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Changing Gears  
By Melanie Paurus 

 

Since becoming a member of BCF in 2014, Melanie has lived  

in Jerusalem and Geneva, and will soon be moving to a Middle 

Eastern country with FAI Mission. Curious to know more?  

Feel free to write her at melanie.paurus@gmail.com. 

 

Transi2on is the theme that s2cks 

out to me from the topic of this 

month’s LIFEline. It reminds me of 

my recent experience teaching my 

colleague to drive, using a car with 

manual transmission. 

 

A key element in our transi2on from 

Stuck to Moving Forward and from 

Dri>ing to Focused is wai2ng on the Lord. To me, this is 

like the clutch in our spiritual vehicle. We must press 

into Him, yield, and release, in order to even begin the 

transi2on. Our 2mes are in His hands, and we must 

WAIT for Him. Wai2ng, entrus2ng, looking to Him…  

all of these are ac2ve processes. In the same way we 

must press down on the clutch, we must take the  

reins of our mind and proac2vely seek His refuge.  

Only He can reveal our season and lead us to make the 

needed changes. 

 

Wai2ng requires narrowing in on our 

present situa2on. It is important to 

know the gear you are in when  

driving so that you know which gear 

you should be looking to change into. 

Even for accomplished drivers,  

shi>ing gears can be very jerky and 

uncomfortable, and can even lead us to feel stalled. 

Some2mes it may feel as if those around us are beeping 

their horns at us, impa2ently wai2ng for us to move 

onward. In such circumstances we o>en feel shamed, 

and are tempted to escape the present situa2on. We 

prefer to think of how things used to be (the past) or 

what season we wish we were in (the future). When we 

are stuck or dri>ing we are o>en afraid of our present 

reality because we know there is work to be done to 

get out of it, and the possibility of difficulty and failure 

seems very high. We are o>en filled with fear, anxiety, 

pain, or doubt, which leads us to feel disconnected with 

the present moment, and disengaged.  

 

However, just as when driving, owning the present  

moment is the only way forward. Wishing we would 

have engaged the clutch earlier, or wisHully thinking 

about the day when shi>ing will happen smoothly will 

simply not get us moving. Stepping forward happens 

when we finally acknowledge that we have arrived at 

some sort of a stall, put our foot 
Con2nued on page 3 

MONTHLY SCRIPTURE:  Therefore, since we are surrounded by such a great cloud of witnesses,  

let us throw off everything that hinders and the sin that so easily entangles. And let us run with perseverance  

the race marked out for us, fixing our eyes on Jesus, the pioneer and perfecter of faith.  Hebrews 12:1-2 
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pastor’sPPPPAAAAGGGGEEEE 
The Dance Class We Call Life 
By Pastor Ned Berube 
 

Over my years as a pastor, I have been on both sides  

of this concept of being stuck--either being stuck  

personally or helping someone else out of a stuck  

place. It’s a genuinely discouraging place to live simply 

because we all have fonder hopes of what it means  

to follow Jesus. The promises are amazing and the  

possibility of bearing much fruit is in us through the 

indwelling Holy Spirit. So, how do we get stuck and 

what are some of the ways to get back on the path to 

bearing fruit. 

 

GeKng stuck is easy. Do nothing and you will find  

yourself stuck. Or try to do everything and you’ll likely 

get stuck as well. One of my favorite images of the 

Chris2an walk is ballroom dancing. Sue and I took  

lessons with a bunch of other 

church folks years ago. And she 

picked it up right away. Me? Not 

so much. There just seemed to  

be too many things to constantly 

remember--the type of dance, the 

rhythm, your partner’s responses, 

and more. One of the greatest 

dancers of all 2me was Fred Astaire during the 30’s and 

40’s. His partner was Ginger Rogers, and some would 

say that she had the harder part of the dance duo. 

Here’s why: 

 

1. The woman follows the lead of the man, who      

hopefully has an idea of what he’s doing, so the 

woman actually is following a reasonable dance 

order rather than a chao2c mess. Fred Astaire was 

pre$y good at this. But Ginger Rogers was almost 

always in response mode. 

2. And responsive to the man’s lead, the woman is 

always dancing backward. 

3. And…..she does it in high heels and a dress. 

 

When Sue and I were learning, I was a klutz---the very 

an2thesis of Fred Astaire. So, in my stuck place of 

klutzdom, I was defining the dance for both of us.               

And I didn’t like doing this thing that I was bad at. Sue 

seemed to pick it up quite easily. Early on she would 

say, “Ned, look at me when we’re dancing”.  And my 

response was a kind of irritated and frustrated                    

explana2on that if I didn’t keep watching my feet, I 

would be stepping all over her. The real truth was that 

I’d be stepping on her MORE.  I was not good at this  

and would have loved to quit, but Sue really did like  

it--despite being so poorly led and so stepped on. 

 

But we kept going. And I’m not sure how but I GOT IT! 

In fact, Sue and I became the model couple that the 

instructor used to teach others.  

 

Some years later I came up with my own original  

defini2on of sanc2fica2on (the process of becoming 

conformed to the Image of Jesus). Sanc2fica2on is 

stumbling forward in the right general direc2on. Isn’t 

that good? It’s true for all of us, I think. When you hear 

a sermon that calls you out of yourself into Jesus, very 

few of us just go out and do that sermon.  Even the 

preacher.  We are a bunch of beloved stumblers who 

regularly get stuck and need to get back to the dance 

lessons with a humble aKtude of learning from the 

instructor.  

 

Mar2n Luther said in the very first of his 95 Theses  

that he nailed to the Wi$enberg door, “The whole of 

the Chris2an life consists of repentance and faith.”  

We begin the walk and get stuck and go back to the 

Instructor, who never shames us or kicks us out of the 

dance class. And we do it again and kind of stumble 

forward so that it actually begins to resemble a fox trot. 

Only because we refused to quit and avoid that “stupid 

dance class.” 

 

I think one of the clearest designs of darkness is to  

discourage us so deeply and to get us stuck and  

convince us that we’ll never pull this walk of faith off  

in any good way. But the good news is profoundly good 

and grace that is greater than all my sin is based not on 

my feeble stumbling, but on the complete victory that 

Jesus won over sin and the flesh and the world. He rose 

from the dead. He is risen! And He intends to bring us 

all, in all our stumblings and stuckness. into a place of 

bearing fruit for His kingdom, and ul2mately to an  

eternal home that will be devoid of both stumbling  

and stuckness. 

 

And once you learn the fox trot, don’t worry or fret.  

My guess is that He’s going to teach you the rumba. 

And even the tango. But He’s not going to let us stay 

stuck for very long. He’s a good instructor. 

 

Right? Yes, right!! 

 

 
Editor’s Note:  Ned Berube, President  

of Alliance for Renewal Churches,  

and a pastor in Wisconsin and the 

Twin Ci2es since 1981, has been a 

long-2me friend and partner of Bethel 

Chris2an Fellowship. He now serves as 

one of our Outside Ministry Advisors.  
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Changing Gears con2nued from page 1 

on the clutch, allow God to engage with us in this  

weakness, and then try to move forward again.  

 

Once we re-engage, we have the full confidence that 

God will take control. Our job is to con2nue to come to 

Him, and listen to His words. We should not give heed 

to the voices of accusa2on around us, beeping their 

horns and saying that we should have already moved 

onward, or that we could have shi>ed gears in a be$er 

or more efficient way. This is the voice of shame. Only 

the Lord’s voice ma$ers. Wait for His voice. 

 

Some2mes changing into a new gear (or season) can  

be stressful, as there are many people seeking to give 

us advice on how to do this best. We must strive to  

be calmed and quiet before Him, downshi>ing to  

eliminate things from our lives that are distrac2ng us 

from being focused on Him and hearing His instruc2on.  

We must also fight to remain open to Him, riding the 

clutch, even when obeying His voice feels like it is  

leading to failure. We must believe that He is gracious 

in all of His ways, always working for our good, and 

always gentle toward us.  

 

Be encouraged by these simple truths. First, being stuck 

or dri>ing is not shameful. It is part of the learning and 

growing process. Second, our weakness or inability is 

not a surprise to God. He does not count it against us; 

in fact He rushes to be near to us in our broken and 

weak state! God has never ever asked us for perfec2on. 

What He asks is that we acknowledge our need for Him, 

and have faith that He is sufficient for us. He promises 

to be with us and does not draw away from us when 

we sin! He draws close because He knows that He is  

the only solu2on to our sin.  Let shame no longer have 

a hold on your hearts. God knows very well how to  

deal with our sinful nature, and He delights in showing 

mercy and giving grace. Have confidence in this. 

 

To those of us in seasons of crippling pain, He sees us. 

Surely our griefs He bears. He cares for us, and is so 

compassionate to our pain. Our Father does not push 

us. He invites us. His voice is calm. He provides the 

power we need to keep saying yes to Him, even in  

agony and confusion. There are seasons where all He 

asks of us is to con2nually say “Yes Lord, your will.”  

Do not condemn yourself for your pain. Let it escort 

you into His presence. Be gentle with yourself, for He  

is gentle with you. He is a good doctor. He will not  

put out your flickering flame. He will cup it and gently 

blow on it un2l it grows brighter. He will not break  

you in your brokenness. He will stabilize you, and 

strengthen you.  

 

For those of us who feel disconnected, feed yourself  

on His Word. Eat of it. Let His Word nourish you and 

fascinate you. Ask Him to speak to you. Come to Him  

in faith, and return to Him even when you feel He is 

being silent. Will yourself to have a changed mind, and 

expect Him to fascinate you. He loves to speak to you! 

You can hear His voice! He has allowed this present 

discontent to enter so that He can give you His greater 

perspec2ve. Focus on the hope that is the anchor for 

your soul. Li> your eyes beyond your current and  

personal circumstances and remember the great work 

and promise of God… Salva2on!  

 

To those of us who are happy, delighted and contented 

in the Lord—work diligently to serve and love your 

brothers and sisters who are hanging on for dear life. 

The Lord has given to you so that you might minister it 

to others. Give freely and with confidence that you too 

will receive when you have need.  

 

May we all lean in to both know and own our 2mes and 

seasons. May we focus on what God is speaking and 

doing, always being found moving forward at the pace 

we are able to go. May we delight in 

the present moment, knowing that 

what He provides is always sufficient. 

May we trust in Him. Se$le on His 

nature. Know His name. Remind  

ourselves that He is faithful to His 

Word. Let who He is be our comfort. 

Let rela2onship with Him be our  

mo2va2on. Let Him be our  

strength, our clutch, and the  

changer of our gears!   



When God Broke Through 
By Peace Sinyigaya 

 

I always wondered what it would 

be like to have a family; family 

beyond having my parents and my 

young brother. Since my parents 

are refugees from Rwanda, we 

don’t have that. When the war 

tore Rwanda apart, it also tore 

apart my family. Of the small  

por2on of my family that  

survived the war, everyone was 

forced to separate. People fled all over the con2nent  

of Africa, some to Europe and Canada, and just us to 

the United States. 

 

Both of my parents grew up in households with over 

ten immediate family members, with aunts, uncles,  

and cousins also very close to them. Culturally, family  

is very important. My brother and I never had a chance 

to have that growing up. We didn’t get to go to our 

grandmother’s house on a Saturday a>ernoon or to 

travel with our cousins. We didn’t have the opportunity 

to get to a point where we would hate spending 2me 

with our rela2ves over the holidays (like I hear many 

people say). We made due without that. My brother 

once called our life group and Bethel our “big family” 

because that’s what we had and knew. The idea of  

even mee2ng our blood rela2ves was an absurd idea 

un2l December of 2016. 

 

Last November, it became clear to me that my mother 

needed to go back home. Her mother was very sick and 

we feared that she may not have much 2me le>. My 

mom had not seen her mother in 23 years and the idea 

of her not even having a chance to see her again broke 

my heart. Amid this, as a way to draw family together 

again, my mom’s brother, who lives in Canada, was 

planning his wedding, and he decided to get married 

back home so that everyone could be together.  

 

Financially, there was no way that my family could 

afford to send mom back home. It didn’t sit right with 

me that she would be the only sibling alive that would 

have been missing from the wedding, especially since  

it was mainly an a$empt to bring everyone together 

again in the wake of my grandmother’ illness. In  

addi2on to this, in early December, we learned that  

my Grandma on my father’s side was also very ill.  

(This is the grandmother that later passed away in  

mid-January.)  

 

 

 

Unwilling to accept that money was going to prevent 

her from going, I started praying, saving up, and asking 

others for help so that we could try and cover some of 

the costs of my mom’s travel expenses. God answered 

my prayers in ways I didn’t even know were possible. 

Not only did we get funding for my mom, but God  

presented the rest of our family with the means to also 

go. It was truly a blessing. 

 

We had about a week to make arrangements with the 

schools and work, to get visas, and to obtain other  

necessary travel supplies. My parents and I were able 

to take off work, my brother got permission from his 

school, and I was able to arrange my semester finals  

so that I could complete all of them just a few hours 

before it was 2me to board the plane. The visas were 

scheduled to get to us a few days before. Everything 

was miraculously going very well.  

 

My mother and brother were scheduled to leave a day 

before my dad and me because I had one more final to 

take. While I was studying for my remaining final that 

day, I got a call from my mom. She was sobbing. The 

visas had yet to arrive because there were storms that 

prevented the Embassy from sending them on 2me. 

The es2mated costs of changing their flights to the  

following day were well in the thousands and there was 

no way we could afford them. I wanted to give up my 

2cket so that at least my parents could go, but it wasn’t 

that simple. I remember thinking to myself “Why, 

God?” It wasn’t making any sense to me that we could 

come so far and overcome so many obstacles to be 

stopped by something so small. My mom told me to 

keep studying and that they would figure everything 

out. She also told me that everyone back home was 

praying for us. My uncle reminded my mom to never 

lose faith, for God doesn’t have deadlines for His  

blessings. This gave her more strength to remain calm, 

pray, and listen to God’s voice.  

 

I spent the remainder of that day studying, praying,  

and packing. That night I got word that my dad had 

overnight-shipped the visas to our home and he was 

going to intercept them on the way to the airport. At 

the same 2me, my mom was working with the airlines, 

trying to reschedule for the new flights. Without having 

to pay thousands, it didn’t seem like it was going to 

work out.  
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The next morning, a>er my last final and only ninety 

minutes before we needed to be at the airport, I 

learned that the airline had waived some of the fees 

and rescheduled my brother and mom’s flights so that 

we could all fly together!   

 

We s2ll were wai2ng on the visas.  My mom had been 

on the phone talking to her brother (who had already 

arrived), saying we had not received them. During this 

conversa2on, my father handed her the passports with 

the visas and it didn’t register to my mom right away. 

Once she realized what she had, she called me to let 

me know everything was set and that they were on the 

way to pick me up.  

 

We had ninety minutes to:  pack up the car, pick up  

Mr. Holmgren so he would be able to take our car  

back home, stop by the store for medica2ons for my 

grandmother that my uncle requested, pick me up  

from St. Kate’s, and get to the airport. Time was most 

definitely not on our side. God was, though, and we 

made it on 2me to the airport! We were all set to catch 

our flight. 

 

We went to check-in and the person at the counter 

requested proof of payment. As the 2ckets were a gi> 

to us, we could not provide that proof and the buyer 

was not around. For about an hour, I tried many ways 

to convince them that the 2ckets were a gi> and the 

buyer also tried various methods from their end. At this 

point, I was close to tears and praying out loud in the 

airport because the plane was going to leave without 

us. Nothing seemed to be working. Eventually, they 

allowed the buyer to send in pictures of their ID and 

credit card by phone text message. God pulled the last 

piece together for us to travel. I finally was able to 

meet my extended family! 

Pastor Jim preached in February of 2016, about the 

concept of moving from being stuck to stepping  

forward. Hebrews 10:39 says “But we do not belong  

to those who shrink back and are destroyed, but to 

those who have faith and are saved.” We had many 

opportuni2es to remain in a place of being stuck during 

all of our struggles.  Fear and discouragement were 

trying hard to take hold of our hearts. I, along with my 

family, had to see what was substan2al ahead, and 

choose to walk by faith, trus2ng in God. God never 

planned to bring us half way and abandon us.  

We needed to trust in Him and trust that He was  

consistently there, even when the path we were  

following was not smooth or clear.  

L +, R: I./012,340, M678, S109:,40, P0690 

Things I Will Do By Phil Keaggy 

Last night I asked my Heavenly Father 

About the way I should go. 

I said, Lord I can't see Your path before me, 

All I can see is rocky road. 

So take me through. 

And He spoke to me these 

Words of simple truth. 
 

And I will lead the blind 

By the way they do not know 

In paths they do not know I will guide them. 

I will make darkness into light before them 

And rugged places into plains. 
 

These are the things I will do, I will do, I will do 

And I will not leave them undone. 

These are the things I will do, I will do, I will do 

And I will not leave them undone. 

Well I'm only one, of countless thousands 

Who have walked upon pilgrim's way. 

And whenever I thirst, 

I'll seek my Lord first 

And listen to what He will say. 
 

Lord, let me hear You, and He spoke to me 

These words of simple truth, 

Behold I will do something new, 

Now it will spring forth, 

And you will not be aware of it. 

I will even make a roadway in the wilderness, 

And rivers in the desert. 
 

These are the things I will do, I will do, I will do 

And I will not leave them undone. 

These are the things I will do, I will do, I will do 

And I will not leave them undone. 

 

(Song lyrics taken from Isaiah 42:16) 
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More than Conquerors through Worship 
By Tyler Holman (CCCC worship leader) 

 

For many believers worship is something 

that we do on Sundays. Worship has  

become an event or even a form of  

entertainment. Many of us find it easy to 

sing songs of praise in the sanctuary but 

not in our bedroom. We have lost touch 

with the purpose of worship. Worship 

should not be something that we “might get around 

to”. Worship is as essen2al to the Chris2an as is a  

pilot is to a plane. If you or I hopped into the cockpit  

of a 747, chances are the plane would not take off.  

Worship gives us the ability to func2on at levels that 

we ourselves are not capable of. Through worship,  

we are given access to a power that we could never 

produce. 

 

Psalm 100 tells us that we enter into His gates with 

praise and into His courts with thanksgiving. Through 

these two ac2ons, praise and thanksgiving, we are 

brought into the presence of the one with ul2mate 

authority.   We are like a peasant being brought in  

front of the royals of his land. He goes before them 

with his pe22ons and pleas.  Engaging in worship  

gives us direct access to the heart of God and the  

realm of His authority. So, when we are living lives of 

genuine worshipers, we ul2mately are the true  

bearers of God’s authority.  

 

There are moments when people come to me with  

issues, such as financial burdens or rela2onal problems. 

My counsel, no ma$er what the issue, always comes 

back to worship. Worship is always the answer because 

it brings us to where God is and causes us to see what 

God sees! We have all been in hopeless situa2ons 

where we are at the end of ourselves and cannot  

see a way out. There is always a way out, but, since  

we cannot see God’s wisdom and grace, we fail to find 

hope in the situa2on. It’s like we are a person dying of 

thirst while there is a water fountain directly in front of 

us, a water fountain we cannot see because our eyes 

are closed. Worship gives us the ability to open our 

eyes to see what God has placed before us. 

 

Jack Hayford says this, “God gave worship so that we 

might become partners in his highest purposes.” You 

see, worship is not for just the spiritually elite or the 

ones that have this God thing all figured out. It’s not for 

the highly qualified or the dis2nctly anointed. It’s not 

even just for those who are passionate for God. There  

 

 

 

is a dis2nct correla2on between those who have placed 

themselves before the presence of God and those who 

are passionately in love with Him. He gave us worship 

so that we might become more than the world has 

groomed us to be.  

 

When we consistently engage in worship we find  

ourselves in the arms of a strong loving Father, a  

Father that never leaves and never forsakes. Joshua 

understood this. In Exodus 33 we see him staying in the 

tent of mee2ng even a>er Moses had le>. He knew 

what he needed and who he needed, and he knew 

where to find it. If you’re not familiar with Joshua’s 

story, he was the successor to Moses. He led Israel  

into the Promised Land. The thing about Joshua was,  

he didn’t really fail. He had victory a>er victory. He  

lead Israel like no one ever had. Why? He was covered 

in God’s presence. He decided he needed God and  

pursued him. Joshua teaches us that if we chase a>er 

God, He will not only cover us, but He will cause us to 

be more than conquerors! 

 

So, today if you are feeling like there is no way out  

and no hope to be seen, I encourage you to follow the 

footsteps of Joshua. Meet with your Father, worship 

Him, delight in Him, and let Him strengthen you to  

fulfill His highest purposes. 

worship LLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 

“I need to worship because  

without it I can forget that I have 

a big God beside me  

and live in fear.  

I need to worship because  

without it I can forget  

his calling and begin to live in a  

spirit of self-preoccupa-on.  

I need to worship because  

without it I lose a sense of  

wonder and gra-tude  

and plod through life  

with blinders on.”   

John Ortberg 
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men’sLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
It’s Never Too Late 
By Brian McCormick 

 

Before I met Jesus for the first 2me in March of 2001,  

I really thought I had it going on. When I was a kid I  

realized I could draw. It was as natural for me as  

someone who made a straight line. It started when on 

my way to the funny pages in a newspaper, there were 

the poli2cal cartoons and I began to copy them… it 

looked like I traced them but I did not. I thought it was 

normal, so it was fun for me.  

 

All through school, I was not a very good student, but I 

always got A’s in art class. I had a very encouraging art 

teacher in high school. Mr. Ni$sburg was from New 

York. He told me to go to school to study art and I did 

not follow his advice a>er gradua2on. As a ma$er of 

fact, I began a long period of dri>ing.  I was not a slug.  

I always worked, made pre$y good money, and I 

bought my first house when I was 28, but if you’re not 

walking with the Lord, there is a lot of emp2ness along 

the way. All the while a>er high school, I really never 

went a>er the “art thing” - maybe here and there, but 

with no real commitment. 

 

Later, when my dri>ing years were coming to a close, 

and because I was being pursued by the Creator of the 

universe, grace moved in.  I can see now that God’s love 

for me was there from the beginning.  He was shaping 

me and I became a new crea2on through Christ Jesus. 

Lessons were learned and layers were peeled away.  

God became glorified in my life and through all the ups 

and downs that came with following Christ, He brought 

to my a$en2on that “it is not good for man to be 

alone”.  Yes, I heard those exact words during a 2me 

that I felt very discouraged. So, what do we do as  

Christ-followers? We ask people to pray! Oh yes, and 

my specific prayer request was; “God, give me peace in 

being single or reveal my wife”. Nine months later my 

wife-to-be was walking down the aisle to be one with 

me un2l death do us part…Thank you, Lord! 

 

About two years into our marriage, my wife gave me 

one of those “Amazon Groupon's” for a Sculpture class 

as a birthday gi>. Of course, by now she knew about  

my past as a very young ar2st and thought this might  

be fun. About 8 months later, and we finally signed up 

and the two of us went to the Casket Arts Building in 

Minneapolis for a sculpture class. By the way, Peg is  

an ar-st, too. 

 

First, we learned facts about Na2ve American History to 

inspire our work, and soon my first sculpture took 

shape, the first art work I produced a>er a very long 

2me.  I 2tled it; “Center Star North” and it sits on our 

deck poin2ng to the heavens, toward the North Star. 

 

To my surprise, I enrolled in AutoCAD class, the  

prerequisite to a full fall semester of art school where  

I would learn the ins and outs of becoming a sculpture 

ar2st; specifically, environmental sculpture. 

 

Q: Brian, what are you up to these days? 

A: I’m a lamp on a lamp stand disguised as an 

ar-st. 

 

Wow… I jumped in, and God OPENED DOORS. I  

experienced favor from the people I encountered and 

they encouraged my work.  I felt I was invited to the 

“head of the table” many 2mes in that season of study.  

I was also privileged to share my tes2mony with Dan, 

the ar2s2c director of the school.  

 

I learned to love the gi> I was given in a whole new  

medium. God never le> me and he didn’t take it from 

me. My inspira2on for all the work I produce comes 

from the Lord. My biggest fan and loving cri2c is my 

wife Peg, who does not cut me any slack with my art 

work and cheers me on to always do greater things. 

 

When do we know it’s 2me to say yes and step out?  

For me, it was a sculpture class. 

 

Yes Lord, You know me 

be$er than I know  

myself, and you know  

the joy of my heart. 

 

Thank you, God.  

Thank you, Holy Spirit. 

Thank you, Jesus.     
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I Don’t Understand 
By Pastor Tom Oestreich 

 

We’ve all been there. 

Someone is trying to  

explain something to you 

and a>er going through an 

explana2on you respond 

with, “I don’t get it.” 

 

And, so, with all of the confidence of an American Ninja 

Warrior trying to run up the “warped-wall” one more 

2me, they take another shot at it. 

 

And you respond once again, “I s2ll don’t get it.” 

 

And they respond by trying to explain it to you again 

and you end up being even more confused and dazed; 

or was it the other way around… 

 

So how do you feel? Lost, confused, ashamed, stupid, 

wondering what is wrong with me…all the above? 

 

The problem is that much like anything else that is  

explained to us, we don’t always grasp what is being 

said simply because we don’t always have the same 

vantage point as the one who is trying to teach us or 

explain something to us. 

 

In Luke 18:31-33, we read a story of Jesus is telling His 

disciples for the third 2me how He is going to die and 

then be resurrected. 

 

These are men who had been with Him for three or 

more years. These are men who were with the greatest 

Teacher to have ever walked the earth. These are men 

who at any 2me could ask Him anything! These are 

men who were hand selected to be a part of His team… 

  

And Jesus is trying to make 

another a$empt to get them 

to understand  

something very important. 

 

“Then He took the twelve 

aside and said to them, 

‘Behold, we are going up to Jerusalem, and all things 

that are wri$en by the prophets concerning the Son of 

Man will be accomplished.  For He will be delivered to 

the Gen2les and will be mocked and insulted and spit 

upon.  They will scourge Him and kill Him. And the third 

day He will rise again.’” 

 

 

And yet, as we will read, a>er all the teachings and all 

of the 2me that they spent with Him, they s2ll don’t 

understand what He is talking about. 

 

V.34 “But they understood none of these things; this 

saying was hidden from them, and they did not know 

the things which were spoken.” 

 

A>er all of the teachings and all of the 2me that they 

spent with Him, even they s2ll don’t understand. 

 

I guess that means that we are also qualified to be a 

disciple of Jesus Christ, right? 

 

Yes….But, let me remind you, the problem is that much 

like anything else that is explained to us; we don’t  

always grasp what is being said simply because we 

don’t always have the same vantage point as the one 

who is trying to teach us or explain something to us. 

 

 

I like how Oswald Chambers puts it: 

 

God called Jesus Christ 

to what seemed  

absolute disaster. And 

Jesus Christ called His 

disciples to see Him put 

to death, leading every 

one of them to the 

place where their hearts 

were broken. 

 

His life was an absolute 

failure from every 

standpoint except God’s. 

 

But what seemed to be failure from man’s  

standpoint was a triumph from God’s standpoint, 

because God’s purpose is never the same as man’s 

purpose. 

 

This bewildering call of God comes into our lives  

as well. The call of God can never be understood 

absolutely or explained externally; it is a call that 

can only be perceived and understood internally 

by our true inner-nature. 

 

The call of God is like the call of the sea— no one 

hears it except the person who has the nature of 

bloggingLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
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the sea in him. What God calls us to cannot be 

definitely stated, because His call is simply to be 

His friend to accomplish His own purposes. 

 

Our real test is in truly believing that God knows 

what He desires. The things that happen do not 

happen by chance— they happen en-rely by the 

decree of God. God is sovereignly working out His 

own purposes. 

 

If we are in fellowship and oneness with God and 

recognize that He is taking us into His purposes, 

then we will no longer strive to find out what His 

purposes are. 

 

As we grow in the Chris-an life, it becomes  

simpler to us, because we are less inclined to say, 

“I wonder why God allowed this or that?” And we 

begin to see that the compelling purpose of God 

lies behind everything in life, and that God is  

divinely shaping us into oneness with that  

purpose. 

 

A Chris-an is someone who trusts in the 

knowledge and the wisdom of God, not in his own 

abili-es. 

 

If we have a purpose of our own, it destroys the 

simplicity and the calm, relaxed pace which should 

be characteris-c of the children of God. 

 

So the next 2me that you find yourself in a quandary 

because you don’t understand, remind yourself that 

you may not be seeing the fuller picture. 

 

Remind yourself that you are in great company and  

let the Lord take you to place of retelling you what  

you need to know as you once again say, “I don’t  

understand.”  

 
Editor’s note:   

This ar2cle was originally published on  

Tom’s blog on August 10, 2017.  You can 

go here to access his other blog posts: 
h$p://tomoestreich.blogspot.com 

 

©2017 River of Hope Ministries.  

All Rights Reserved                                  

Yesterday Can Worry About Itself, Too 
By K Elizabeth Reid 

 

Therefore do not worry about 

tomorrow, for tomorrow will 

worry about itself. 

– Jesus, Ma$. 6:25-36  

 

I tell you, do not torment yourself about your past, 

how to make sense of everything that’s happened; 

or about your body, whether others look down on its 

stress lines and scars. Is not life more than smooth 

sailing, and the body more than societal approval?
  
 

 

Look at a seed; when shoved under, deluged, 

and torn open, it’s only the shell that shrivels and 

dies. Yesterday may have pushed you under and  

robbed you of light, but something new is about to 

burst forth – even now, you’re growing deep roots. 

 

Can any of you by wallowing in yesterday erase a 

single one of its woes? 

 

And why do you worry about those smooth seeds 

gloa2ng in the sun? They’ll have their turn. Once 

you’ve sucked the marrow of earth and sky, 

you’ll recognize their big boasts for what they 

are: arrogant naivety. 

 

So do not wallow, rumina2ng, “When will all this 

pain have meaning?” “Will anyone ever respect me 

again?” or “How can life just keep going – how can 

I?” For your heavenly Father gladly forgives. He  

delights in crowning his children with the victories  

of rebirth and new hope. He knows you need these 

things, and he has felt your pain himself. 

 

But seek first his kingdom and his ethical wholeness, 

and he’ll rebuild you profoundly. You can’t fabricate 

for yourself the kind of water and light that he 

offers – that he longs to give you. 

 

Therefore do not worry about yesterday, for  

yesterday can worry about itself. Each day has 

enough trouble of its own. 

 

Editor’s note: 

This ar2cle was originally published 

on Liz’s blog on May 13, 2016.  Go 

here to access her other blog posts: 

h$ps://reidinthecurrent.com 
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Being Faithful in the Small Things 
By Alyssa Doebler 

 

When I was 13 I went on my first mission trip to                

Mexico. A>er going back 5 more 2mes on short-term 

trips, I felt the Lord pulling me back for a longer period 

of 2me. Last fall I decided to take the next steps in               

this adventure the Lord was calling me toward and 

commi$ed to 6 months serving in Mexico. The theme of 

this Lifeline issue (From Stuck to Stepping Forward) is 

right on track with my decision to finally go. 

Here are a few of the main things God taught me during 

my 2me in Mexico. 

 

1. Expecta#ons verses reality 

Before leaving for Mexico, I had an image in my 

mind of how I thought things would look. The Lord, 

in His mercy, sha$ered most of my expecta2ons. 

Things that I wasn’t expec2ng ended up being the 

most meaningful. I learned how to have open 

hands to receive and to give in ways that I hadn’t 

imagined.  

 

For example, I had no idea I was going to be  

helping with the youth group, and yet, my 2me 

with the youth turned out to be one of the most 

rewarding things I did there. I developed wonderful 

rela2onships with the youth; I was challenged to 

preach (in Spanish!); and do street evangelism with 

them (again, in Spanish!). My 2me with the youth 

group forever changed my life, and I wasn’t  

expec2ng any of it. I believe the Lord inten2onally 

only shares a part of our story with us and then 

surprises us by wildly outdoing our expecta2ons. 

 

2.     Serving God in the small things 

I used to have a rather roman2cized view of  

missions. Overseas missions is a wild adventure  

of con2nual miracles and healings and salva2ons, 

right? While, yes, God is at work in big and  

awesome ways on the mission field, most of the 

work is seemingly small and insignificant. I spent a 

lot of 2me cleaning the church, prepping for 

events, and organizing details. I began to realize 

the seemingly “insignificant” work is actually very 

significant in the Kingdom of God. He is forming us 

in those mundane moments, and He is glorified.  

 

Every Saturday the youth group would spend about 

25 minutes cleaning the en2re church together. All 

of the youth pitched in without complaining. It’s a 

beau2ful thing when the people of God can join 

together and worship Him in the everyday tasks of 

life. 

 

3.    Recognizing God is in control 

It’s humbling to move to another country and  

learn how to rely on others for basically everything.  

Before moving to Mexico, I felt like I was pre$y in 

control of my life. I had a car and the ability to plan 

my schedule and how I spent my 2me. Things were 

different in Mexico. I didn’t have a car. I didn’t 

know the streets. I was always at everyone  

else’s mercy. Most of my days turned out much  

differently than I had originally planned. But this 

taught me something very important: that my 2me 

is not my own; actually, nothing is really my own. 

Everything I am and have is a gi> from the Lord. 

Even though in the States I felt like I was in control 

of my life, I really never was; it’s always been the 

Lord who’s had the control. Being in a place  

completely out of my norm was a very vivid  

reminder that I’m not in control; God is. 

 

In Mexico, I saw God in new ways and worshiped and 

served Him in a different culture and language with 

people who have become my family. I’d like to close 

with a story that impacted me greatly:  

 

One evening I went to one of the church plants in a 

neighboring village, and a li$le girl gave her tes2mony. 

She thanked the team for con2nuing to come week 

a>er week and encourage her to come to church  

because in the beginning, she didn’t want to come  

and didn’t believe in God. But, now because of their 

persistence, she said she believes in Jesus and knows 

that He loves her. Isn’t that beau2ful? This is why we 

exist – to praise Jesus and to proclaim that truth to  

the world.     

     

ccccLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE CrossCultureCommunityChurch 
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women’sLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
Reading Between the LeGers 
By Liz Kimmel 
 

I want to be an Ar2culate, Beau2ful, Crea2ve  

Daughter, Emerging From God’s Heart Into the Jumbled 

Kaleidoscope of Lovely Mankind; Never Overlooking 

People; Quietly and Rightly Sharing Truth; Understand-

ing; Valida2ng; Welcoming; eXal2ng Yahweh Zealously. 
 

I don’t o>en feel like I am any of these things, yet I 

know that I am made to be all of these things. Why?  

Because HE is all of these things.  And He has created 

each of His children in His own image.  Outwardly we 

look differently; our gi> mix is unique; there is infinite 

diversity in our life experiences.  Yet we all originated 

from the heart of the same Creator.  
 

There have been 2mes in my life when I have rued the 

fact that the voice I most o>en speak from is that of a 

poet.  When I tell people that I write poetry I can see 

their eyes glaze over and feel the invisible wall that 

wants to insulate them from having any part in that 

expression.  The publishing world does not provide 

much hope for this genre.  Yet that is how God speaks 

to and through me.  How can I resist, and how can I 

regret His gi> to me?   
 

I am a na2ve Minnesotan who did not like snow days 

when I was a child.  That meant I couldn’t go to school!  

I have always loved learning.  The many wonderful 

teachers I had over the course of my school years  

inspired me to want to become a teacher myself.   
 

And so I did. Though life circumstances did not result  

in having my own classroom, I have worked in several 

schools and churches, and with many children,  

including the homeschooling of my own.  And in  

whatever situa2on I found myself, there was always  

the desire to make learning fun— through poetry and 

stories, puzzles, crea2ve ac2vi2es, and games.   
 

I am married to a prophe2c intercessor, who also  

happens to be a prolific punster.  Many 2mes some-

thing he says in casual conversa2on will end up forming 

the basis of a poem or ar2cle.  The expression, “Don’t 

just stand there, do something!”  was flipped upside 

down and became the exhorta2on, “Don’t just do 

something, stand there!”  Be sure that you are wai2ng 

to hear His voice rather than simply filling a need  

because it is there. Ask what your part is to be.  And 

from that res2ng place, step out in what He is doing.  

Be s2ll and wait . . . and pray.   
 

I am not a famous person, nor am I recognized as an 

authority in any realm.  Yet I want to influence those 

around me in a posi2ve way.  Even as a young child my 

daughter had a heart for the marginalized.  And I 

learned from her (as she perhaps learned from me),  

to be a friend to all.   Our church is a delighHul  

representa2on of the Bride of Christ gathered around 

God’s throne in the book of Revela2on.  People from 

many na2ons, tribes, and tongues are my friends, and 

my co-worshippers.  Even though we may not be able 

to converse deeply, we can love and encourage one 

another with a hug and a smile.  I want to affirm the 

value and the precious status that each of us holds in 

the eyes of the One we love and honor. 
 

I dream of being an upside down tree, with my roots in 

the heavens and my fruit on the earth.  I have lived all 

of my life under the protec2on of God’s grace, from 

tragic circumstances surrounding my birth, and the loss 

of an adult brother to AIDS, to the physical obstacles of 

breast cancer, spinal stenosis, and fibromyalgia.    The 

fruit of my life could easily have been bi$er.  Yet the 

deepest desire of my heart is that it be sweet.  I want to 

understand who the Father is and flourish in the 

knowledge of His love for me.  I want to be a true child, 

sibling, friend, and servant of the Son, enjoying and 

sharing that rela2onship with everyone I meet. I want 

to walk hand-in-hand with the Holy Spirit, my Guide in 

all I do and say, and follow His leading.   
 

I must admit that at 2mes I desire the acclaim of the 

world.  What would it feel like to read a cri2que that 

says, “Her work aptly expresses the heart of the  

Father”?  Whether that ever happens or not, I s2ll  

want to be a$uned to the frequency of God’s voice.   

He speaks in so many ways, that it is some2mes harder 

to miss Him than it is to hear Him.  He speaks through 

each of our senses; He speaks as much through a  

prophe2c word as through a breathtakingly beau2ful 

sunset.  When I hear Him speak, I want His voice to  

resonate through my voice. 

 

The English 

alphabet is  

comprised of 

only twenty-six 

le$ers, yet they 

can be arranged 

in over 200,000 

words.  And those words can be assembled in an               

infinite combina2on of phrases and sentences.  There is 

much to say about the One who created everything we 

see, smell, hear, and feel, the One who loves us without 

restraint.  Is it any wonder that there are so many   

people on this earth who feel the urgency to record 

their thoughts for the benefit of others?  I want His 

name to be magnified through every word I write.  
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A Summer Experience Focused on God 
By Carissa Kjarland 

 

Sand Hill Lake Bible Camp is a part of our Bethel  

summer DNA.  This was a new part of my summer as it 

was my first year going to camp, and I got to spend two 

weeks with some of the greatest kids.  

 

The Junior High group learned how to let go of their 

own burdens, to pray and intercede over familial  

burdens, and to receive and interact with the Holy  

Spirit. Going into the week I knew God had big things 

planned; He delivered on that promise.  To pray with 

kids about their families and to sow in whole-hearted 

living that sparks revival was an honor I would not trade 

for anything.   

 

The Senior High kids were encouraged to re-center their 

hearts on God and only God, to explore and operate in 

gi>s, and dwell with the Holy Spirit.  It was a good  

opportunity to shake off distrac2ons and doubts and be 

reminded of who God is and how He interacts with us.  

I was humbled by their desire to worship. The worship 

set would be closing through instrumentals, and a song 

would rise from the crowd and spark the en2re room 

into spontaneous worship.  

 

God spoke personally and corporately to us both weeks 

and I was surprised by the variety and fullness of His 

moving.  I am grateful I had the opportunity to go both 

weeks with our kids and see these things with my own 

eyes and heart.  Our kids long for their lives to be  

reconciled to God and His heart. Below you can read 

about the camp experiences through the eyes of some 

of our youth. 

 

 

 

 

KIDS CAMP: 

Arken Mason (4th grade): 

 

This year, camp was a new experience. I 

had never gone to a kids camp before, and 

I was excited. I knew few people there, and 

I'll admit I stuck mostly to them, but I met 

new people too. I liked the meals a lot. The 

counselors were nice and helped us. We 

were able to get our cabin really clean! I look forward 

to going again next year. 

 

JR. HIGH CAMP 

Keira Wang (7th grade): 

C is for counselors (Carissa) 

A is for ac2vi2es (Capture the Counselor) 

M is for music � 

P is for prayer � 
 

Tabby Haugen (8th grade): 

My experience at camp was really fun. I've been up at 

Sand Hill Lake about 4 2mes, and it's 

been pre$y great every 2me. I've really 

go$en closer to the kids at Bethel 

through Sand Hill Lake, and we've made 

some great memories.  I would recom-

mend it to any of the kids to consider for 

next summer.  Also, the food is BOMB! 

 

Elise Gross (8th grade): 

I had another great 2me at Sand Hill Lake 

Bible Camp this year. My cabin counselor 

Carissa was fantas2c. The main speaker 

was so funny. He said some really  

important things to us about God. I felt so 

close to God the whole 2me. Our 2mes of worship were 

really powerful. I am so grateful to God for camp!  

studentLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
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SR. HIGH CAMP: 

 

Noah Olson (12th grade): 

At camp this year I had no idea what to 

expect going in.  I wasn't in the best 

place, but I trusted that something 

amazing was gonna happen. Through-

out the week, each evening service I 

was pressing in and being  inten2onal 

about seeking a>er God.  I began 

speaking in tongues and even got a word from God for 

one of my friends.  

 

Everything was amazing but then on the last day a  

spirit of doubt and exhaus2on consumed me. I could 

hardly stand up to worship and throughout the service  

I began doub2ng everything God had been doing for  

me and through me.   

 

But then, a>er the sermon the speaker had us go into a 

fire walk.  He had all the leaders and counselors line up, 

forming a tunnel, and each student walked through 

while being prayed for.  The moment I went through 

that tunnel I let everything go and I felt God like I never 

had before.  People were praying prophe2cally over my 

life and God confirmed some things for me.   

 

A>er passing through the tunnel we got to pray for  

others who came a>er us.  I was so filled with the Spirit 

that I couldn’t help but scream out His praises. My 

friends and I began to pray over people like we never 

had before.  I lost my voice because of how much I  

was yelling and praising and speaking truth over other  

people's lives.  I can't describe just how much joy I felt, 

but it was the best experience I've had all summer. 

 

 

 

Joe Gross (11th grace): 

I have gone to Sand Hill Lake for eight years and every 

year it’s a fantas2c experience. I always have had a  

tes2mony of something amazing that God did in my life. 

Those experiences have been great, but this year was 

especially powerful. In past years it has been about 

what God was doing in my life and about what  

miraculous things happened to me at camp. This year, 

camp was about God moving and working through me.  

 

Just like any other year I had come to camp expec2ng 

God to do something for me. Usually I’m pre$y passive 

the first few nights of worship and it takes un2l the last 

night or two for me to really enter into worship. But  

on the very first night I decided to go all in. I got some 

stuff off my chest and I got to spend the rest of camp 

focused on how God was using me. I prayed for people, 

I prayed with people, and I kept geKng li$le words of 

wisdom to share with people.  

 

By making this camp about others, I had one of the 

most personally powerful years of camp I’ve ever had.  

I got to experience an affirma2on of things that people 

have been speaking over me since I was a li$le kid. 

Things like I’m a leader, I have a big heart, and I have a 

powerful way with words. I don’t know what my path 

looks like in the future but I know that through Christ 

I’ve been given pastoral gi>s, and this year at camp 

affirmed that. It also challenged me to step out and  

use those gi>ings.  

Campers and Counselors/Support Staff who a$ended 

camp this year: 

Kids Camp —  14 Children  

  8 Adults 

 

Jr. High —  11 Youth 

  3 Adults 

 

Sr. High —  14 Youth 

  6 Adults 

N,62 

J,0 
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poetic LLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
A Conversa#on with God 
By Liz Kimmel 

 

Today I woke up weary again. 

 Have you become weary of Me? 

I don’t feel like I hear You very clearly. 

 You have not called on me lately. 

It doesn’t feel like I have much to offer You. 

 You haven’t honored Me with your sacrifices. 

I can’t help but compare my gi>s with those of others . . .  

 There is no deficiency in you that my love cannot fill. 

It seems like I come to you out of a sense of guilt (if only I could be more sincere). 

 That is the root of your sin; fear Me for my glory, not for my judgment. 

It doesn’t feel like I will ever change. 

 I am the only One who can free you from this false fear. 

But it’s been going on for so long. 

 Once you have surrendered to Me, I will not remember your past. 

It seems like I am the only one who struggles with this. 

 From the days of Adam, sin and shame have prevailed. 

If at first you don’t succeed, try, try again. 

 That doesn’t work, and you know it.  You can do nothing in your own power. 

I deserve any punishment that You deem necessary. 

 Listen to me now!  I have made the way.  Your debt has been paid.    

I’m s2ll feeling the weight of separa2on from You.  It’s my fault. 

 Don’t be afraid.  I have chosen you, and you are precious to Me. 

I’m so thirsty for You . . .  

 Let my Spirit quench your thirst.  My living waters will overflow every furrow in your life. 

I’m s2ll worried about what kind of influence I have been on those around me. 

 My blessing will spill out onto your children and their children.  They will thrive in Me. 

I want us all to feel safe in the assurance of Your love. 

 My name will be wriCen on your hearts and your hands, and you will be known as Mine. 

 

[Remarkably similar to a conversa2on recorded in Isaiah 43:22-44:5.] 

scriptureLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
Psalm 143:10 
By Ophelia M. Ekah 

 

One of the Bible verses that speaks to me the most is 

Psalm 143:10:  

 

“Teach me to do thy will; for Thou art my God: thy spirit 

is good; lead me into the land of uprightness.” 

 

When I am faced with uncertainty of the future this 

verse reminds and reassures me that God is the One 

who sees ahead of me and knows what is best.  I need 

to live uprightly and trust Him to lead 

me in the right direc2on, because He is 

in control. 

 

I used to lean on my own understanding; now I realize 

that without God there is nothing I can do. 

 

A>er all I have been through He has taught me to do  

His will.  Through all my trials and brokenness I now 

understand and know there is a true and living God  

that is leading me on the right path; I only need to trust  

Him! He is my God, and He leads me into the land of  

uprightness.  



Page 15 

You’ll Never DriV Alone 
By Kimberly Eridon 

 

When I am stuck, it some2mes 

feels like I am inside a block  

of ice. I may feel confused,  

overwhelmed, trapped, and lost. 

If I can even see any choices, 

they may all seem wrong or 

equally neutral. I may feel like I 

am wai2ng, but I don't know for 

how long or even for what I am 

wai2ng. It's uncomfortably like 

dri>ing in the open sea with no 

wind and no paddles; even if I DID have an idea of 

where I needed to go, I couldn't move myself to get 

there. Praise God that because of His grace and mercy I 

don't have to live there miserably un2l I die.  

 

  

 

The worst grade I ever earned was on my first  

philosophy midterm. The essay ques2on was about 

how to live in a world where we, as finite creatures,  

can only have weak and par2al knowledge on which  

to base our decisions.  

 

I wrote about how, since we cannot be God, and cannot 

have His infinite and full strong knowledge, we always 

live in par2al blindness. We are alive and we can't just 

wait to decide un2l we have that full knowledge we will 

never have. We have to keep deciding and choosing 

with the best knowledge we have at the 2me. We live  

in a state of constantly trus2ng that God, who has fuller 

knowledge of our hearts and minds than we have  

ourselves, will be the fairest and most righteous of 

judges in the end.  

 

I thought I aced that exam. The professor did not agree.  

 

While that may not have been the best answer on that 

test, I think it's s2ll a good answer for my life.  

 

When I am stuck, when I am dri>ing, when I am wai2ng 

in one part of my life, I try not to let it paralyze my 

whole life. I keep moving where I can. I keep praying 

and seeking God's word and going to meet with my 

small group.  But I also keep going to bed, geKng up in 

the morning, going to work, ea2ng, sleeping, stretching 

and exercising, and being with loved ones. I keep  

moving in faithfulness to God's call to work as if for 

Him, no ma$er how 2red I am, no ma$er how inclined I 

am to lose all the forward momentum I have.  

 

I keep doing the things I can do, while wai2ng for  

guidance in the areas where I'm stuck. I am hardly  

always successful. The enemy can find ways to  

discourage and distract me, to cause me to slow down 

and stop making it to church, reading my Bible, and 

making music. Then I FEEL myself star2ng to dri> and 

lose focus.  

 

The thing that ma$ers is that God is always faithful. 

Whether I'm stuck or dri>ing or turning in circles or 

panicking and running off in a random direc2on, He is 

always right there with me. As that song says, “All you 

go$a do is turn around.” 

 

Even if I'm so stuck in that block of ice that I can't even 

turn around, God doesn't walk away. If I'm out of the 

discipline of reading my Bible regularly, God is there in 

any other book I read. If I hurt too much to go to the 

people of God on Sunday morning, the people God has 

placed around me speak His words to me if only I listen 

and watch and hear and  see.  

 

And some2mes in that swamp of uncertainty where I'm 

dri>ing, as the Holy Spirit in me cries out to my  Savior, 

deep crying out to deep, that moment of clarity comes, 

and I understand where to look, and the next step on 

the path appears.  I taste  the sweet kindness of the 

Lord in that moment.  

 

The next 2me I am stuck or dri>ing, I do not panic and 

flail for as long.  I remember that kindness, and I seek it, 

and I am content to wait here in uncertainty, moving as 

I am able, longing for the next taste and the next,  

knowing that through all the starts and stops, He is  

right there beside me. Hallelujah. 

communityLLLLIIIIFFFFEEEE 
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How Dad Stepped Forward 
By Ken Holmgren 

 

When I was in my twen2es, I asked my parents to  

write about the significant events in their lives. I am so 

grateful that they honored my request, for they le> 

priceless stories that show how the strong, loving hand 

of God guided them to each other and established the 

home in which I learned the vital importance of 

trus2ng and following Jesus. One of the stories my 

dad, Gus Holmgren, le> me is a powerful illustra2on of 

the way God can move us from being stuck to stepping 

forward. 
 

Dad grew up on a farm near the north-central  

Nebraska village of Naper. When he was about sixteen 

years old, he began working for a farmer about four 

miles from his home. Eventually, as he wrote in his 

simple, straighHorward manner, “someone talked me 

into buying a place which was absolutely no good to 

raise much of anything on. It had a windmill and a 

house and an old shed which was all broken down. I 

thought I could start farming for myself...and tried to 

raise a few ca$le and horses.”  
 

“Things went alright for a while.” Dad con2nued, “as 

long as I could go home, which was just over the hill, 

and get a good meal at least once a day.” (Dad was s2ll 

single.) However, as he remembered, in 1926 “things 

really went bad. Grasshoppers and dry weather came 

and about all that grew were tumbling weeds or  

Russian thistles, as we called them. Then 2me went on 

into the thir2es. In 1932 I was geKng quite desperate, 

so I had to do something to keep up taxes and interest 

on money I had borrowed to keep up farming.” 
 

It was during these difficult years that God revealed 

the fullness and power of the Holy Spirit through an 

evangelist who held revival mee2ngs in Naper. Dad 

had prayed to receive Jesus as his Savior in the early 

1920s, but during these mee2ngs he rededicated his 

life to Christ. In his tes2mony about this, he declared, 

“I've been trying to please my Lord ever since,” His 

heart's desire was to live out the call of Ma$hew  

6:33 to “Seek ye first the kingdom of God, and his  

righteousness; and all these things shall be added  

unto you” (King James Version). 
 

A Pentecostal church grew out of those revival 

mee2ngs. When the pastor, Linus Heidt, moved to  

Estherville, Iowa, to pastor a church there, he  

communicated to the Holmgren family that farming 

and living condi2ons in that northwestern Iowa  

community were much friendlier than they were in 

Naper. A>er hearing this, Dad, as he described it, 

“finally wandered down to Iowa to find work” in the 

fall of 1934. He added, “And with that, I also thought 

maybe the Lord had a helpmate for me.”  
 

Dad did find work as a hired hand for farmers in the 

Estherville area. However, he had not stepped fully 

forward into all that God had for him. He did not  

have consistent work, and as he was nearing his  

mid-thir2es, had not yet found a wife. God's provision 

of consistent work began to develop in the spring of 

1937, when, as Dad recalled, “there was a rumor of a 

[meat] packing plant going to be built in Estherville...so 

I made it known that I would be available when they 

got ready to start the plant.” That fall he began his 

almost thirty-one years of employment at the packing 

plant. 
  

Not long a>er that, God provided a helpmate for Dad 

in a most unexpected way. His brother and sister-in-

law, John and Rose Holmgren, were also living in  

Estherville. Rose was homesick for her family in  

Nebraska, and her sister Clara came to visit her. Dad 

helped this young woman, who was eleven-and-a-half 

years younger than him, 

find work as a housekeeper 

for two farm families in the 

Estherville area. And in 

God's gracious plan, he 

took her as his wife in June 

1939. 
 

Is it possible to move from 

being stuck to stepping 

forward? Dad would say 

yes. He would also be quick 

to explain that it cannot 

really happen if we try to 

do it with our own effort. 

He would point us to Jesus 

Christ as the only One  

who can give us genuine 

purpose and hope when we are walking through  

difficult struggles. He would challenge us to seek  

Jesus and His righteousness first. 
 

Who or what are you seeking? Jesus is calling you to 

seek and follow Him. As you turn from selfishness  

and sin, He will forgive you and begin moving you  

from your stuck place. He will bring you into the  

life-changing rela2onship of stepping forward into all 

that He has for you.    

ken’s KKKKOOOORNERRNERRNERRNER 


