing?!" mind-bomb... Yeah, 
that one. 
 
Conversing back and forth with some staff members already 
on the mountain, I learned of some aspects of our time there 
that I didn't know before. I also had those "What if they don't 
like me? What if I'm wasting my time? If I hate it, I'll be stuck 
up there. What if I'm just not even YWAM material?" 
thoughts zipping through my mind at a bajillion miles an 
hour. Oh my, I felt physically sick for days. 
 
See, this was scary because it's post-high-school life.  
While all my friends are skipping off to college here and 
there like normal American young folk; fetching degrees  
and money-makin' skills and whatnot, Grace is pushing 
"real" education aside and going to play patty-cakes in the 
mountains. At least, that's what it will look like on a resume 
for her desk job someday. Right? Well this is just ONE  
example of how it can be scary sometimes but also, this  
just purely feels like the beginning of the rest of my life, ya 
know?! That looks like a big deal! 
 
Yipes! 
 
So, I asked Jesus. And listened. And asked again. And  
listened some more. And this is what happened... 
 
The cool thing about knowing God and recognizing His 
voice... Sometimes He speaks to you in ways you don't  
expect and even in ways ONLY YOU know how to  
understand. I love that about Him. 
 
God reminded me of the time my dad first taught me how  
to rollerblade. Any of you who knew my dad, even my own 
siblings, would probably never guess that this happened 
with him, but it did. I swear. I was in 5th grade and I asked 

my dad to take me to a school roller-skating event. He stood 
a few feet in front of me as I cautiously scooted closer,  
bracing every muscle in my being, my knees shaking, with 
my hands stretched out toward him in case I fell. 
 

"Don’t look at your feet, quit watching your feet," he 
said, "look forward, look at me."  

 
That is one of my favorite memories of that man.  
 
After tearing up a bit, I knew what God was saying to me. 
Right now, even though things look shaky and scary and  
I can’t exactly feel my feet anymore, He's saying "Look  
forward. Look at me." I have to learn how to trust Him, and 
trust what He says. And He said to lace up my snow boots 
and scoot. 
 
He also reminded me of the very first time I ever felt the 
stunning YES to go. I was sitting in a cafe in NE Minneapolis 
with my mom as she shared the story of a young man that 
she knew who studied in Cimarron with YWAM years ago. 
Something about that story told me I was supposed to be 
there, THAT was the place I was supposed to be. I almost 
leaped out of my chair in excitement!! I remember that exact 
moment! I had never been so sure of anything in my whole 
16 years of life! 
 
Through that He reminded me that those plans never 
changed. They were still as sure as they were when I first 
attached my little heart to them. Which..... was SO assuring, 
it was almost one of those "duh" moments. 
 
Bottom Line: It's still my job to DECIDE to trust Him on this. 
God never changes. His truth never changes. Whether  
anyone chooses to believe it or not, it’s still truth. And that 
doesn't change. 
 
I hope this means I'm officially in the missionary club.  
Hopefully, I'll be better at this than I am at rollerblading. 
 
Love,  
Gracie 
 
 

Check out Gracie’s blog at: 
whereisgracienow.blogspot.com  

Editor’s note:  Here is a recent blog entry from our very own Grace 
Gaitan, who has begun a six month DTS program through YWAM 
just this month (September).  This is the unfolding story of a young 
woman who has chosen to honor her God above all else, and to 
place nothing ahead of His leading in her life. 
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bcfmLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE Bethel Christian Fellowship - Minneapolis 

Called to Worship God above All Else 
 

I am the LORD your God, who brought you out of 
the land of Egypt, out of the house of bondage. You 
shall have no other gods before me. You shall not 
make for yourself a graven image, or any likeness of 
anything that is in heaven above, or that is in the 
earth beneath, or that is in the water under the 
earth;  you shall not bow down to them or serve 
them.   --Exodus 20:2-5  

 
It is written, "You shall worship the Lord your God 
and him only shall you serve."   --Matthew 4:10 

 
We are to believe in God, hope in Him, and love Him 
above all else. Why? Why should Christians do this? Why 
should Christians follow this rule? In short, God has called 
us to a purpose; He has chosen us. Ephesians 1:4-6 says:  
 

He chose us in him before the foundation of the 
world, that we should be holy and blameless before 
him. He destined us in love to be his sons [family] 
through Jesus Christ, according to the purpose of 
his will, to the praise of his glorious grace which he 
freely bestowed on us in the Beloved [Jesus]. 

 
We are made in the image and likeness of our Creator so 
that we can freely love Him along with all the saints. It is 
this love that heals the broken world and helps unite all of 
us to Him.  
 
As the lyrics of Bob Dylan remind us, “You gotta serve 
somebody.” We are always servants to someone or  
something. When we do not look to God and serve  
other things instead, we fall away from His likeness.  
Disobedience to the First Commandment ultimately  
reveals pride, especially if one already believes and  
presumes to trust in the LORD our God.  
 
Are you living for yourself? For other people? For things? 
For stability? For structure? For control? For success?  
Or are you living for the one true God, who breathes into 
us and gives us life to the fullest? He brings the dead back 
to life. He heals what has been broken. Why shouldn’t we 
worship Him above all else?  He is the reason we are 
alive. He is our purpose. What we serve becomes who  
we are, and serving God brings us closer to His likeness. 
  
Pride can bring many emotions to the surface, blocking us 
from hearing God and being conduits of His transforming 
grace, which heals us and others. Prideful emotions  
that can control our life include incredulity, indifference, 
ungratefulness, despair, lukewarmness, refusal of joy, 
even hatred of God and Christ's atoning work on the 
cross. These emotions are the holes we stumble into 
when we serve things other than God.  
 

 
 
In our act of following and worshiping things that are not 
God, we harm ourselves without realizing it. We may  
have hatred for God or the cross. By focusing on Jesus,  
it is easier to see through the chaos and persevere  
(cf. Hebrews 12:2). When we look to Him, His Spirit  
becomes the interior rule of our behavior and transforms 
us (cf. John 15); we better understand His love for us and 
reflect that love and His likeness (cf. 1 John 4). 
 
Look to Jesus. Serve Him. Acknowledge Him every hour 
you are awake. Your worth is found in Him. Your being  
is found in Him. Every living person in creation is special. 
Pray and wait. Hear, and the uniqueness of your  
creation—your dignity—will become clear because it is 
God, not ourselves, who defines us (cf. Ephesians 2:10).  
 
We seek God in worship as a body, and together we are 
transformed by our rejoicing through Jesus Christ and the 
power of the Holy Spirit. “Rejoice in the Lord always; again 
I will say, Rejoice” (Philippians 4:4).   
       
    --Matthew Hutchinson 

We Bow Down 
Twila Paris 

 
 You are Lord of creation and Lord of my life, 

Lord of the land and the sea; 
You were Lord of the heavens  

before there was time, 
And Lord of all Lords You will be. 

 
 We bow down and we worship You Lord, 
We bow down and we worship You Lord, 
We bow down and we worship You Lord, 

Lord of all Lords You will be. 
 

 You are King of creation and King of my life, 
King of the land and the sea; 
You were King of the heavens  

before there was time, 
And King of all Kings You will be. 
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men’sLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
Replacing Covetousness with  
Intimacy and Obedience 
 
If you have committed your life to Christ and are serious about 
walking in intimacy and obedience to the Father, it doesn’t take 
long to discover that the cost is great.  Unfortunately, much of 
American Christianity doesn’t point us to the words of God, 
who tells us to become nothing,… obedient to death—even 
death on a cross!”  (Philippians 2:5-8).  
 

On May 12, 2012, the path of obedience in my life took  
the most unlikely of turns; in fact, it became increasingly  
narrow (Matthew 7:13-14). With the Holy Spirit’s leading,  
I surrendered my job of nine years. Even more, God asked  
me to surrender all my desires, dreams, and ambitions of  
vocational ministry. In its place? A retreat into my home to  
allow God to build His house in my house with my wife,  
Carolyn, and my newborn daughter, Hannah.   
 

I soon discovered that it was difficult to see fruitfulness in  
the mundane, especially when that involved changing  
diapers, feeding a baby, and keeping the house in order.  
In fact, I began to see many things that God wanted to take  
out of me. Specifically, He began the painful process of  
removing strongholds, whose roots were the confines of how  
I thought serving Him was supposed to look.  
 
There have been many days when I have coveted the  
visible evidence of public-ministry “fruitfulness” that many of 
my brothers and sisters have been overjoyed at seeing in their 
lives. The Lord, the faithful Author and Perfector of my faith, 
has shown me my need for repentance, specifically for the 
covetousness within my heart:  
 

First, the Lord began to draw my attention to the words  
of Jesus in Matthew 7:21-23. God’s love language is intimacy 
and obedience to Him, no matter what the cost, and  
discovering it will make no sense. “Not everyone who says to 
me, ‘Lord, Lord, will enter the kingdom of Heaven, but only he  
who does the will of my Father who is in Heaven.”  Jesus went 
on to say that many who will stand before Him will be told to 
depart. Why? Even though “fruits” of ministry came from them, 
the fruits were not from a place of intimacy nor authorization 
from God Himself. Apart from obedience to the will of the  
Father, our works are filthy rags in His sight.  
 

Having specifically heard God’s call for me to do the will  
of the Father by being at home, I began receiving His  
encouragement that I was walking in obedience to His  
instruction that stemmed from intimacy with Him. We can keep 
our eyes on Him alone. With this foundation in place, there is 
no need to covet!  
 

Second, the Father showed me I was coveting because I 
harbored offense. Why was I offended? Because I chose  
to rely on my own understanding (Proverbs 3:5-6). Nothing  
ooked or felt as I imagined it should. Harboring offense  
produced anger toward God and covetousness of others. I felt 
that I was entitled to what others had.   
 

Matthew 11:1-6 tells how John the Baptist, the one Jesus 
called the greatest born of a woman, was in a dire situation 
and began to doubt whether Jesus was the One to come. John 

knew this (John 1:29-34) 
because the Father had told 
him he would see Jesus.  
Yet, despite seeing and  
hearing Jesus, John doubted 
because he felt forgotten 
while he was imprisoned.  He 
tried and failed to understand 
why Jesus wouldn’t rescue 
him, His very own cousin.   
 

Do you, reader, feel forgotten 
in the place where God has 
you right now? When we  
see and hear Jesus, we  
need to hold on to what we 
intimately know of our Savior. 
He hasn’t changed. Forget trying to understand. I have learned 
to surrender my expectations and entitlements while cultivating 
intimacy with Christ so that I may obey, even when I don’t  
understand. Jesus said, “Blessed is the man who does not fall 
away on account of me” (Matthew 11:6).   
 

Third, the Father showed me I was coveting because I failed 
to surrender to His purposes. Father, what are your ultimate 
purposes for me in my home? Abraham, the father of faith, did 
not understand the full scope of God’s promises for him; yet, 
he “obeyed and went.” Hebrews 11:8-10  commends him for 
this.  
 

By faith, Abraham made his home in the Promised Land “like a 
stranger in a foreign country.” Perhaps you feel like a stranger 
in the place God has called you to be today. I know I have felt 
this way as I have compared where I am to where I thought 
God was leading me. That’s the point! God leads us to places 
that are intended to create a sense of “stranger-ness” in us to 
combat the affections we have because of aspirations we  
conceive for this world.  
 

The remedy? “For he was looking forward to the city with  
foundations whose architect and builder is God.” While  
Abraham died in faith, failing to receive what was promised 
(land flowing with milk and honey), he never lost out. As 
strangers in this world, you and I should be moved to keep  
our eyes on things above. We will discern God’s will, and with 
obedience we, like Abraham, will never lose out on the fullness 
of eternal blessing.   
 

Abraham was a trailblazer, and Joshua and his generation 
inherited the land flowing with milk and honey. God has shown 
me that He is using my time in the home to blaze a trail, to use 
the bond Carolyn and I are establishing with Hannah to break 
a cycle of true fatherlessness in our family lines. Perhaps God 
has you in a place where you, too, will serve as a forerunner to 
something greater for someone else to discover. Intimacy and 
obedience to the Father and a steadfast gaze on heavenly 
things will ensure  unspeakable eternal blessings and a heart 
free from  covetousness. 
       
    --Marc Durkin  
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Ten Treasures 
 

Ten treasures from heaven, 
Ten things from God’s heart 

That help as our journey 
Is ready to start. 

 
Let God be the TENement 

In whom you dwell, 
Loving Him wholly 

And serving Him well. 
 

Be TENacious in worship  
Of God, who is true, 
And hold Him above 

All you own, think, and do. 
 

Be atTENtive to how  
You express his Name, 
Bringing honor and glory 

And great acclaim. 
 

Let your TENsion release 
As you learn to rest –  

It’s a rhythm established 
To free us from stress. 

 
The TENdrils that link us 

To family on earth 
Should be honored and given  

A place of great worth.  
 

Make sure that you TENd 
With deliberate care 

Every life you encounter 
And are privileged to share. 

 
ConTENd with your all 

For the relationship sweet 
That you have embraced 
And in Him is complete. 

 
ExTENd to each other 

A spirit of giving, 
In body and soul 

Toward all who are living. 
 

InTENd that your speech 
Will always be true 

And your words will edify 
Others and you! 

 
Be conTENt with your life 

And the things that you own; 
And be glad for your neighbor 

And the grace he’s been shown. 
 

Ten treasures from heaven, 
Ten things from God’s heart 

That help us to bless 
And that set us apart. 

 
--Liz Kimmel 
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VI. You shall not            

murder VII. You shall not            

commit adultery. 

VIII.You shall not 
steal. IX. You shall not give 

false testimony 
against your            

neighbor. 
X. You shall not             

covet anything      

that belongs to 
your neighbor. 
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Who He Is 
 
Cody James is twenty three days old. 
He’s learned a lot in thee weeks’ time –  
but cannot speak a word of sense. 
When you hold him in your arms he stares and stares –  
hardly blinking, clearly thinking  
(can you think without the use of words?) 
Even though he doesn’t have the word to wrap  
around the thought  
He focuses intently, that this image  
would imbed itself upon his memory. 
What’s traveling through his mind? 
The image, not the word, though soon that, too, will come. 
He cannot ask himself,  
“Who is this lovely lady holding me?” 
And yet he knows her face. 
He’s learning how to do so many things,  
although he does not know to ask: 

“If I cry – they’ll come and pick me up.” 
“When I make a funny face – it pleases them.” 
“When I feel these awful pains inside –  
they give me food and then I feel so good.” 

He’s learning likenesses;  
he’s learning to reflect a funny face; 
His body understands before his mind  
can formulate the thought. 

He’s learning who he is. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
Grandpa John is eighty three years old. 
He’s learned a lot in all that time. 
He’s been a teacher and a preacher, 
gaining great delight in helping others grow. 
He’s learned a million things and turned around  
to give them back, 
passing on the words, the knowledge, truth, and life. 
But something happened to disrupt that flow of information. 
Words no longer ring with clarity –  
words can hardly make it from his mind to mouth. 
It’s hard (but not impossible) to carry on a conversation. 
He recognizes aged pictures of his parents  
taken years ago, 
But he can’t remember that his life  
has drastically declined. 
His words are locked inside his mind. 
But when you sit real close and hold his hand  
and stare into his eyes, 
You see them twinkle and you know 

He’s helping you remember who he is. 
 
God the Father had a Word to speak to us, 
but we didn’t understand. 
So He sent an Image that would help us comprehend. 
The Word became as flesh and dwelt among us, 
and the language that He spoke began to ring  
within our hearts. 
He lived out mercy, peace, and grace,  
justice, and submission; 
He lived out love that we could also know His Father. 
Jesus is the Word of God and as He speaks into our lives 

He’s teaching us to recognize just who He is. 
 
   --Liz Kimmel 

Live in Him 
 
Conduct yourself with God in mind 
His smile and blessings you will find. 
As right on track you'll surely stay 
By trusting Him both night and day. 
 
Within the shadow of His wing,  
Stay and pray and weep and sing. 
His princess and His bride we are 
Without Him, we'll not go too far. 
 
But when He lives and breathes in us 
We walk in peace, no need to fuss. 
So rest in Him, give Him control 
He is the love that fills your soul. 

 
 
The love, the hope, the never ending 
This troubled world, His peace transcending. 
He told me so, He's ever near 
"Beloved Child, do not fear." 
 
He's made a place for us with Him 
When darkness falls, when sight grows dim; 
My soul will soar to Heaven's gates 
Where joy and peace and true love waits. 
There, no goodbyes, no pain, no tears-- 
Just praising God for all our years. 
 
--Roberta Dahlby 



No Other Gods 
 
Shortly after my wife, Sharon, and I became part of Bethel 
(Temple) Christian Fellowship in late May 1976, Lloyd  
Jacobsen, BCF's pastor at that time, introduced me to A.W. 
Tozer's book Knowledge of the Holy. My copy is just 128 
pages long, but the material that is packed into those  
relatively few pages has impacted me all the 37 years since  
I first read it. My life has been deeply changed by the way 
God has spoken to me through this pithy portrayal of God, 
whom Tozer identified as “the Holy.” 
 

Having grown up in a home where we regularly read the  
Bible and participated in the worship and ministry of our local 
church, I had received a strong foundational understanding 
of God. However, as I read Tozer's 23 chapters about the 
attributes of God, I learned that there was so much I, in  
the weakness of my human limitations, could not begin  
to understand about Him. I recognized that my natural  
perception of attributes such as God's grace, love, and  
holiness falls pitifully short of the glory of His true nature.  
In fact, my perception of God may actually be so skewed  
that it causes me to fall into the sin of idolatry. 
 

In Chapter 1 of his book, Tozer explained that idolatry is 
much more than kneeling in worship before a visible object. 
Rather, he said, “The essence of idolatry is the entertain-
ment of thoughts about God that are unworthy of Him. It  
begins in the mind and may be present where no overt act  
of worship has taken place.” In other words, to worship my 
distorted understanding of God is to worship another god, a 
god of my own making. It is the act of breaking the First 
Commandment, “You shall have no other gods before 
me” (Exodus 20:3). 
 

As I considered this definition of idolatry, I realized that I 
have been an idolator many, many times in my life. How  
often had I worshiped my grossly inadequate understanding 
of the infinite, transcendent, almighty God? How greatly I 
needed this gracious, loving, and holy God to reveal Himself 
in a way that spoke directly to my heart and my spiritual  
understanding!  
 

Since I first read Knowledge of the Holy, I have often  
been reminded of my desperate need for a true, biblical  
understanding of God. I have realized that I am easily led 
astray from the knowledge of God as He really is in all His 

glory. I have discovered that I often fall into the idolatrous 
worship of a small, human-sized god that I think I can  
manipulate to serve my own interests. It's a rather  
comfortable way to live as long as God fits into the mold  
I would like Him to fill.  
 
However, God has a wonderful—sometimes frustrating for 
me—way of breaking out of my personal mold for Him and 
revealing Himself as He really is. I believe I understand to a 
small degree what the prophet Isaiah felt when he “saw the 
LORD seated on a throne, high and exalted,” surrounded by 
the worship of seraphs who declared His holiness and His 
world-encompassing glory (Isaiah 6:1-3). I haven't seen  
what Isaiah saw in his heavenly vision of God, but my  
spiritual eyes have often been enlightened by God's faithful 
revelation of Himself to me through His Word and through 
meaningful worship experiences. 
 

When Isaiah saw God in the splendor of His majesty and 
glory, he cried out, “Woe to me! I am ruined! For I am a man 
of unclean lips, and I live among a people of unclean lips, 
and my eyes have seen the King, the LORD Almighty”  
(Isaiah 6:5). He humbly acknowledged his sinfulness before 
God. The result was that one of the seraphs in his vision 
took a live coal from the altar and touched his mouth. As he 
did so, he told Isaiah, “Your guilt is taken away and your sin 
atoned for” (Isaiah 6:6-7).  
 

Like Isaiah did some 2700 years ago, I too have found  
myself crying out to God that I, in the words of the New King 
James Version, “am undone!” I too “am a man of unclean 
lips.” I am totally dependent on God's gracious, loving  
provision of forgiveness for my sins. I can never attain to  
His holiness, except through the gift of His righteousness, 
which “comes through faith in Jesus Christ to all who  
believe” (Romans 3:22). 
 

I thank God that He is faithful to reveal Himself to us. I thank 
God that He forgives all our sins, including the sin of idolatry, 
and lovingly invites each of us into the joy of relationship  
with Him. And I desire that you will come to experience the 
knowledge of the Holy, the only true God, who has revealed 
Himself to us in the Person of Jesus Christ. As you turn  
from sin, trust in Jesus, and give your life to Him, He will 
come to live and rule in your life, beginning today and  
lasting throughout eternity. 
    --Ken Holmgren 

There is an easy way to raise money for BCF  Missions just by searching the 
Internet with GoodSearch.com.  It's simple. You use GoodSearch.com like any 
other search engine — the site is powered by Yahoo! — but each time you do, 
money is generated for BCF.   The more people who use this, the more money will 
go to the missions program here at Bethel. 
 

It’s easy to get started.  Just go to www.goodsearch.com and enter Bethel  
Christian Fellowship Missions as your non-profit of choice.  Make  
goodsearch.com your home page or add it to your toolbar….then search away! 
(Please note that image searches do not count toward fundraising AND, your 
search must be legitimate. You may not search for google.com on goodsearch. 
That is considered a fraudulent search and will not be counted toward our goal.) 

You can also see how much has been raised by clicking the “amount raised”  
button on the main page.  An average of 1 penny is donated for every search     

we do.  Every bit helps!  

You cay also do a good portion of your shopping online and earn varying percent-
ages of your purchase price for missions.  Check it out at the following address:   

http://www.goodsearch.com/goodshop.aspx  
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