
MONTHLY THEME: 

The focus of this year’s LIFEline issues will coincide with the recent sermon series on Simply Thriving. 

We trust you will be blessed as we revisit the message that helped to move us  

“From Wounded to Whole.” 
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Lord, Don’t Let Me Forget ... 
 

My family escaped Vietnam a8er the 

war in the 70’s.  We le8 all we knew 

quietly in the night.  My mom tells  

the story of how we got caught in a 

whirlpool.  Our fishing boat spun 

around uncontrollably.   Men 

screamed “)e the women and children 

down!” My cousin recalls the wind 

blowing so hard it felt like her skin was going to fall off.   

A cable had broken that sent electricity to the motor.  

Miraculously my uncle clamped the cable back together 

to regain control of the boat.  At one point the adults 

saw a big ship they thought would rescue us.  It ended 

up being a Russian ship which thankfully didn’t pursue 

us.  We were also one of the lucky ships who didn’t get 

caught by pirates who stole, raped, or killed.  A8er  

seven days and nights at sea, we ended up in a refugee 

camp in Singapore and eventually came to the US.   

 

I am thankful that America reseAled about 800,000 

Vietnamese refugees during that )me.  A family from a 

church sponsored us, helped us seAle in a foreign land, 

and introduced us to the gospel of Jesus Christ. When 

we were hungry, they fed us.  When we were thirsty, 

they gave us a drink. When we were strangers they  

welcomed us in. (MaAhew 25:31-46) 

 

Forty years later, I came to Bethel Chris)an Fellowship 

largely because of the many immigrants and refugees 

here.  I wanted to “pay back” what I had been given.  

Pastor Jus)n introduced me to many newly arrived  

refugees.  I have since fallen in love with the ICF  

community.  In fact the first families to invite me in 

their homes for a meal were the refugee families.  I set 

out to welcome them, but it was they who welcomed 

me into their families! 

 

Israel, remember where you came from.  God called 

Israel to love the aliens in their land, for they were once 

aliens in Egypt (Levi)cus 19:34). The word “Ger” in  

Hebrew means “stranger/foreigner/alien”.  It occurs  

92 )mes in the Bible.  It shows God’s heart for the  

foreigner who were o8en linked with the poor, widow, 

and fatherless.  Israel was to treat them with jus)ce, 

not oppression.  They were to give them inheritances 

and allow them to harvest in fields.  They were to  

rejoice and learn about the Lord together.  In the New 

Testament WE are called aliens in this world. 

 

You can’t NOT see God’s heart for the most vulnerable 

in society.  Today the rhetoric surrounding immigrants 

and refugees sadly revolves around stereotypes,  

scapegoa)ng, and misinforma)on.  A lifeway study  

reports that only 1 in 10  
Con)nued on page 3 

MONTHLY SCRIPTURE: Psalm 34:17-18 CEV 

When His people pray for help, He listens and rescues them from their troubles.  

The Lord is there to rescue all who are discouraged and have given up hope.   
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From Wounded to Whole 
 

I've been thinking lately of how much we all hate being  

vulnerable. We hate it because it makes us feel weak and out 

of control. We hate it because it takes away a sense of safety 

and security. We hate it because it leaves us feeling exposed 

to danger. And it doesn't just make us feel exposed to dan-

gers from outside of ourselves. It also makes us feel the  

dangers within ourselves. In other words, vulnerability makes 

us feel like our dirty laundry, our deficits and shortcoming, 

and the shameful bits of our stories are being paraded about 

for all the world to see. Our natural response when we feel 

vulnerable is to do whatever we can to reinforce a hard,  

external shell of apparent invincibility.  
 

It’s ironic that the only way to go from being a wounded per-

son to being a whole person is to embrace our vulnerability.  
 

What's a wounded person? Well, we're all wounded in one 

sense. We have been wounded in the deepest, most life-

altering way possible ever since Adam and Eve first made the 

decision to distrust God and go their own way. That event 

permanently shaAered the image of God in us. The light of 

God's face no longer reflects His pure, holy beauty when He 

looks at us. Instead, the light refracts in a twisted and a bent 

way so that we can't even perceive reality accurately. This is 

the source of everyone's woundedness. From day one all of us 

are equally shaAered in this sense. 
 

But when I talk about a "wounded person" I'm talking about 

the experience of feeling wounded. I'm talking about walking 

about as the "living  wounded." This means those of us who 

go through life with the shards of this shaAered, interior  

God-image s)cking out so they cut other people and so they 

make our inner life bleed. In other words, the broken shards 

make our rela)onships hard and they torture our thoughts 

and feelings.   
 

This shows up in dozens of ways. It can make us feel like other 

people are toxic to us and it can make us toxic to others.  

So to get through life we keep rela)onships superficial  

(if we have them at all) in the hope of avoiding being  

poisoned or poisoning others. It can torture us with anxiety 

and depression inwardly, among a hundred other ailments  

of the mind and emo)ons. So, just to feel not insane, we 

medicate ourselves with things as devasta)ng as drugs and 

alcohol and with things as innocent as TV and more food than 

we need.  
 

How'd we become the living wounded? There are really  

thousands of ways to become a wounded person. Some of us 

were abused physically, sexually, emo)onally, mentally and 

spiritually. Some of us experienced traumas. Some of us  

were born into trauma)zed families. Did you know that  

whole groups and cultures of people have been collec)vely 

trauma)zed?  
 

But you don't even need to have a big trauma)c event in your 

history to live life as a wounded person. A person can live 

wounded when we do not aAend to those shards of God's 

image in us. Like with all of us, the shards start out )ny and 

almost undetected. But they get jostled about, don't they? 

And if we don't aAend to them with God's remedy, the  

shards move further out of place and they gradually work 

themselves into more and more dangerous posi)ons.  
 

What is to be done? How can we move from wounded to 

whole? Is it even possible? 
 

What did the Apostle Paul do 

with his wounds? In 2  

Corinthians, Paul's most  

personal leAer of all, he wrote 

that God had given him a 

"thorn in his flesh" (2 Cor. 

12:7). We do not know what 

this thorn was, or even if it was 

physical or emo)onal or what. That's probably good that we 

don't know, because now all of us can imagine Paul's struggle 

applying to our own woundedness.  
 

But what did Paul do with his woundedness? Instead of  

crea)ng a hard shell around it like so many of us do, or  

instead of finding a way to medicate it, he embraced this  

vulnerability. In fact, he said that he "boasted" in it. He even 

"delighted" in it. 
 

Why did Paul do this? And how did Paul do this? Embracing 

vulnerability is the opposite of our natural inclina)on.  
 

Paul's secret was twofold. First, he did it by God's grace. 

When he had pleaded with God to take away his thorn, God 

told him, "My grace is sufficient for you" (12:9). There is 

something about God's free gi8 of grace that enables the 

impossible. Are you looking to God's free grace to help you 

embrace your vulnerabili)es? 
 

Second, God told Paul, "My power is made perfect in weak-

ness" (vs. 9). There was something about God's power that 

makes it OK to embrace our vulnerabili)es. God's power and 

its display made the vulnerability worth it because then 

"Christ's power rested on" Paul (verse 9). 
 

Earlier in this leAer, Paul had explained of his lifestyle of  

embracing his own vulnerability so that Jesus' "life may also 

be revealed in our mortal bodies" (2 Cor. 4:10). He described 

his own life as being a fragile "jar of clay" (vs. 7) so that the 

fragility of it might, "show that this all surpassing power is 

from God and not from us" (vs. 7). Somehow, Paul believed 

that the embrace of his vulnerability was worthwhile because 

it demonstrated the gloriousness of God's kindness and  

power and generosity. So Paul thought the display of Christ's 

power was more important and of more value than the  

vigilant self-defense of his own woundedness.  
 

Do you value the display of God's beauty (really the only  

way others can come to know God)? Do you see it as more 

important than protec)ng your fragility? 
 

And what did people experience when God's goodness was 

put on display in Paul's life? If we 

follow Paul's logic, we see that 

pastor’sPPPPAAAAGGGGEEEE 

Con)nued on page 3 
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Lord, Don’t Let me Forget con)nued from page 1 

From Wounded to Whole con)nued from page 2 

when God's goodness was demonstrated, then others could 

see, "the light of the gospel that displays the glory of 

Christ" (4:3). And why was that important? Because Christ is 

"the image of God" (vs. 3).  
 

That image of God. ShaAered in us. The source of all our 

woundedness. But in Christ, God's image is whole and pure 

and perfect.  
 

And when we gaze into Christ and see God's perfect image, 

that is when we are transformed, according to Chapter 3:18. 

We are transformed from wounded to whole because the 

shaAered image of God in us can finally heal as we gaze upon 

the whole image of God in Christ. Finally the liAle shards can 

come together properly because there in front of us is the 

original image of God Himself, Christ Jesus.  

This is how embracing our vulnerability leads to our whole-

ness. Praise be to God for His incomparable gi8 to us in 

Christ! 

   --Pastor Andrew Gross 

Chris)ans refer to the Bible to inform their aRtudes on 

immigra)on. 

 

We face the largest refugee crisis in history with over 

23 million refugees. How will America respond?   As we 

debate the immigra)on policies of the land, will we 

live by faith or fear?  Our administra)on now wants to 

cut our yearly refugee intake from 110,000 to 50,000 

but the execu)ve orders are )ed up in courts.   

Refugee agencies like World Relief have cut staff and 

face uncertainty. 

 

America, remember where we came from.  The first 

“illegal immigrants” were the European colonizers who 

stole land from Na)ves, and made laws to benefit 

themselves (which centuries later we benefit from).  In 

the late 18OO’s the Chinese built railroads but were 

denied ci)zenship for fear they were stealing jobs. 

Sound familiar? In 1939 Jewish refugees were turned 

away from American shores and Japanese-Americans 

were placed in prison camps because they were  

feared to be “enemies” in WWII.  Why weren’t  

German-Americans interned?  I fear that history is  

now repea)ng itself with nega)ve aRtudes about the 

southern border and refugees.   

 

America has both an ugly history and a beau)ful  

history towards immigrants and refugees. Which one 

will we live into? Which one will the church advocate 

for? 

 

Will we adhere to Christ’s call to welcome the stranger 

or be suspicious of the stranger?   Will we live by fear, 

xenophobia, and na)onalism?  Or will we advocate  

for jus)ce, compassion and truth as the basis of our 

policies and prac)ces?   I am not advoca)ng for open 

borders but for informed, compassionate and just  

policies.  “Welcoming the Stranger” and “Seeking  

Refuge” are two books I recommend by World Relief 

staff that inform me. 

 

Last summer Pastor Jus)n asked me to go to the  

airport to greet a new family from the Congo.  I  

hesitated because I was )red.  But then I thought this 

would be a good experience for my children.  We made 

welcome signs in English and Swahili.  It was a joy to 

meet each family member one by one.  As I was about 

to meet the mother, I just started tearing up for some 

reason.  Maybe I was sensing something in my spirit.  

The mom then told me her name meant “Hope.”   

That happens to be my mom’s name!  I con)nued to 

cry off and on from the airport to the parking lot.   

They probably were wondering who is this crazy lady 

who can’t keep it together? ☺☺☺☺  It was as if my life had 

come full circle.   

That night as I wrote in my journal, I no)ced the entry 

the night before.  My husband and I had watched a 

documentary about the fall of Saigon and people  

desperately trying to escape.  I had wriAen in my  

journal, “Lord, don’t let me forget where I came from.”  

LiAle did I know God would answer my prayer that 

very next day.  I hope He keeps reminding me the rest 

of my life. 
 

When an alien lives with you in your land, do not  

mistreat him. The alien living with you must be treated 

as one of your na&ve-born. Love him as yourself, for 

you were aliens in Egypt. I am the Lord your God. 

(Levi)cus 19:33, 34 NIV) 

    --Khanh Nguyen 
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A Life%me of Healing 
 

I grew up in a family 

that had a hard work 

ethic: To get ahead in 

this world, work hard! 

That moAo came down 

from my father, the 

sergeant, who was a 

veteran of World War II. 

  

We went to a Catholic 

church every Sunday. 

We put our Sunday best on, went to church, and  

a8erwards, took the Sunday best off and put them in 

the drawer. In hindsight I feel we put God back in the 

drawer as well. So I did not have a rela)onship with 

God. Instead, I had worldly thinking about work and it 

became my idol. 

 

A8er 15 years of electrical work as a journeyman I 

needed a change and started my own fitness club,      

Superior Fitness, in 1983. Two years into my new  

business I entered into a season of brokenness and 

shame.  I was separated from my first wife, who I  

married at age 24. The church I had been going to  

did not help me through my separa)on and soon to  

be divorce.  

 

Then I found a place to go for help. It was a bar with 

many people just like me who were broken and  

troubled!  Coincidentally the bar was just across the 

street from my fitness club. I found myself leaving my 

club early to hang out with the new buddies who 

bought me drinks.  Soon the ladies came to hang with 

me as well, because they got free drinks and a lot of 

dancing at the bar un)l closing )me. I could go on....   

 

But God showed up around Easter )me. A Power Team 

of evangelists came to the city of Grand Forks and 

wanted to train in my club for the week they were in 

town. On the first night of the power performance the 

teaching and preaching was about divorce!  Keith Cra8 

spoke the message and I felt the Lord was speaking 

directly to me. Later, I talked to Keith about my divorce. 

He prayed for and over me and I repented of all my sins 

of divorce, drinking and womanizing.  

 

That week was amazing; they wanted me to do some 

power performances as part of their team. “Trus)ng in 

You Lord” was the theme for that week!  I did many 

amazing things, but the one I remember the most is  

 
 

when I laid on a bed of nails and they put another bed 

of nails over me with 100 pounds of cement blocks on 

top (remember the performance was about trust!). 

Now they begin to break up the cement blocks on top 

of me. 

  

The day before they le8 they asked me to go with them 

as part of their team. I declined their offer.  

 

On that same day Steve, one my clients, came in and 

gave me a Bible and prayed for me that I would get to 

know God's word. I had not heard those words since I 

was nine years old and my Grandma, on her death bed, 

said to me, "Ronnie, read and know God's Word." Only 

then I did not know what she meant.  God sure works in 

mysterious ways! Through the years I have read and 

reread God's word and got closer in my walk with the 

Lord! 

 

Throughout the next few years, I sold my club and 

moved to St. Paul, con)nuing to work in the fitness  

industry. I had many trials, failures and sins. As I  

repented and moved forward, walking with the Lord 

each )me, I gained more confidence in God's love  

and grace! 

 

During this )me, I met and married my lovely bride 

Chris)ne on September 22nd, 1990. We aAended two 

different churches, doing service work and having  

fellowship with the people in our church family. 

 

In 2001, a8er a very long bureaucra)c process, we 

adopted our son Aaron and we entered a season of fun 

)mes with family and friends, and a thriving fitness 

business. During that )me we did not realize that the 

Lord was preparing both Chris)ne and me for the next 

season of our lives. 

 

In the summer of 2004 I was diagnosed with prostate 

cancer. I was age 54. A8er consul)ng two urologists we 

decided to go with the U of M surgeon who operated 

on me on October 26th. The following morning I woke 

up with several doctors in my room. The urologist 

spoke first about how the surgery went. The surgery 

was more complicated than he expected.  He removed  

the prostate and 1/3 of my bladder that was cancerous.  

 

Since I could not move my right side or talk, I thought it 

was the anesthesia. Then the other doctors told me I 

had a severe stroke a8er my surgery. Doctors informed 
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me later that I had a congenital hole in my heart that 

caused the stroke (PFO).  

 

As they all le8 the room, I felt alone and incredibly 

wounded and began to reflect on the story of Job in the 

Bible. It was then that I asked “What is next, God?” and 

an amazing sense of peace surged through me. I knew 

the Lord's comfort was richly upon me. 

 

I was in ICU, not knowing if I would go home to Jesus or 

survive to see another day. Through the course of )me, 

my family, some of our church family (Woodland Hills) 

came and prayed over me. A8er several weeks I was 

brought back to a regular room where I had more 

tes)ng and work with therapists. Soon they moved me 

to United Hospital rehab in St. Paul. The work they had 

me do was hard, but I had grown up with the “hard 

work” ethic, thanks to my father. My goal was to do 

well and be home before Thanksgiving. That happened, 

but there was s)ll a long bumpy road ahead. I was able 

to walk with some assistance but my speech was not 

coming along that well. 

 

The first words I was able to speak were “God “and 

“Aaron”.  It was not so eloquent, but it was something. 

I was in speech therapy for a year and it took me over a 

year to be able to speak my own name. During that 

)me I became able to move my arm and walk much 

beAer.  

 

In April 2005 I had the open heart surgery to repair the 

hole in my heart, as well as a ring around one heart 

valve.  Also I began suffering from severe ver)go. One 

year a8er my open heart surgery, I was able to ride my 

bike for the first )me with my son Aaron; we praise the 

Lord for my ongoing progress of healing. The heart  

doctors were amazed about the healing that happened 

with my heart. 

 

I had lost so much muscle weight in my legs post stroke 

that my hips started to hurt me all the )me and I  

needed to have pain management meds. In January and 

April 2007 I had two total hip surgeries. With the Lord's 

great healing I got so much beAer. 

 

Through the years the Great Physician con)nued to 

heal me. I became stronger again, in a different way, 

strong enough to do the things I love to do, train clients 

again and also work with people a8er their strokes. The 

Lord God really prepared me for His work. And we 

know that in all things God works for the good of those 

who love Him, who have been called according to His 

purpose. Romans 8:28.  I got stronger and more agile, 

li8ing weights, biking and hiking in the mountains with 

Chris)ne and Aaron. 

 

Our family joined Bethel Chris)an fellowship in 2010, 

where we enjoy praise and worship, solid Biblical 

preaching and teaching, Church fellowship and serving 

where we can. 

 

Chris)ne and I were celebra)ng our 25th anniversary 

with my seventh hike in the mountains of New Mexico.  

We were hiking Wheeler Peak (13,000 8). At about 600 

feet from the top I had a fall, the prosthesis from 2007 

caused the femur to fracture severely. Once more we 

found ourselves in the hospital. In a 10-day stay, they 

took the one prosthesis out and put new prosthesis in 

as they reformed my femur and put a lateral plate on 

the side of my leg. The next hospital was the rehab; I 

was there for 12 days, before Chris)ne was able to 

bring me home. I was not able to put any pressure on 

the leg un)l a8er Christmas. It was a good start of the 

New Year with no wheelchair or walker!  

 

Once more I am leaning on the Lord’s great healing 

power to work in my life! I can own and endure pain 

and trials only through the perfect peace of Jesus 

Christ! Peace I leave with you; my peace I give you. I do 

not give it to you as the world gives. Do not let your 

hearts be troubled and do not be afraid. John 14:27 

      

    --Ron Bluemke 

He heals the broken and bandages 

their wounds.   Psalm 147:3 
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scriptureLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
 From Hopeless to Hope 
 

I WAITED pa&ently for the LORD; and He inclined unto 

me and heard my cry. He brought me up out of a               

horrible pit, out of miry clay, and set my feet upon a 

rock, and established my goings. And He hath put a new 

song in my mouth, even praise unto our God: many shall 

see it, and fear, and shall trust in the Lord. I have other 

life verses, but Psalms 40:1-3 is very important to me.  
 

I want to tell a story about a man I know. He aAended 

Bethel at a very young age, but somewhere in the mix 

of things he got lost, and stopped aAending. He didn't 

know why that happened, but he con)nued to be raised 

in the Catholic religion. As he grew older, he started 

hanging around the wrong crowd, and soon he was   

partying and experimen)ng with drugs in Junior high 

school, and that carried over deep into his high school 

years.  
 

Then he lost his job. A8er calling in sick, he sprained his 

ankle while roller ska)ng. Some)me later, he was lying 

in his bed, kinda down about everything. He had always 

seemed to believe in God, so just out of the blue, he 

started to pray. It went like this: “God, I know there's 

more to your truth than what the Catholic religion has, 

please send someone to me who knows your truth.”  
 

It was only one or two days later, he was down at a 

bowling alley with a friend, watching him play pinball, 

because he didn't have any money. In walks two ladies, 

and they make eye contact. He seems to know why they 

are there, and immediately the two ladies came over 

and proceeded to share the gospel of Jesus with him.  
 

He soon became a Born- again Chris)an, and the very 

next day God freed him instantly from all his addic)ons. 

He grew powerful and mighty in the knowledge of God, 

and on fire for the Lord; he was out in the streets at the 

age of 15 or 16, evangelizing with this group.  
 

But soon he would fall away. Then, a8er he started back 

into his old ways, he returned and started aAending 

Bethel, all those years since being there as a young child

- isn't God amazing!  
 

By the early-to-mid 1980's, he le8 Bethel again because 

he wanted to either “be real” with God or counted as a 

heathen. It would be ten years or more that he would 

be away from the church. In that )me, he went through 

more ups and downs. He met a woman on a side job he 

was doing while struggling with an injury from a former 

job. They dated and got engaged. About two years into 

the rela)onship, he was standing in front of the bay 

window in the apartment, looking out, and God said to 

him “I want you to come back”, and he said “Yes Lord”. 

He also asked the Lord to not let him hit rock boAom 

again, because he had been there before.  
 

S)ll, he dragged his feet for another year or two. He had 

a plan, but what he wanted was not the Lord's plan at 

all. First, she le8 him. Then, about two months later, he 

got fired from his job. Two days a8er that, the landlord 

tells him she's kicking him out. So he ended up with a 

broken heart and living in a Chevy suburban with his 

dog. At this point, he really had lost all his hope, almost 

all of his faith, and was so broken he didn't care if he 

lived or died! He didn't know where else to turn or go.  
 

But he wasn't so far gone to forget that the one place 

he could go back to was the church, and to God. It was 

on a Wednesday night. He remembered that Bethel 

used to have services on that day, so he proceeded to 

the church. He walked around trying to find an open 

door, and he eventually did. But no one seemed to be 

there, un)l he walked into one of the rooms... And he 

would never forget this moment, it's so vivid in his 

mind: he found Pastor Jim and Gene and one other 

member, siRng down having a mee)ng, as only God 

could arrange it. He was totally broken and crushed,  

but not destroyed, with tears running down his face, 

standing there looking at these three men. Pastor Jim 

got up and welcomed him in with arms of comfort, and 

set him down and said “What's going on with you?” 

proceeding to talk to him and pray for him.  
 

If you haven't guessed, the man in this story is me. I 

would like to say that everything was good again, but it 

wasn't. It was a hard road to find restora)on, mentally 

and spirituality. I want to give all the people in the 

church that helped and prayed for me a big “Thank 

You”- you know who you are. I am thankful that I didn’t 

have to go to a treatment center--God is the One Who 

healed me from my addic)ons and gave me hope. That 

is why Psalm 40:1-3 is so important to me. 
 

In telling this story, I would 

just like to say. All the glory 

goes to God!  He saved me 

from myself and restored 

everything in my life. I did 

leave a lot of details out. If 

you want to know more  

contact me as my journey           

con)nues.  

   

 --Vernon Miller 
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This is What Church Looks Like 
 

I sat down with Pastor Jim to reflect on the tradi&on of 

the annual picnic. 

 

Newell Park was pleasantly warm, with plenty of shade 

from the sunlight spreading over the family of churches 

annual picnic. It's good that the weather cooperated 

again, because there wasn't a “plan B”. “We’ve never 

made a con)ngency plan” Pastor Jim explained. “I don’t 

know if that’s foolishness or faith”, but “we’ve never 

had any epic fails with the weather.” 

 

Bethel, like many churches, has held an annual picnic 

going back many years, but the tradi)on can also chart 

the recent developments of what was once Bethel 

Temple into what is now the All Na)ons Family of 

Churches. As BCF was moving into an incarna)onal vi-

sion of its calling to be a house of prayer for all na)ons, 

congrega)ons were quickly being added to the family. 

In a few short years, BCF's partnership with the Hai)an 

fellowship and CCCC (Cross Culture Community Church) 

grew to include the Himalayan, Oromo, Karen, and the 

Interna)onal Chris)an Fellowship congrega)ons.  

 

There was a need to pull everyone together. Rather 

than aAemp)ng to pack the sanctuary for the  

“celebra)on service” that was tradi)onally held before 

the picnic, “we had an 'a-ha' moment to combine the 

service and the picnic together so we could do it all at 

once, crea)ng a different atmosphere of celebra)on, 

fun, and just being together.” Since the early years of 

this decade, we’ve picnicked together “inten)onally as 

a family of churches.” Hundreds show up speaking a 

variety of languages, and the service is built around a 

design corporately envisioned by the leaders.  

 

It’s a simple idea that's blossomed into a vibrant tradi-

)on. “The point is really just being together as a family. 

You get a picture of something bigger than your individ-

ual congrega)on – and that’s important for each con-

grega)on to realize: Wow! There's more of us than I 

knew!” 

 

There are a few ways the family of churches remains 

closely knit together. Pastors connect every other week 

to support each other and maintain an ongoing fellow-

ship and vision. Leader's Edge gatherings hash out a 

number of big issues among involved members of all 

congrega)ons a few )mes a year. For many members, 

however, the picnic is one of the annual occasions to 

get a panoramic perspec)ve of the broader fellowship.  

 
 

New Year’s Eve and Good Friday bring members all to-

gether in winter and spring, and Pastor Jim explained 

that a fellowship- wide gathering is being planned for 

Septembers to kick-off the years' programming in au-

tumn. 

 

Our summer Gathering has an established momentum 

already, though. It even has a rhythm of its own, literal-

ly, with the presence of Heart of the City.  “They repre-

sent what we’re living out. They're a diverse worship 

band with a diversity of music, and they've brought that 

flavor to the picnic for several years now.” 

 

The vitality of this idea is also very )mely.”I feel at this 

season of life here in America, we get to serve as a pro-

phe)c witness of reconcilia)on, of doing life together, 

of unity in diversity. So it’s a wonderful opportunity to 

show that God brings us together.  

 

As a gathering of na)ons, the picnic offers very tangible 

reminders of inclusivity. Visually, people of different 

colors wear clothes of different cultures. Different lan-

guages are spoken on stage and among the lawn chairs. 

Most important to many aAendees, the picnic itself is 

replete with the universal pleasure of food, represent-

ed in recipes that truly span the globe. Not everyone is 

certain they know precisely what they’re ea)ng, but are 

sure they’re happy about the experience. 

 

“This year, one of the things that was great was just 

watching at the very end (of the service) when the kids 

began to do a dance line, and kids from all the different 

na)ons joined. This is the world they’re living in, so 

normal church for our kids means people who don’t 

always just look like me. That’s what normal church is.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Final thoughts from Pastor Jim? “I love when we are 

together.” 

   --Benjamin Mason 

communityLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE (See the next page for lots more photos!) 
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FAMILY AND FRIENDS  

HAVING FUN TOGETHER 

ALL NATIONS FAMILY OF CHURCHES ANNUAL CELEBRATION & PICNIC 
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sendingLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
The Truth Will Set You Free 
Editor’s Note: (Brian and Paula Doty are represen)ng BCF in 

Madison WI in a ministry they call "bigbighouse".  Their  

purpose is to provide safe places, in the darkest places, out  

of the place of prayer to the broken and oppressed, seeing 

wounded people find wholeness in Jesus.) 

 

He remembered the scene vividly once Jesus drew it 

out of his memory, but it had been hidden in the re-

cesses of his childhood un)l that moment. He had been 

twelve years old, standing expectantly by the table in 

the dining room as his father looked at the school test 

he had brought home. It was a brilliant result. He           

waited desperately to hear the words of affirma)on 

and love he longed for, but they never came. As he 

turned away from the blank absence of his father, 

something died inside and something else took its 

place, a dark inner lie... “I will never be good enough.”  

 

Years later, a8er re)ring from a successful career  

building the medical department of a na)onally known 

university, the lie suddenly reared up as he interacted 

with a colleague who withheld recogni)on. The lie took 

on new strength and he came seeking relief. In a )me of 

deep healing prayer he re-lived that forgoAen moment 

with his father, feeling the raw pain again. But this )me 

something shi8ed. Jesus appeared to him in the 

memory, standing behind him with His hands on his 

shoulders. Jesus told him that the boy's father had  

been rejected as a child and was ac)ng out of his own 

unknowing darkness. 

 

As if a bath plug had been pulled out, a reservoir of  

anger and biAerness drained away and in true empathy 

he spoke out a spontaneous prayer of forgiveness to his 

father, handing over his own biAerness to Jesus. It 

dawned on him that his life, even as a believer in  

Christ, had been deeply shaded by this lie and now he 

renounced it, rejec)ng the ways the enemy had sought 

to destroy him through it. When he asked Jesus what 

He had to give in exchange for the rejected lie, Jesus 

began the work of healing repair in his heart by               

whispering the Father's words to him, “You are my      

beloved son, in you I am well pleased.” 

--- / --- 

This, and many other “heart healings” that Paula and I 

have been a part of, built our faith to believe that even 

survivors of sex trafficking can come to a place of  

Simply Thriving. In fact, Father God said that His  

deliverance for poor, brokenhearted, cap)ve prisoners 

would be so astoundingly complete, they would            

rebuild the ancient ruins and restore the places long 

devastated … renew(ing) the ruined ci&es that have 

been devastated for genera&ons. Isaiah 61:4 NIV. 

 

We have personally seen Jesus demonstrate His deep 

healing power as we have prayed through the horrors 

of sexual abuse and trauma with women. Where  

families were part of the hurt, God has shown Himself 

in the very pain of the memories of these experiences. 

Then He has poured out on them authen)c empathy  

to give forgiveness to perpetrators and to release 

biAerness.  

 

Women have renounced lies like, “I am defiled and 

dirty. It was my fault that it happened. No man can be 

trusted. I will never be worthy of love. I am des)ned  

for failure and abuse.” In place of these lies Jesus has 

spoken truth, but in ways that reached the deep  

affec)ve parts of their minds and hearts. Logic could 

never do what we have seen Jesus do. A deep reset 

takes place and the baAle shi8s from desperate  

defense to confident offense. 

 

This is the crossroad where we have chosen to posi)on 

bigbighouse and do ministry that prac)cally expresses 

God's kingdom.  Most recently we started Every  

Daughter, a bigbighouse ministry working with  

pros)tuted and trafficked women in Madison, WI, and 

the surrounding area. Twice a month volunteer women 

from 6 different churches gather to pray and call these 

women directly to let them know someone cares. We 

offer ongoing friendship, access to resources, and a way 

out if they choose, including the op)on of journeying 

with them into various Christ-centered long term, resi-

den)al transi)onal programs. Every Daughter provides 

short-term emergency housing for women escaping 

their pimps or traffickers to seek placement in these 

programs. There is a Prayer Core Team of 26 women 

who pray on designated days of the week and we  

organize quarterly awareness and prayer events that 

have drawn women from around the city and the  

county.  

 

We keep bugging God about His 

prophe)c promise to take these 

overlooked women and do 

something incredible. He 

strengthens our hearts while we 

watch and pray.  May we see it 

in our genera)on, but if not, we 

will pass on our legacy of faith to 

the next!               

    --Brian and Paula Doty 



Page 11 

shelfLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
Touched by Heaven  
by Nancy Ravenhill 

 

Nancy was only five years old when, with tears in her 

eyes, she looked up on her bedroom wall and saw a 

picture of Jesus surrounded by children.  She had been 

beaten again by her father and had escaped to her 

room as her only place of refuge. She longed to be one 

of the children in that pain)ng with Jesus.   

 

“But I was not one of those children,” she writes, “my 

days were des)ned to be sad and lonely, stretching out 

past any hope I might try to envision on the horizon...As 

of that day, I was the caretaker of a terrible dark secret: 

the shaAering rejec)on of my parents. I was numb with 

the insecurity and pain that reality brought me, and 

wondered how I would make it through the rest of  

my life.”  

 

Somehow she knew that her answer would be found in 

Jesus.  This was especially made clear that evening in 

her room.  With a pure heart she tearfully told God that 

He was the only One who could help her.  It was then 

that she sensed movement and looked up to see a man 

in a white robe.  This person gave her the same loving 

look that she saw in the picture on her wall. He didn’t 

speak and a8er a few moments she looked again and 

He was gone. 

 

Raised in a vola)le, dysfunc)onal family, Nancy, an only 

child, was exposed to constant figh)ng between her 

mother and father.  Nobody but God really knew the 

dark secrets that were hidden in that home. Appearing 

as a Chris)an family to outsiders, Nancy’s parents did 

not demonstrate the love of Jesus in their home.  Her 

mother would overcompensate for her father’s  

punishment by buying new clothes for Nancy, further 

infuria)ng him. His bea)ngs occurred regularly un)l 

Nancy was fourteen years old. 

 

One day, a8er another harsh whipping because of  

the extravagances of her mother or some other  

undeserving act, Nancy was praying to Jesus in her 

room when she again felt someone with her. She  

asked, “Who, honestly are you?”  She heard Jesus  

speak audibly, “I’m going to visit you all through your 

life)me.” And so it was that Nancy encountered many 

appearances of Jesus or His angels, always at )mes 

when she needed to know God’s comfort or direc)on.   

 

These appearances and many other miracles happened 

as Nancy and her husband David, the son of evangelist 

Leonard Ravenhill, 

graduated from  

Bethany College  

of Missions in  

Bloomington, MN  

and began serving the 

Lord together.  Their 

ministries included 

Brooklyn Teen  

Challenge, Youth  

with a Mission, the 

Associa)on of Vineyard 

Churches, and several 

others.  Being parents 

of three daughters and 

eight grandchildren, 

they presently live and 

serve the Lord in Siloam Springs, Arkansas. 

 

 A8er the birth of her first daughter in Brooklyn, NY, 

Nancy died from suffering massive blood loss and had 

an out-of-body experience where she visited heaven.   

“I can s)ll picture in my mind’s eye the sounds, the  

angels, the warm and happy smiles of those wai)ng 

with eager and welcoming hugs.  And Jesus!” she  

recalled.  In her book she refers to the joys of being 

awestruck by that journey into heaven. 

 

Nancy learned to live in wholeness, walking closely with 

the Lord by reading His Word and spending )me in 

prayer.  She relates that “there is power in surrendering 

one’s pain to Jesus.”  As she did that she was able to 

forgive her father and to tell him she loved him shortly 

before he died unexpectedly.  She and David were  

missionaries in New Zealand when her mother passed 

away months later.  She had made peace with her as 

well. 

 

If you have ever wondered if Jesus cares about your life 

and what happens to you, this book is for you.  Nancy 

closes her book with: “It is my sincere prayer that my 

personal encounters with the God of heaven will  

encourage you and build your faith to believe that no 

maAer what you’re going through, God is greater than 

your circumstances…as you look up and see Jesus with 

the eyes of faith you will know that you have been 

touched by heaven.” 

 

    --Lynda Larson 
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 A Tale of Two Marriages  
Editor’s note:  The following ar)cle, wriAen primarily by Allan  

BuAon, includes complementary comments by his wife, Joan, 

in italics. 

 

Shy small-town boy marries beau)ful, quiet, country girl 

and they live happily ever a8er.  Whoa!  Back up there.  

Life is never quite that simple, is it?  Even though we, 

Joan Reinert and Allan BuAon, grew up in loving  

Chris)an families during the idyllic 40s and 50s, we were 

members of the “silent genera)on” and had learned 

liAle of rela)onships outside of our own families.  We 

were too busy studying through high school and the  

University of Wisconsin, preparing for careers we would 

need to provide for a family.  There were speed bumps 

ahead that would wound us deeply. 

 

The first speed bump was our shyness and silence.  

When Joan came from her one-room country school and 

Allan moved one building over from elementary school 

to Lake Geneva (WI) High School, it seemed we would be 

aAracted to each other.  We were both outsiders, not 

part of the “in crowd,” and too shy to speak to each  

other for the first three years.  Finally, I (Allan) screwed 

up my courage and asked her for a date.  When she said 

yes, I was so relieved, I thought I never wanted to go 

through that fear of rejec)on again; I’d beAer hang on 

)ght to this girl. 

 

We thought we were very mature because we waited  

to marry un)l we had graduated with our Bachelor of 

Science degrees from the University of Wisconsin,  

Madison, Joan in physical therapy and I in chemistry.   

We were both good students and had worked at summer 

jobs to save up for our tui)on.  We didn’t have an extra 

penny to spend, but graduated debt free.   

 

I con)nued on to graduate school at the University of  

Illinois, Urbana.  We celebrated our wedding in Joan’s 

small country church and had a wonderful honeymoon 

to the Great Smokey Mountain area.  On our way home, 

we had our first argument over which parents we would 

see first!  It seems silly now, but it showed that the seeds 

of real wounding were already sprou)ng. 

 

Because I was trying to catch up with other dedicated 

chemistry students, I felt discouraged. Joan wanted to  

go home most weekends, a four-hour drive.  There  

were more fights.  We had never learned the art of  

compromise. I o8en withdrew into long silences.  Joan:  

Allan would become frustrated, angry, and would  

withdraw and go to a movie and come back later as if 

nothing had happened.  I would withdraw as well, so we 

would have long silences and would not talk about the  

situa&on.   

 

The liberal churches in Urbana 

were no help. I began to sense 

that we were mismatched.  

Joan was s)ll first a daughter of 

her family, while I was longing 

for adventure and relief from 

the stress of graduate school.  I 

felt trapped and like a prisoner.  

Joan:  It wasn’t that I wanted 

first to be a daughter, but that 

my Mom was dying of cancer. With my medical training I 

could help her and also help my father to cope.  This was 

all going on at the same &me. 

 

At last, a8er more than five years of frustra)on, I  

received my PhD degree.  By then I was so burned out 

that I couldn’t read a newspaper.  Star)ng a research 

career at 3M Company in St. Paul, Minnesota was too 

much to bear.  I desperately needed a break, but had to 

slog along.  We had two small sons by then, and Joan s)ll 

wanted to visit her family o8en.  I just wanted to get 

away from it all. 

 

I found a sport, whitewater canoe and kayak racing, at 

which I excelled.  It was exci)ng and challenging, and I 

found new “friends” with whom I had much in common.  

Disagreements with Joan became more frequent and  

ugly, un)l the thought of divorce as a way out seemed 

more and more aArac)ve.  I fell into the tempta)on of 

our enemy Satan and demanded a divorce. I le8 Joan 

and our boys and was single for seven years.   

 

Several rela)onships with young women failed and 

turned sour.  Joan added, “due to prayer by me and my 

faithful Chris&an friends.” Gradually I fell deeper into 

depression and needed psychiatric treatment and  

an)depressant medica)on.  My faith became empty  

and my shame was deep. Serious thoughts of suicide 

became stronger. 

 

Joan:  Meanwhile my faith grew due to my associa&on 

with people in the charisma&c renewal. God gave me two 

promises, to which I clung during this &me.  Jeremiah 

33:3 (NIV)  “Call to me and I will answer you and tell you 

great and unsearchable things you do not know.” And  

Ezekiel 36:25-27 (NIV)  “I will sprinkle clean water on you, 

and you will be clean; I will cleanse you from all your im-

puri&es and from all your idols.  I will give you a new 

heart and put a new spirit in you; I will remove from you 

your heart of stone and give you a heart of flesh.  And I 

familyLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
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will put my Spirit in you and move you to follow my de-

crees and be careful to keep my laws.” (These promises 

were for Allan as I had already been changing.  I prayed 

that in the end, God would be glorified.) 

   

Larry Ballard, a Chris&an counselor, advised me to “meet 

Allan where he is now, with his interest in canoeing.”  So, 

I would pack up the boys and we would go with Allan to 

some of his races and ou&ngs.  I was afraid for my life a 

few &mes in some of those rapids.  I &pped over one &me 

and was hardly able to get out of the canoe.  I wondered 

then about the wisdom of Larry Ballard’s advice.  We 

would also go to Allan’s liBle house with some goodies 

for an aCernoon’s visit. 

 

In my visits with Joan and the boys, I could see real 

change, a new maturity and peace, which she said came 

from the Lord and the )ny church of other wounded but 

growing new Chris)ans. As I reached boAom, alone and 

hopeless, I knew I could not go on any farther and 

agreed to meet with Ned Berube, the young pastor of 

her liAle house church.  He was a recent convert to faith 

in Jesus Christ and was devo)ng his life to helping oth-

ers.  He showed such a warm sincere interest in my ca-

noe racing ac)vi)es that we spent most of the evening 

just talking canoeing.   

 

Near the end, he asked if I would like to pray to receive 

the Lord Jesus Christ.  I was more than ready and  

admiAed to the Lord how I had messed up life on  

my own.  Joan:  I remember that Ned did briefly talk 

about the Lord before he asked if Allan would like to 

pray.  Allan said yes, and added that if Jesus didn’t work, 

then nothing would, and he would give up in despair. 

 

There were no bells and whistles, no immediate  

indica)on that something had changed.  However, there 

was a deep, growing assurance that God loved me and 

was star)ng something new.  Our dear brother Ned 

faithfully met with me every week for lunch where he 

asked and answered ques)ons, using Scripture and  

having me write reports on what I learned in that week’s 

passage.  It was his example, his faithfulness, and his 

deep interest in my concerns that really inspired me.  He 

even made a journey out to Vermont with me to watch 

one of my races, and seemed to enjoy it immensely. 

 

I joined his liAle house church.  This was part of God’s  

provision, for I was s)ll very shy in any larger group.  

Joan and I shared our lives, our problems, and our hopes 

and prayers, and we grew.  God totally removed the 

biAerness from our divorce.  He built between us a new 

rela)onship that is centered on Jesus Christ and on  

following His path. In 1976 Joan and I were married a 

second )me with our two boys giving the bride away.   

 

We had a beau)ful second honeymoon in Austria,  

Switzerland, and southern Germany a8er my final  

world championship whitewater canoe compe))on.  I 

promised the Lord I would serve Him, win or lose.  I lost, 

crashing into a stone wall in a freak accident, but  

remembered that promise.  Our beau)ful daughter,  

Sarah Joy, another of God’s great blessings, was  

conceived during that honeymoon. 

 

Soon, the Lord called me to missionary work in Hai). This  

has been a life-changing blessing to both of us, and has 

blessed Pastor Daniel Mulatre’s churches there over the 

years.  I made seventeen or eighteen trips to Hai) with 

teams of church leaders, construc)on workers, and  

medical personnel.  I was able to see the church roof 

project we began in 1985 become the beau)ful large 

Bahon church which, was dedicated in 2003. (Pastor  

Jim Olson and his daughter Eleanor were present for  

that dedica)on).  

 

Joan and our family were able to accompany me on two 

of those trips to visit Pastor Daniel Mulatre and Ernst 

Eustache and their families and churches.   Joan: It was a 

4-5 hour walk to the church in Lassaire so Sarah (age 12 

or 14) and I were able to ride horses, but Allan was much 

too heavy. We gave encouragement to the people of 

Hai& by making the long journey to be there and by  

par&cipa&ng in their worship services. The people were 

impressed with Sarah’s violin playing. 

 

God con)nues to heal, restore, and build hope and joy in 

our lives, even as our bodies and memories are slowly 

weakening.  Joan and I are far from perfect.  We do not 

always agree, but we can celebrate our differences and 

realize that the Lord completes us through one another.  

We are just a couple of half-wits, but together we can 

make nearly one whole wit.   

 

We have wonderful stories to tell 

of God’s goodness and power.  I 

am no longer terribly shy, silent, 

and withdrawn.  God heals us 

through a life)me of adventures, 

challenges, miracles, and even our 

failures and weaknesses.  Praise 

God through whom all blessings 

flow.  Praise the Lord Jesus Christ for His forgiveness, His 

great love, and His miraculous life-giving power. 

    

   --Allan and Joan BuAon   
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poetic LLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
Longing to be Whole 
 

Scrunched into a corner, 

Tangled up in fear, 

Hides a liAle girl 

Whose face is washed by her tears. 

 

Watching from the outskirts, 

Yearning to belong, 

He feels like he will never be 

A part of the throng. 

 

Laughed at by the others 

Because of how she looks, 

She finds the friendships that she craves 

In the pages of a book. 

 

Running from the dangers 

In his war-torn land; 

Scared to stay and scared to go, 

Afraid to take a stand. 

 

Ravaged in her body 

By relentless pain, 

She tries so hard to find a way 

To manage the strain. 

 

Wounded ones of every age 

Want to be made whole. 

They long for rest and comfort 

In body, spirit, soul. 

 
 

When Jesus stretches out His arms 

His reach extends to all; 

Enveloping the fringes 

Where the hur)ng masses sprawl. 

 

He soothes away the tears 

And comforts hur)ng hearts; 

Cradled safely in His peace, 

Our fears will soon depart. 

 

He binds our wounds with tender care, 

Those seen and those obscured. 

He is “the First” and with the last; 

Our wholeness is assured. 

 

--Liz Kimmel   

 

Heaven Has No Hospitals 
 

Heaven has no hospitals or canes or wheelchairs. 

It does have lots of dancing halls and parks and chaRng squares.   

The air is fresh and pure and sweet; it invigorates the mind.   

And as you breathe you long to be more gentle, fair and kind. 

Healing, health and happiness, these things and more you'll find.   

They're all considered integral and featured by design. 

In Heaven there's no fear, there is no anger, there's no loss.   

Only those things wholesome you'll be sure to run across. 

This realm is one big neighborhood with family one and all.   

Friendship is a keystone that's been rescued from the Fall. 

In Heaven God's inten)ons are accomplished constantly.   

And everywhere His children are, the same can spring to be. 
 

--Bruce Beyer 

Kintsukuroi:  (n.) (v. phr.) “to repair with 

gold.”  The Japanese art of repairing 

poAery with gold or silver lacquer and 

understanding that the piece is more 

beau)ful for having been broken. 
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He Came 
 

Long ago, in Bethlehem, was born a na)ve Son; 

Arriving in the Promised Land,  

He was the Promised One. 

But Israel’s land was not their own— 

the Roman hand was heavy. 

Though na)ve-born, these people  

would pay a mighty levy. 

 

The heritage this Child could claim  

was nothing commonplace. 

The Son of God who came to earth  

displayed the Father’s grace— 

That God would send an immigrant,  

defenseless, with no power, 

Showed the world He loved them,  

and s)ll does to this hour. 

 

An angel told His father of the danger to the Child. 

“Go to Egypt, leave right now.”  The family was exiled. 

For several years they lived as refugees,  

so far from home. 

And then the angel spoke again,  

“Return, there is shalom.” 

 

The Bible doesn’t tell us the specific )me and day 

When Jesus’ father Joseph became ill and passed away. 

We imagine that His grief was great  

as He experienced loss. 

He knows our every trial and  

bought us victory through the Cross. 

 

The leaders of His day conspired  

to take away His life. 

They ridiculed and beat him,  

but He chose to bear this strife. 

Dishonor from his siblings,  

rejec)on from his town, 

Jesus lived through all these things;  

He’ll hold us when we’re down. 

 

This is why He le8 His home  

and came to earth that night— 

To show us what it means  

to live in God’s most holy light. 

He taught us how to trust  

completely in God’s sovereign plan. 

He came to teach us how to flourish safely in His hand. 

 

-- Liz Kimmel 

studentLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
From Shy to Servanthood 

 
Then people brought liBle children to Jesus for him to 

place his hands and pray for them.   “Let the children 

come to me, and do not hinder them, for the kingdom 

of God belongs to such as these.” Luke 18:15-16 
 

I used to be really shy and  

reserved when I was in Sunday 

school and didn’t want to  

par)cipate in the ac)vi)es, but 

I zoomed through elementary, 

and then Sunday school came 

to an end. Growing up can be 

hard to do. My first op)on in 

this situa)on was to sit in 

church for two hours and do, 

well… nothing. I o8en found myself dri8ing off to 

sleep, only to be awakened periodically by my                

parents, checking to see if I was okay. To stop from 

falling asleep I started taking notes during the                

sermon, but I s)ll caught myself about to close                 

my eyes.  

 

So my parents suggested a different op)on. I could 

ask about helping with Big House or the Nursery.   

I already had experience with small children because  

I have younger siblings. Nursery was the logical choice 

for me. I really enjoy it.  I get to help care for all the 

babies from the )me they are itsy bitsy up un)l their 

terrible twos. I really love helping, and I feel like I am 

contribu)ng to the church.   

 

I want to be like Jesus and this is the perfect way for 

me to do it.   

  --Elise Dohbila 

  (entering 9th grade in the fall) 
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Healing and Wholeness Illustrated 
 

My wife, Sharon, and I recently read the book                 

chris&an. muslim. friend. by David W. Shenk. It is a 

challenging read that directs Chris)ans to twelve paths 

for building respect, hospitality, and honest, sincere 

discussion in their rela)onships with Muslims. The 

tenth path Shenk iden)fies is “Seek Peace and Pursue 

It.” He tells a remarkable story of how this happened 

when he explained the meaning of the cross to 150 

Muslim widows and children in a refugee camp. It's a 

story that bears repea)ng in this ar)cle. 

 

Most of the husbands and fathers of these refugees 

had died in the figh)ng that caused their suffering. In 

his message to these refugees, Shenk pointed them to 

Jesus the Messiah, who, as a child, had been a refugee 

in Egypt. He told how Jesus had traveled from place to 

place in His adult life, with “no place to lay his 

head” (Luke 9:58). He described how Jesus then 

suffered a horrendous death on a tree, just as the             

husbands of the widows had experienced. 

 

As he spoke, Shenk showed how Jesus the Messiah, 

through His suffering, par)cipated in the suffering of 

the widows and their children. What's more, Jesus 

offered forgiveness for those who so greatly abused 

Him. As the risen Christ, He gives us power to walk 

through unbelievable tragedy, move forward in hope, 

and forgive those who have abused us. Jesus does this 

so that, in Shenk's words, “[our] souls will not be 

wounded by biAerness and anger.” 

 

The widows and children responded to Shenk's                

message with joyful praise, singing and dancing for            

the next half hour. Yes, they had suffered the pain of 

awful, unjust oppression, but now they understood 

that Jesus the Messiah had suffered with them and 

had also triumphed over death. Because of this               

personal, powerful work of Christ's death and                   

resurrec)on, they could rise above the despair that 

naturally resulted from their deep wounds and begin 

to live in victory over it. 

 

What a beau)ful illustra)on of God's gracious healing 

and care that is available for our many struggles with 

the wounds we all experience! Even though these 150 

women and children had suffered the heart-wrenching 

wound of losing their husbands and fathers, they 

found healing and hope in the Lord Jesus Christ. They 

were able to receive release from resentment and  

hatred. Instead of nursing a desire for revenge, they 

were able to  

exercise a  

forgiving spirit 

toward those  

who had deeply 

wounded them. 

 

This was possible 

because Jesus 

suffered the most 

grievous wound of 

all )me when He 

took upon Himself 

the sins of every 

person who ever 

has been or will be 

born. It became 

reality for these 

women and  

children because He, the resurrected Christ, became 

their only true source of hope. They experienced  

forgiveness, were reconciled to God, and were able to 

begin living in the wholeness God provides for those 

who surrender their hurts and hearts to Him. 

 

The physical wounds Jesus suffered in His trial and  

crucifixion were extremely tortuous, but His deepest, 

most agonizing pain was the separa)on that occurred 

between Him and our loving heavenly Father as He 

bore the punishment for all our sins. In a similar way, 

even our most painful physical wounds do not begin to 

compare to the deep spiritual and emo)onal suffering 

we experience apart from Christ's healing love. We 

desperately need Him. 

 

We have all been wounded by the words or ac)ons of 

another person. Some of us have been more deeply 

wounded than others, but we all have equal access to 

God's provision of healing and wholeness. We can, like 

the 150 women and children refugees, turn from our 

natural, sinful desire to nurse our wounds. And we can 

give our pain and hurt to Christ, who suffered with us 

and for us. His care for us is full and complete, and He 

will usher us into a place where we can begin walking 

in wholeness that flows from His forgiveness, healing, 

and hope. 

 

Jesus invites you to come and release your wounds to 

Him today. Will you open your heart to receive the 

wholeness He offers? 

      

    --Ken Holmgren 

ken’s KKKKOOOORNERRNERRNERRNER 


