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My name is Jess, and coffee, chocolate, and pink roses are my love 
languages. Now since we have covered that, let’s get to 
the really important things. 
 
I am. A follower of Jesus, a daughter of the King, a sister, a wife, a 
mother, a friend. I grew up in Norwalk, CT, where I still reside 
with my family.  All kidding from above aside, my love languages are 
quality time, and words of encouragement (although let’s be real…I 
do love my coffee, chocolate, and pink roses). 
 
I began writing in the Fall of 2015 when my husband encouraged me 
to begin blogging. It is my hope to encourage you in your walk with 
Christ and to share what I have learned along the path of following 
Him. It is my desire that you feel right at home here as I invite you 
into what goes on in my heart. 

You can find more of my writings at www.jessica-lyn.com, where I 
post weekly above the lessons I am learning through following Him. 
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introduction 
There is importance in the faith of a child. The summer of  2018, 

my husband and I went on a mission trip to Rwanda. One of the 

primary focuses of the trip was putting on a camp for orphans and 

vulnerable children while we were there. On the last day we were 

rehearsing a skit in our group. Our assignment was to make up a 

story about one of the Fruits of the Spirit without using words. My 

part was being someone who was sad, and a little boy was to come 

up to me and share with me scripture to help uplift me. As we were 

practicing, he prayed for me. Our translator said that the little boy 

asked God to heal my troubled heart, and to take away my tears. 

Well that began the flow of tears, because this little boy who was 

maybe 8, couldn’t have known that my heart has been troubled for a 

while, and that the tears have come too easy. 

 

Then as we were leaving, we wanted to say goodbye to one of the 

little boys in our group. He was troubled. Not only was he shy, but 

you could tell that he carried some kind of pain. He wore the same 

clothes every day. He barely looked you in the eye and when you 

talked to him, he usually didn’t answer. Our hearts melted for him. 

When we went to say goodbye to him, we all cried, but when Mike 

knelt down to hug him Mike broke down into tears. The little boy took 

Mike's face in his hands and whispered something. We didn't 

understand what he said, but later on the translator said that he told 

Mike Be strong. 

 

These little children didn’t know us, but their words mattered. 

Their childlike faith mattered. Jesus tells us that unless we turn 

from our sins and become like a child, we will never enter the 

kingdom of heaven. He tells us that we need to humble ourselves 

like a little child. 



There is something about being a child that carries confidence, 

joy, and expectancy. There is an innocence about children that is to 

be sought after. And a faith in a child that believes and hopes with 

certainty that their Father loves them and will provide for them. 

Do you know that you are a child of God? I do, but sometimes I 

can forget. He is a good Father. And He chose you as His child before 

you were born.  

Jesus says let the children come to Him. That means I can come 

to Him like a child too. There is another child that has taught me an 

immense amount about having faith like a child. My son Charlie. And 

in the pages that follow I will share with you what he has taught me 

about having faith like a child. 

     My hope is that as you reflect, you will have a renewed faith, that 

is truly childlike.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 1 
when the answer calls 

 
Charlie wasn't listening again. It has seemed to be a huge pattern. 

So, while lying in bed about to read him a book I decided to ask him 

what would make him a better listener. 

Jesus. He said. (It happened, and I have the video to prove it) 

Yeah (I said in a breath knowing what he said was deeply true), do 
you think you can ask Jesus to help you be a better listener? 

Yes. Dear God, Thank you for this day, and have Jesus make me 
better. Amen. 

The faith of a child. So quick to know the answer, and not second 

guess that answer. 

Each year our church has Student Ministry Sunday, when our 

Student Ministry takes over the service. It is a Sunday that gives me 

hope for my children, and a Sunday that throws me into passionate 

prayer for those serving from their love of Jesus, and for my own 

children that they would grow up being passionate about the same 

Jesus we are. 

I say that because I remember being that age. I remember the 

passion that I had for Jesus; I remember my hopes to live a life for 

Him. And I remember how fast that passion faded. 



I was probably the teenager that everyone would put bets on if they 

were taking bets on whose faith would stay the strongest through 

the years. I was the one giving sermons during our church’s version 

of Student Ministry Sunday, I was eager to go to the Christian college 

I had gotten into, and I was very active in a local ministry in my 

town.  

But I didn't go to the Christian college I had gotten into. I made the 

quick decision to go to a college only an hour away from my house. 

And almost as quickly as I made that decision, was as quickly as my 

passion and love for God began to fade when I began my first 

semester. I found a welcoming group of friends whose motto was 

"sharing is caring". But these friends were not part of a student 

ministry I had needed. 

Now, I did find a couple of girlfriends that I am still close to this day. 

We have been in each other’s weddings, sat on each other’s couches 

eating ice cream and watching reality television, cried at shows like 

Dawson's Creek and One Tree Hill, and probably know more about 

each other than we care to speak about. 

Yet, I looked for love and acceptance from another crowd, and 

naively would do whatever I could to earn it. I had quickly forgotten 

the girl who didn't care what people thought of her, and turned to 

chasing the desire to fit in where I didn't belong.  Chasing that desire 

only grew through the years as I went after filling a void that only 

God could fill. Yet I didn't look to Him to fulfill the immense love that 

only He would give me. In my mind, He wasn't the answer my heart 

was looking for. 

Maybe I wanted a more tangible love. One that made sense opposed 

to a love that reached to the depth of my soul that I can't really put 

into words sometimes. That is the type of love that I stopped 

pursuing, but the love from a God who kept pursuing me. 



I find it pretty selfish that I knew He would always be there when I 

was ready to answer His whisper that was always calling me. He 

was always ready. 

I remember when He asked me what I was so afraid of. I had gone to 

a service with my parents because they basically begged me to. It 

was a healing service and I was having some health issues. God had 

healed my mom's friend’s son at one, and maybe she thought He 

could heal me too. 

I sat in the pews watching as the pastor blessed people and they fell 

over.  At the time I thought it was weird. And I will tell you that I had 

fear watching this happen as we were called to the front to be 

blessed. The pastor was in the middle of blessing my dad when he 

turned to me and looked me dead in the eye and said What are you 
so afraid of? 

Now that I look back, I know that I wasn't afraid of merely the falling 

over part. I think I knew that if it was all true, if God really did send 

Jesus to this earth to be born, to live, and to die, and to defy what we 

humanly know is true by turning water into wine, walking on water, 

healing the sick, and keeping His word and rising again from the 

dead, I knew that I had to follow Him with everything in me. 

I was never going to be fulfilled by what I chased in this world. I was 

never going to find what I was looking for, except for giving my life 

to the One who IS the answer. Jesus. 

There is a quote from One Tree Hill that I still remember to this day. 

The truth is, I was afraid of the immensity of your love. I think I can 

often find myself still afraid of His love. Because if what He says is 

true, if He is who He says He is, then there is no choice but heartfelt, 

reckless, unabandoned obedience no matter where He calls. 



We can look for answers if we choose, but darkness doesn't have any 

answers. Neither do the wind and the waves. There is only One who 

is the answer, and His name is Jesus. 

So, God I want my answer to be like Charlie's. When the how, what, 
or who questions come up, I want my first answer to be Jesus. Help 
me to trust not in what I want to figure out, but in You who already 
knows the answers. I want to be more confident in You who have 
called, than the call to "come". So, help me to trust in You, because 
of who You are and not what You have called me to do. And when you 
say "come" may I walk confidently in knowing who You are, the One 
who loves me so immensely that sometimes it can feel 
overwhelming. Help me to embrace that love, the love that is so 
immense that it was sent to me so that I can have eternal life with 
You. In Jesus Name, Amen.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
day 1 

reflection 
 
What are you afraid of? Why are you afraid? 
Write down 3 Bible verses that can help you 
have faith.  
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 2 
lead me to the rock 

 
It's raining! 

No Charlie, it's not raining, the sun is out. This is just the snow 
melting. 

Why is the snow melting? 

Because the sun melts the snow. 

This is a typical conversation that I have with Charlie. Seemingly 

simple conversation, with deep treasures. I didn't realize during this 

conversation how desperately I would need those words just the 

next day. 

It would be the next day that I would be flooded with fear, doubt, and 

insecurity all at once. And I realized how these emotions can try to 

harden the heart as quickly as they begin to flood in. For me a 

hardened heart makes me want to hide and run for safety. But am I 

really safe in hiding? 

From the end of the earth I will cry to You, 
When my heart is overwhelmed; 
Lead me to the rock that is higher than I. 

Psalm 61:2 

The rock that is higher than I. A place that you can't get to unaided, 

and a place that is safe when the enemy comes... even when the 



enemy is fear, doubt, and insecurity. The rock that is higher than I is 

a place of freedom and safety. The Rock that is higher than I. 

 

When I think of the verse above, I think of eagles. His word says that 

when we wait upon the Lord, we will renew our strength and mount 

up on wings like eagles. When an eagle eats something that is 

poisonous and makes him sick, it will fly to the highest rock it can 

find and will lay “spread eagle” with its wings out against the rock. 

He stays there until the sun removes the poison allowing him to be 

free to fly with the other eagles again. 

 

Spread eagle. Getting as close to the rock as possible, being as 

vulnerable as possible. If I ever saw an eagle doing this, I would 

probably think it was dead. But the eagle knows it needs to do this in 

order to become free. 

 

For God has not given us a spirit of fear, but one of power, love, and 
a sound mind. (2 Timothy 1:7) I actually really like the King James 

Version of this verse, because at the end it says that He has given us 

a spirit of a sound mind. 

Sound mind. 

 The phrase is taken from the Greek word sophroneo which is a 

compounded from sodzo (delivered or safe) and phroneo (someone’s 

"frame" of mind). Delivered and safe. A sound mind is exactly what I 

need sometimes. Well let's be honest, I need it all the time, but I don't 

have it all the time.  A mindset that is firm, and steadfast. One that 

is clear, and rational. A state that is secure, especially when the 

poison of fears and doubts creep in. 

 

Eagles don't hide under a rock, they lay on top of the rock to let the 

sun draw the poison the sickness that is hindering them. 

 



What is your first desire when trouble comes?  

 

Admittedly, a lot of the time, my first thought is to run the other 

direction. Fight or flight? Yeah, I want to flight. See ya later, I don't 

want to deal with this, can I just go hide under a rock? Please. It is 

safe there right? 

 

 I shared a verse from Psalm 61 above, it is from David. What is 

interesting is that just a few chapters before in Psalm 55, David 

shares that he is distraught by what the enemy is saying and the 

"terrors of death" have fallen on him. His heart is anguished, and he 

desires to fly away and be at rest, and stay in the desert. The 

desert? Who like to be in the desert? 

 

 Perfect love drives out fear.  1 John 4:18 

 

Things haven't changed with the human heart over time, and neither 

is the truth that David knows that there is no freedom in hiding. This 

week I have had to throw myself on the Rock daily, and immerse 

myself in His truth, because it is only the Son who can melt the 

fears, doubts, and insecurities because His perfect love gives us 

freedom. 

 

In doing that, I have seen His love, I have seen that His ways are 

good, I have experienced how carefully He holds our hearts, and that 

being on the Rock is what keeps my heart free and of sound mind.  

When we are “sick” whether it be because of sin, doubt, insecurities, 

fears… we can draw close to the highest Rock, Jesus, and cling to 

Him, the Son, as close to Him as we can, until He removes what 

doesn’t belong. Because in this we find the freedom, because of the 

“Son”, to soar again, on wings like eagles. 



God, our hearts so easily get overwhelmed with fear, but you haven't 
given us a spirit of fear. Your power is of love, freedom, and a sound 
mind. We desire to soar like eagles, so as we draw near to you, free 
us from the chains of fear and doubt, and shower us with love that 
rescues us from insecurity. Perfect love drives our fear, and gives us 
a mind that is secure because of You. Thank you for perfect love, 
Jesus. Amen.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

day 2 

reflection 
 
What is your first instinct when trouble comes? 
How can the verses in Psalm 61 help you to 
draw near to God when we need a sound mind? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 3 
i’ll cover you 

 
As a mother comforts her child, so I will cover you. Isaiah 66:13 
 
Cover me mommy. Charlies says this every night as we put him to 

bed. Along with Pray Daddy and Sing Hosanna mommy. 

 

Bedtime is one of my favorite times of the day. And it's not because 

it's when the kids go to bed. It's a time that we get to share these 

special moments together. It is a time when we pray with him, and 

tell him we love him and that we will always be there for him. 

 

So, Jesus had just fed the 5000. Miracle. And He immediately sends 

His disciples off in a boat ahead of Him while He dismisses the crowd 

and then goes to pray. Kind of like I enjoy the moments before 

bedtime, I bet the disciples were expecting a nice evening boat ride. 

But later that evening their boat gets tossed around by the wind and 

the waves. 

 

In the middle of the storm, Jesus was walking on water. Now if I saw 

Jesus walk on water, I would hope I would be standing in awe of this 

incredible and impossible event! But just as the miracle was 

happening, the disciples watched and sat in the boat in fear. Did I 

mention this was soon after He performed that miracle where He fed 

5000 with what would barely feed a family of 5? 

 



Mightier than the thunder of the great waters, 
    mightier than the breakers of the sea— 
    the Lord on high is mighty. 
Psalm 93:4 
 

The One who is mightier than the wind and the waves was in the 

middle of the storm. He was there, again doing the impossible. 

Walking on water. 

 

Take courage, it is I. Do not be afraid. Come. 
 
I'm currently in Charlies room as he sleeps, since he has not gotten 

better since being sick. We finally got a correct diagnosis, but the 

virus is gone. And even with that, he isn't getting better and the 

questions remain. Right now, this is his storm. I can imagine that 

sleeping isn't very comfortable for him these days, and even though 

we assure him that we love him and we will be there, he wants to be 

sure that we are close. 

 

Surely, he will wake up, and ask if I am still there. He will ask to be 

covered with his blanket. The blanket that he has had since he was a 

baby, the one he won't sleep without. I will tell him I am still there. I 

will gently cover him, and he will fall back asleep knowing I am 

there, and covered in his comfort. 

 

Take courage, it is I. Do not be afraid. Come. 
 
And as uncertain as the past several weeks have been, He has 

certainly met us during this time. We have not been perfect by any 

means. We have been pushed to the limits of frustration in many 

different areas, but He has been there to give us a peace. He has 

given us love, when we feel like we have nothing more to give. He 



has challenged us to look at how we love differently. He has shown 

us in unexpected ways that He is with us every second of the day. He 

has let us see that when we give up the fight, His arms are there for 

us to rest and find comfort in. He has given us exactly what we 

needed, at exactly the right time 

 

In peace I will lie down and sleep, for you alone, LORD, make me 
dwell in safety. 
Psalm 4:8 

 

We all face different storms. Our nighttime is probably a small 

fraction of what you may be facing. But regardless of the size of the 

storm that you are in, the One who is mightier than the wind and the 

waves, is right there to meet you in the middle of the raging sea. 

 

God, thank you that you are not a God that leaves us in the storm. 
Although you are mightier than the strength of the wind and the 
waves, You are also a God who is with us right in the middle of the 
storm. You call to us out and tell us to take heart, and to not be 
afraid. You tell us to come. So, God we come. Cover us, and comfort 
us when we fear. Cover us, and blanket us with Your peace. Cover us, 
shelter us with the gift of Your love... right in the middle of the 
storm. In Jesus mighty name. Amen. 
 
 

 

 

 

 

 



 
day 3 

reflection 
 
In what area of your life have you forgotten 
that God is faithful? Write down at least 3 
things God has done recently in your life 
recently that you can go back to when you 
need to remember He is faithful. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 4 
the wonder of chasing 

seagulls 
 

When I asked Charlie if he wanted chicken nuggets and fries, he said 

For me?!? Yes! And so that's what we did, until he decided that he 

wanted to have dinner on the docks instead of at the beach. He had 

the best time eating his nuggets and fries with ketchup, and 

admiring the water. We ended the night getting him a chocolate ice 

cream. Charlie was so happy. For him it was like the night kept 

getting better and better.  

As Mike and I were lying in bed I said to him It was great tonight. He 

replied It was just dinner on the dock. but to Charlie it was the best 

night ever! Charlie saw the night through a different perspective. He 

saw the night through excitement, and wonder.  

Wonder: The emotion aroused by something awe-inspiring, 

astounding, or surprising. 

How do you view the world around you? There are so many times 

that I get caught up in the evil that seems to be all over. Terrorist 

attacks, sickness, and sin. My thoughts often get pretty clouded by 

how I view the world, and also how I view myself. I felt for a long 

time that I was living with a clouded view, which isn't a walk in the 

park... well maybe a dimly lit park at night when the wolfs are 

howling and you cower in the corner in fear. 



Feeling like you are in a cloud can bring questions and doubts. God 

are you real? If you are real, are you even good? Is your word even 

true? Surely you didn't mean that you loved the world so You sent 

your only Son to die so we can have eternal life, right? These 

questions affect not only our view, but how we live our lives. 

I have to go back and think about the woman who went to touch 

Jesus' garment. She was viewing herself through her world, her 

condition, and her culture. Her view affected how she lived her life, 

and how she approached Jesus. But after she touched the edge of 

His garment, and she was healed, He looked for her to let her know 

that He didn't see her by her condition, her world, or her culture... He 

saw her through her faith. 

When you are a follower of Jesus, He doesn't see you through the 

eyes of your sin, He sees us through the truth because of the wonder 

of His gospel.  

Another thing Charlie asks to do when he goes to the beach is chase 

seagulls. I do my best to stay away from them, because I am worried 

they are going to attack me. But it brings him an incredible amount 

of joy as he runs after them and they take flight. 

I can often view life how I view seagulls, how Mike viewed our time 

at dinner, and how the woman who touched Jesus garment viewed 

herself... and I am sure that you can too. 

Following Jesus may even seem to you pointless, kind of like how I 

view chasing seagulls. However, when we are running after Jesus, 

we can experience His joy and take flight in the shadow of His wing. 

It is then that we live life experiencing His wonder. But we have the 

choice to take the chance and view the world through the lens of sin, 

or by the blood of the Son. 

What if we chose to view life in the wonder of what Jesus did on the 

cross? 



If we gazed at Him in wonder we would see life through His blood, we 

would see the world in freedom, in the wonder of His love, and in 

anticipation that in this world we will have troubles, but He will 

overcome the world and leave us awe-inspired, and surprised. 

So, look at the world these eyes of faith, and the truth of the Gospel. 

When we do, we see life, freedom, love, and grace... oh and wonder.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
day 4 

reflection 
 
What are your doubts? Are you currently 
questioning if God is good? Take a moment to 
step back and remember the cross. Take a 
moment to thank God for it, and take a moment 
to ask Him to allow you to see the world 
through eyes of wonder. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 5 
for the sake of love 

 

I like pulled pork! 

That is what Charlie told us after we had to put some boundaries 

around meal time. Dinner was getting to be a border line painful 

time at our house. It would take Charlie over an hour to have his 

dinner, and sometimes he would act like we were pulling his arm out 

when we tried to get him to finish. So, we decided to take the "tough 

love" approach and put a timer on for him, once the timer rang, we 

would take his food away if there was anything left. Now my child 

isn't starving, he eats quite a bit during the day, but watching him 

cry when the timer went off was gut wrenching. And it wasn't any 

easier the next morning when he begged me not to take his food 

away when I gave him breakfast. I didn't have to, but it was really 

hard on my heart to have him beg me not to take his food away. 

Our strategy ended up working so well that we decided to expand 

our luck by introducing things into his meal that he normally tells us 

he wouldn't eat. His doctor had encouraged us to do this over a year 

ago, but I thought it was cruel and unusual punishment when he said 

he eats what is in front of him, or you take it away. So, we gave him 

broccoli with his dinner one night, and told him he needed to eat 

what we gave him. A week later it was pulled pork, which he 

claimed he didn't like. He ate both, and liked both. 

Tough love. 



I wish I could say that I have never approached God like Charlie 

when he begged me not to take his breakfast away, but the truth is I 

do. We are scheduled to go on vacation for my cousin's wedding in 

Bermuda in May, and I am begging God to not give us a hurricane 

like we had on our last vacation. I'm not kidding. 

But I have to remember that even if He doesn't give us a restful 

vacation, all that He did give us through the category 5 hurricane in 

Puerto Rico. And all that He did give us because of the blood that 

was shed on the cross. 

Tough love, is real love. And real love can be walking through a 

hurricane in peace because of the One who loves you. 

Love does the hard things. Love chose to endure the cross. 

Recently a friend of mine was telling me that she had to have a hard 

conversation with the pastor at her church to ensure the best safety 

for the children that attend the preschool she works at. This isn't 

how things were supposed to go when God created man in the 

garden of Eden. But God loved us so much that He gave us the gift of 

choice. And we get the opportunity to choose love. Even when it is 

hard. 

Speaking of gifts. When Jesus was born, the wise men brought gold, 

frankincense and, myrrh. Although these gifts held much 

significance, one was the spiritual meaning, because it was was 

customary to honor a king with these. Gold symbolizing kingship, 

frankincense representing a priestly role, and myrrh being an 

anointing oil. There is also interpretation that myrrh symbolizes 

death, and it again makes an appearance when Jesus is on the 

cross. Of this substances many uses, it was customary to give those 

who were condemned by death by crucifixion myrrh mixed with wine 

because it acts as an anesthetic.  Jesus is offered this mixture, but 

He refuses. He turns down something that would ease His pain. 

https://thepathifollow.com/the-hurricane-story/


How many times have you wanted to run away from the hard things?  

I would rather turn my back on the hard conversations, hide when 

life gets overwhelming, and protect my fragile heart from being hurt 

because I trust. Love is hard, and with Charlie it would be really easy 

to just let him eat mac and cheese, and chicken nuggets for dinner 

every night (okay that isn't the full range of foods that he will eat, 

but you get the point). 

But seriously, yes this was tough on us, but exercising this tough 

love is nothing to what Jesus endured on the cross because of His 

love for us. Before going to the cross Jesus was praying to the 

Father that if there was anyway to take the cup of suffering from 

Him, let it be, but nevertheless, the Father's will be done.  Here was 

Jesus again submitting to the will of His father, refusing something 

that would help take His own pain away. 

Just like in the Garden of Eden, we have a choice. Just like Jesus, we 

have a choice. The choice to turn our backs and give into temptation, 

or endure even when it is hard, for the sake of love 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
day 5 

reflection 
 
What is one hard thing that you need to do 
right now? Write down 3 reasons that you can 
brave to do these things, and then ask God to 
give you the strength to do what is hard. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 6 
the day he shared a 

mommy fail moment 

 
Did you run Charlie over with Olivia’s stroller and hurt his foot? 

I was outed. I had almost forgotten that happened. We were at the 

beach and Charlie was standing on the front of Olivia’s stroller as I 

was starting to walk them to the car. He found this quite 

entertaining and fun until he lost his balance, and fell over. The 

wheels of the stroller tapped his leg, but in a toddler’s mind that 

equates to “running him over”. And his foot. He hurt his foot when he 

decided to run away from me, tripping over some cement and 

cutting his toe. My mind quickly tried to figure out how my husband 

knew about this, as he let me know Charlie had told him... and a few 

others at church as well. Lovely. 

I had also almost forgotten the brief moments of shame and guilt I 

felt as Charlie cried in my arms telling me that I had run him over as 

I tried not to focus on the other people who were at beach surely 

watching all of this take place. 

This wasn't the last time Charlie would out me. It happened again as 

Charlie was about to go to bed and a friend of mine was over. He 

shared with my friend a mommy fail moment that had brought on 

the guilt that I won't mention here. This mommy fail moment was far 



from my finest moment. My friend that was with me comforted me 

and let me know that it happens to the best of us, but this left me 

wondering how I could do something so careless. This moment could 

have lead to a spiral of self-condemnation, except for words a friend 

had prayed over me just days before. You need to give yourself 
grace. 

She was outed. She was made to stand in front of a group as the 

teachers of the law held their grip tight when it came to the law, and 

loose when it came to grace. I bet they were proud when they said to 

Jesus “Teacher, this woman was caught in the act of adultery. In the 

Law, Moses commanded us to stone such women. Now what do you 

say?” I can almost feel the shame and guilt she must have been 

experiencing. I bet there was no sense of pride as she maybe 

thought to herself, They weren't supposed to find out. 

I definitely felt like that when Charlie shared my mommy fail 

moment. But Jesus does the unexpected in our guilt and shame. The 

law was death, but His life was love. The stone held death. Jesus 

removed the stone with love. He didn't condemn her. He didn't even 

bring attention to her mistakes. He doesn't give her what she 

lawfully deserves. Instead He graces her with love, and instructs her 

to go and sin no more. 

And that is how He meets all of us who come before Him. There have 

been so many times over the years that I have felt guilt and shame 

over things that I have done. But Jesus has met me in those 

moments with grace and love. 

God doesn't love us because we are lovable. He loves us because He 

is love and His love never fails. This is the love that frees me from 

the guilt and shame of my mistakes. This is a love that gently 

encourages me to not get caught in a spiral of self-condemnation 

but to except His love and learn from my mistakes. It is a love that 

gives me another chance, and brings life to what was dead. 



God, I don't want my mistakes to hinder me with feelings of guilt and 
shame. I know Your love reaches those places where we feel that we 
have failed. Thank you that we can come before you when we don't 
to measure up to perfection, always. Thank you that we don't have to 
come before you with quivering lips, but with prayers of confidence 
that you will not condemn us. We are imperfect people who deserve 
the stone. Yet in our imperfection You remove the stone and love us 
because Your love never fails. In our times when we feel guilt and 
shame, would You remind us of your unfailing love, and undeserved 
grace? May Your love free us from the bonds that hold us in 
captivity. In Jesus name. Amen.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
day 6 

reflection 
 
Is there something you are embarrassed about 
right now? Write it down. Now write down a 
name of someone who embrace you with love 
if you told them the truth. Now tell someone 
you trust.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 7 
with every step you 

take 
 
Charlie loves trains. That is actually an understatement, if trains 
could be a love language, that would be Charlie's. Thomas the tank 
engine is his favorite. 
 
Knowing this, Mike thought it would be a great idea to get Charlie 
tickets to a Thomas event for his 3rd birthday. We wanted this to be 
a special day just for him, and we kept this a secret from him for 
about 4 months, until last weekend when it was time to give him his 
surprise. We made the whole day special, beginning with getting 
munchkins from Dunkin Donuts (and of course coffee for mom and 
dad).  
 
Every few minutes he kept asking us where we were going, and we 
kept telling him that he would love it! I am sure with the long car 
ride (1 hour and 15 minutes to be exact), he may have thought to 
himself that the surprise couldn't be that good if he had to wait that 
long, but if he was having those thoughts they quickly began to 
disappear the second we parked the car. The surprise was a ride on 
a life size Thomas the train, along with carnival rides, and other 
things that were train and Thomas related, but we had to take a 
school bus to take us to where the event was. Charlie sees the 
school bus, and is overly excited that he gets to ride the bus. I think 
he thought that was his big surprise, however the joy on his face 



when he saw the life size Thomas is probably something I will never 
forget. 
 
There were a couple of times during the day that he got scared, like 
when the train blew its whistle (in his defense it was really loud!), or 
when he went on the elephant ride and cried to get off, but most of 
the day he was on cloud 9 and his big adventure was well worth the 
wait! I know Charlie will be talking about his day with Thomas for 
the days and weeks to come. 
 
Following Jesus can be a lot like this. He tells us to follow Him, but 
we don't really know where we are following him to. He says to be 
strong and courageous, but taking His lead can be scary. He says 
that He is the way, but the way doesn't seem that great. He has a 
plan, but the wait is so long. 
 
He says that faith the size of a mustard seed can move mountains, 
but the little pebble in your way isn't moving. 
 
Your word is a lamp for my feet, a light on my path. 
Psalm 119:105 
 
We knew that Charlie was going to love his surprise because we 
know our son.  We know his likes, and we know his dislikes. We knew 
every step of the way that Charlie was going to LOVE his surprise, 
and he took every step in anticipation of what was before him. 
 
Have you ever felt like you were following His lead, but it seems like 
you are getting nowhere?  
 
There are times that I feel like I am on cloud 9 when I am following 
Him, but sometimes I can feel like I have no idea what direction is up, 
and what direction is down. I can feel like I am taking giant leaps 
into what He has before me, and then sometimes I feel like I am 
taking the tiniest steps ever! Sometimes I can even wonder if what 
He has before me will even be worth it.  



Even though Charlie didn't know where we were taking Him, he knew 
he could trust us. I heard the quote recently "God doesn't give us a 
spotlight, he gives us a lamp". I will be honest that sometimes I can 
wish that God really did give me a spotlight instead of a lamp. I bet 
you can feel like that too. However, in Him giving us a lamp where 
we can only see one or two steps ahead, He also gives us the 
opportunity to put our trust in Him beyond what we can see. 
God knows the desires of your heart, in fact He put them there. He 
remembers the promises He spoke to you, and He knows the 
uncertainty and fears that will invade the way. He knows that with 
every step you take in child-like faith and anticipation, you get 
closer and closer to what He has before you. He has something 
beautiful ahead. Keep trusting that His ways are good, that the One 
who created you will fulfill the desires of your heart, and like Charlie 
when he saw the life size Thomas, you will stand in awe of how great 
our God is. 

 
 
 



 
day 7 

reflection 
 
Reflect on a time that you followed God, but 
felt like you were getting nowhere? Remember 
how He was faithful, and write a note to 
yourself reminding yourself of His faithfulness 
(for you to come back to when you need it). 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 8 
with every step you 

take 
 
Charlie loves the beach, and the ocean. As soon as we get to the 
beach, he loves to take off his shoes and run through the sand and 
splash in the water. It doesn't matter if the rocks are covered in 
seaweed, or there are fish swimming around his feet. 
 
Me? If by some chance that I have to walk in the water (and with a 
toddler who loves getting wet, I get the pleasure of getting my feet 
wet), you better believe that I will have shoes on. Because I know 
what is under the water sometimes isn't pretty. 
 
I am terrified of some things in the ocean. Seaweed on my feet? 
Yuck! The little fish that swim and graze my leg? Ugh. Sea robins and 
jelly fish? Get me out of the water as fast as possible! You will 
mostly find me floating on the surface of the water with my feet as 
close to the top as possible. That is until I see a bunch of jelly fish in 
the water with me, then I scream like a school girl and get out of the 
water as fast as possible (true story this happened). 
 
How many of you approach your relationship with God like I can view 
the ocean? 
 
I'll confess. I can enjoy the beauty of His grace, like watching an 
Orca soar through the ocean, but I can tip toe on the rocks afraid 
that I am going to slip and fall. I want to bask in His love, but I 



become fearful of the immensity of that depth.  I want all that He has 
before me. Yet, I enter His ocean with rubber boots hoping to protect 
myself from the dangers that lay below the surface. 
 
How many times has He asked me to trust Him, and then lead me 
through the raging seas? Anyone? When God asks me to trust Him, I 
am guilty to say I can immediately think that a hurricane is coming. I 
can quickly turn and swim back to the safety of the shore called 
fear. 
 
But then I remember when I was pregnant with Olivia. I remember 
driving to a doctors appointment and hearing His whisper.  No matter 
what happens, it will be okay. Trust me. That is usually what He says 
before things get bad. I went to the appointment and things didn't 
look good. 
 
The doctor ended up giving me some pretty harsh restrictions like 
not doing dishes, not lifting anything (including my 2-year-old son), 
and working 50% of my time from my home. The doctors monitored 
me closely, and did what they could to ensure Olivia had the best 
shot of surviving if she indeed came early. I was praying for the best 
but mentally prepared myself for the worst.  
 
In my mind, I was going to deliver a preemie baby. I knew with every 
step I took; I was getting closer to my water breaking. And every 
step I took also got me one step closer to delivering her at 39 weeks 
and 6 days. 
 
Today our beautiful Olivia is 2 years old. She is the sweetest little 
blessing. She is full of life, and loves to smile and laugh.  When God 
asked me to trust Him in my pregnancy, He asked me to trust Him for 
something that was and is so good.  
 
How many of you cringe inside when God whispers to your soul 
"Trust me"? And do not get me wrong, He has asked me to trust Him 
through some uncertain times. It was during those times He has 



showed me the deeper depths of His love. 
 
He doesn't want us to just trust Him through the uncertain times. God 
wants us to trust Him with everything. The bad, the ugly, the good, 
and the beautiful. 
 
Is He asking you to trust Him? What if He wants you to trust Him for 
something good? 
 
God, I don't want to stand at the edge of the ocean in fear of what is 
underneath. I don't want to run to the false security that lives on the 
shore. Fear didn't create the sand on the shore, and tell the waters 
where it should go. Fear didn't part the red sea, or calm the storm. 
You did. Fear didn't walk on water, and then rise again from the 
dead. Jesus did. I want to remember that You are the One who spoke 
and commanded the waters under heaven to gather together in one 
place. You then said that it was good. I want to enter the waters 
barefoot and swim in the beauty of the depths of Your love. I trust 
you, because I know that no matter what lies in the ocean, You are 
good. So, take me deeper. Show me how deep Your love is. I want to 
fearlessly experience all that you have for me, in Jesus name. Amen. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
day 8 

reflection 
 
Do you approach God like I approach the 
ocean? Is there fear preventing you from 
experiencing the depth of His love? Take some 
time to note what you are scared of, and then 
the reasons that you can trust Him. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 9 
just behind the door 

 
Veggie tales is a big hit in our house. Silly songs is a staple and 
Charlie will randomly break in songs like "Stand up, stand up for 
what you believe in", and "oh no, whatcha gonna do, the king like 
Daniel more than me and you". With it being Christmas time, we have 
been watching some of the Christmas Veggie Tales shows. One of 
Charlie's favorites of the season is The Little Drummer Boy. Over the 
past few days, Charlie has been having a difficult time sleeping. He 
has been crying and acting like he is scared we are going to go away 
or something.  
 
He will cry and plead with us to not leave him or to come and get 
him when he wakes up all hours of the night. He is so tired at this 
point that he has bags under his eyes. It was the other day while 
watching Little Drummer Boy again that I realized why he might be 
acting like this. In the beginning of the show it looks like the little 
drummer boy’s parents have died in a fire (spoiler alert, at the end it 
ends up they didn't die).  
 
Since the weird sleeping behavior happened about the time we 
began to watch that show, I was heartbroken to realize that Charlie 
may be scared to loose us like The Little Drummer Boy seemingly 
lost his parents, and that maybe he thinks that if he doesn't see us 
that means we won't come back. What a sad and scary feeling that 
must be for him to think that the people who say they love him the 
most won't come for him when he calls.  
 



The LORD himself goes before you and will be with you; He will never 
leave you nor forsake you.  "Do not be afraid; do not be discouraged." 
Deuteronomy 31:8 
 
I bet for some of you it can feel like God has turned His back and that 
He won't return. Like He has closed the door on you, left the house, 
and maybe even the planet. It appears that He is gone, doesn't care 
anymore, doesn't love you, and is never coming back. Typing that 
sounds harsh, but I bet it can feel harsh. 
 
Be strong and courageous. Do not be afraid or terrified because of 
them, for the LORD your God goes with you; he will never leave you 
nor forsake you. 
Deuteronomy 31:6 
 
What Charlie didn't know though was that we were there the whole 
time. Sometimes we were right behind the door, sometimes in our 
room but we were never too far where we could not hear him. Just 
like a parent is never too far away, God is always right behind the 
door, and has always been there even when you have not heard His 
voice and it has appeared that He has been absent. He sent His son 
Jesus to be born in the most extraordinary manner, to be born of a 
virgin to show us that He is near. That’s like pulling out all the stops, 
because being born of a virgin is by all humanness impossible!  
 
"I will lead the blind by ways they have not known, along unfamiliar 
paths I will guide them; I will turn the darkness into light before 
them and make the rough places smooth. These are the things I will 
do; I will not forsake them." 
Isaiah 42:16 

 



Over the next coming days we plan to spend extra time assuring 
Charlie. We will continue to pray with him and tell him how brave 
God made him. We will continue to sit with him and tell him that we 
will be there when he wakes up. We will gently tell him we love you 
very much and we will always be there for you. Just as an 
encouraging parent would assure their child, I believe He wants to 
gently whisper to you I love you. I am right here. I have always been 
right here. I will always be right beside you. I am never out of 
prayers reach. I sent my only Son so you could know my love, so that 
you can know that I am near. I am right behind the door. Trust in 
me.  Believe in my promise. Knock. Seek. You will find Me standing 
right there. I will go with you wherever you may go. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
day 9 

reflection 
 
Is there a part of you that believes that God 
has abandoned you? Take time to write out 
Deut 31: 6 and 8, and Isaiah 42:16 as a reminder 
that He will never leave you or forsake you. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 10 
(un)validating fear 

 
When I watch my two-year-old Charlie enjoy life, it always makes 
me a bit emotional, because he usually has no fear.  He doesn’t know 
the fear of death, the curve balls of life, and fighting and war. What 
a beautiful thought to live like a child and not have any fear. To live 
uninhibited from the slavery of the fear, because if we are honest 
fear can be paralyzing.  Last week I sat with a friend who shared 
with me some of her fears.  While she was sharing, all I could think 
was I know exactly how she is feeling, I can’t offer her any words 
because I feel the same way.  My fears are different than hers, but 
they are fears.  
  
There is no fear in love; but perfect love casts out fear, because fear 
involves torment. But he who fears has not been made perfect in 
love  
1 John 4:18 
  
This tells us that perfect love casts out fears, but as I just listened to 
my friend in a way, I wanted to validate her fears.  In my own head I 
can imagine some pretty bad outcomes, and those outcomes should 
give us fear of the future.  Not to mention we live in a scary world, 
and by the day it seems that there is more and more to be fearful 
of. ISIS, rumors of war, death. 
 
So why not validate fears? Because the only thing that God tells us 
to be fearful of is Himself.  Really.  It seems so confusing.  
 



If He is a loving God, why does He tell us to fear Him? 
The answer to the question above is because He is speaking of a 
different kind of fear.  1 John 4:18 and Romans 8:15, use the word 
phobos for fear which is like a slavish fear, a fear that keeps you 
paralyzed.   
 
If you are like me you have felt this kind of fear before. However, this 
is not the kind of fear that God wants us to have of Him.  When 
referring to fear of the Lord, the word “fear” has a positive 
context.  The Hebrew verb yare can mean “to fear, to respect, to 
reverence (have deep respect for someone)” and the Hebrew 
noun yirah refers to the fear, deep respect of God and again is 
viewed positively, this is probably because that “fear” is produced by 
His faithfulness and character, and when someone encounters who 
He is, it makes a person more receptive to receive His wisdom and 
knowledge. 
 
Fulfill your promise to your servant, so that you may be feared. 
Psalm 119:38 
  
What should we fear? God.  As we grow in the fear of Him, we grow in 
His perfect love.  I am by no means perfect at fearing Him.  Honestly, 
too often I have to remind myself to remind myself of who He is, and 
that His love is truly perfect. That is the truth that will eliminate my 
fears.  
  
This week I was a little under the weather.  One day I had such bad 
acid re-flux that I could barely eat, and the next day I couldn’t keep 
anything down.  Being pregnant, of course the scarce thoughts of 
fear that went through my mind were my baby needs food and water 
to grow. What happens if this keeps going on?  In reality I know that 
if it did get worse, I would call the doctor and they would suggest 
something, but those were definitely a few scarce fears.  
 
I started off saying how beautiful the thought of living with no 
fear.  Recently Charlie began to sing phrase “there is power in the 



name of Jesus” (in his broken singing since he is only 2, but he was 
definitely singing it) when he would hear it on the radio, and when 
he sings, he sings with all he has. The song goes on to say “to break 
every chain, break every chain, break every chain”.  I bet one of the 
“chains” that they were referring to when they wrote the song was 
fear.  Charlie used to hate the sprinklers.  But now Charlie just runs 
and runs through them with a huge smile on his face, full of joy and 
no fear. His actions were contagious. People would stop and watch 
him, smiling and laughing almost as if they wanted join in his joy. 
What if we all lived more like Charlie and lived our lives with all that 
we had focused on fearing and deeply respecting our God, and living 
free from the slavery of the fear that paralyzes us?  Can you imagine 
what that would look like?   
 
Try picturing it. Spiritually playing in those leaves, taking a bubble 
bath and playing in the bubbles, eating that ice cream cone cupcake, 
going swimming with all of your clothes on, swinging in mom and 
dad’s arms, and running through those sprinklers.  
 
Freedom. Living.  And because of the way we live, people would 
notice and want to have the joy we have.  
 
As you focus on the gratefulness you have of His perfect love, watch 
your fear and respect for Him deepen and your fears drift away. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

 
day 10 

reflection 
 
In your own words, what does it mean to fear 
God? What fears in your life do you think 
should be validated? Now, imagine what it 
would look like if the only fear you had, was 
the fear of the Lord, and write at least one 
thing you would do if that was your only fear. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 11 
because i love you 

 
Why are you looking at me like that? 
 
I caught Charlie looking at me. Actually, it was more like gazing. It 
made me a bit uncomfortable, because he wouldn't take his eyes off 
of me. So, I asked him why he was looking at me like that? 
 
Because I love you. 
 
Here it is again. The faith of a child. A child looks, gazes at their 
parent in love. So many times he isn't listening and when I try to talk 
to him about the need to be a good listener he doesn't want to look 
at me out of shame. When he knows he has done something wrong, 
he just sobs. But in this moment, he wanted to look at me, and he 
was looking at me with love. Later that night, he did the same thing. 
He was watching tv and just turned and looked at me for a while. 
And when I questioned him, he said the same thing, because I love 
you. 
 
How many times do we not want to look at our heavenly Father out 
of being ashamed, overwhelmed, or filled with doubt or fear? It 
makes me think of when Adam and Eve ate the fruit that God had 
clearly told them not to. Immediately they felt shame, and tried to 
hide from God. 
 
A couple of weeks ago my friend asked me how my quiet time was 
going, and I said terrible. I said that I hadn't had good quiet time, 



because I know what God says, I know what His word says.  His word 
says that in this world we will have trouble. That the road won't be 
easy. That life is hard. And that particular week I didn't want to read 
that, because I knew life was hard, I was living it. 
 
But what I was also neglecting in my quiet time was His love. I focus 
on how following Him can be hard, and on how many things I have to 
accomplish. And when my focus is on that I can feel burdened and 
tired, and well that can make me want to hide. 
 
The Lord turned and looked straight at Peter. Then Peter 
remembered the word the Lord had spoken to him: "Before the 
rooster crows today, you will disown me three times." And he went 
outside and wept bitterly. Luke 22:61-62 
 
The word used here for wept is klaio (there is supposed to be a 
couple of accents in there but I can't figure out how to add them). It 
means to mourn, weep, or lament. The word does not refer to crying 
silently, but instead loudly wailing. In other places in scripture this 
word is used when someone is deeply grieved. It is a word that is 
associated with grief and pain because of death and sometimes with 
a person's sin (like with the woman who washed the feet of Jesus). 
And that is how Peter responds to his denial of Jesus. 
 
These are painstaking emotions. I can imagine how Peter felt after 
Jesus catches his eye, and he remembers what Jesus said to him 
that very morning. 
 
And I have to wonder if, like Peter, we would regret decisions based 
on fear instead of faith in the truth of His word. I have to wonder if it 
bothers us when we live overwhelmed instead of by the power of His 
love. If it grieves us when we don't live a life that is honoring to Him. 
And when we chose our tasks before seeking our strength in Him. 
 
My passion is for women to know that they are loved by a beautiful 
Creator, and that because of that love they would thrive because of 



Jesus in the power of the Holy Spirit. But so often I don't operate out 
of that love myself. 
 
Every night before bed I snuggle with Olivia in our comfy chair in her 
room. She usually ends up playing with my sparkly cross necklace 
that I always wear. And I tell her that means I love you. A love that 
was lavished on us in a chosen but painful act of sacrifice. 
 
In love He predestined us for adoption to sonship through Jesus 
Christ, in accordance with His pleasure and will— to the praise of His 
glorious grace, which He has freely given us in the One he loves. In 
Him we have redemption through his blood, the forgiveness of sins, 
in accordance with the riches of God’s grâce that He lavished on us. 
Ephesians 1:5-8 
 
In reading this passage recently, the word lavished jumped out at 
me. If I could define it, I would say "given out of love in complete 
abundance". There is no question if what He gives is enough. What He 
lavishes is enough, and it is good, and it is done in love. When 
someone lavishes love, it is done out of character. When God 
lavishes, it shows He is God. And He lavished His kindness on us, out 
of love, by the precious blood of Jesus. 
 
Sacrifice that brought a lavishing of love, kindness, and grace upon 
grace. What if remembered that loving sacrifice more often? What if 
we gazed at Him more? 
 
I want to remember His love, and I want to live an abundant life 
because of that love. And I want to love Him, and I want to gaze at 
Him through eyes of love, and if He ever asks me why I am looking at 
Him, I want to respond Because I love you. 
 
The best way to gaze at Him is to be in the Word, it is filled with the 
truths of His love for us. So, let us gaze at Him because we love Him, 
because He loves us. When we do that, we will be more aware of His 
love for us, we will live in faith, and in the power of His strength. 



 
day 11 

reflection 
 
What would your life look like if you 
remembered His loving sacrifice more often? 
What would your life look like if you spent 
more time gazing at Him, by spending more 
time in His word?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

day 12 
the day my dad asked 

me to get out of the 

church 
 

I was on the boat with my parents, and as I was standing ankle deep 

in the water, I saw these things were swimming around. They were 

weird. They were about the size of minnows but they seemed to have 

wings as they swam around. 

That day I tried to catch some fish, and usually we will catch 

snappers, but I was completely shocked at what my line drew in. It 

was this larger version of these little fish with wings. I had never 

seen one of these things before, but I will tell you that it was big, it 

had round wings, and it was ugly. 

Now, years later, if anything will get me out of the water faster than 

jelly fish, it is those sea monsters. They are gross, and when you 

catch them, they basically croak like a frog. They are so ugly! 

Charlie saw one by the shore the other day and wanted to catch 

it. No no. But it was cute he said. It was nice he said. No, they were 

not cute. 



He said the same thing about the broken shell he wanted to bring 

home to display. But it's nice mommy. For one tainted by things in my 

home that are broken, no I did not want to bring home this broken 

shell. 

Back at the end of April my dad called me to ask me for a favor. It 

wasn't really a small favor. A guy that I had grown up with, we will 

call him Bill, was in a nursing home. His mom was in the hospital, he 

didn't have friends that would visit, and it didn't seem like he would 

ever be going back home. He couldn't walk at this point, has a bit of 

a problem remembering things, and only one of his arms has full 

strength. He needed friends my dad said. My dad wanted me to be 

visit him. 

I will be honest; I didn't want to do what my dad was asking (kind of 

like I didn't want to catch that sea robin). I could tell you the excuses 

I was making up. Two were that I hadn't seen Bill in probably 15 

years, and I felt it would be awkward to just show up. But when my 

dad asks me to do something... well... 

So, I called my friend Stephanie and asked her if she would go with 

me. We went, and we were a bit unsure if Bill would even remember 

us as it had been so long. And at first, he didn't. He apologized for not 

knowing who we were but then a light went off in his head. 

You are Stephanie and Jess. 

It didn't take long for him to tell us that he hated the nursing home 

he was in, he was desperate to go home, and that life sucked. 

Shortly after we began visiting him, his mom passed away which 

meant that he was stuck in the nursing home that he hated until 

plans would be made for him to move to another state with a family 

member. 



Over the months, Stephanie and I would visit him frequently. She 

would make him cookies, or bring him a milkshake. She even 

organized a birthday party for him. Sometimes he would be sitting 

on the commode, other times he would be lying in bed waiting to be 

changed. But something began to change over the months. As we 

would visit him, and bring old photos to reminisce over, he began to 

smile and laugh with us. 

A couple weeks ago we said goodbye to him as he moved to go live 

with family out of state. Although we knew that he would be with 

family, and that he was going to be cared for well, it was hard. I 

prayed for him before we left, Olivia gave him a kiss on the cheek, 

and as we turned to leave, he told us he loved us. 

Love brings life to the heart of stone. 

That wasn't the only thing my "Dad" would ask me to do this summer. 

There was our trip to Rwanda, and then there was doing the strip 

club outreach in the New York City. 

On the way home from the City I was talking to my friend. I was 

reflecting on the places God had me this summer and trying to 

reconcile why God would have me, not only over the summer but 

even in a week in a half time in 3 different extremes. Being in a 

nursing saying goodbye to a friend as he is sitting on a commode 

trying to go to the bathroom. Being in the dirt streets of Rwanda in 

extreme poverty. Then that night walking through a strip club as 

there were women giving men lap dances only maybe 20 feet away 

from us. 

I was really struggling with the question of "why". Really struggling, 

and I had been ever since I had come back from Rwanda. 

I titled this post "The Day My Dad Asked Me To Get Out Of The 

Church", not because my dad or my heavenly Father asked me to 

leave the church, but because what I realized is that in order to be 
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the church, we need to get out of the church to be the hands and 

feet of Jesus. 

I always knew this, but I guess it just hit me in a new way with the 

different levels of brokenness I had seen in such a short amount of 

time. 

What was interesting to my friend who I went to the City with was 

that just outside one of the strip clubs that we went to, there were 

little kids outside taking pictures with Mickie Mouse. 

Think about that for a second. What a picture of the people we walk 

past every day, the doors we walk past every day, the walls that 

people have built up right before our eyes. We can never really know 

what is going on almost right before our eyes. 

And then there are the people who we view like I viewed the broken 

shell, and sea robin. Things that you don't want to go near. But really 

Jesus asks us to step out of our comfort zones, to bring His life to the 

world. He knows the world is broken, He knows what's behind the 

closed doors, and He wants us to engage the broken world in a way 

that shows of His great love. 

How do you do that? By stop making the excuses I began to make 

when my dad asked me to go visit my old friend. By doing what your 

good Father asks. By going and being salt and light everywhere you 

go, and going where others don't want to go. By loving the unlovable, 

and touching the untouchable. 

So beautiful one go, be the church. Because He will never ask you to 

stay in the safety boat, but He will give you everything you need to 

go where He leads. 

 

 



 
day 12 

reflection 
 
In what ways do you need to “get out of the 
church”, get out of your comfort zone? What is 
one thing you can do this week to stretch your 
comfort zone?  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



day 13 
my finest mommy 

moment ever 
 
Santa is a struggle at our house. We don't teach our children about 
the commercialized Santa Clause. However, in the world we live in, 
Santa is everywhere. So we need to talk about him. The day after 
Christmas, we were talking about the North Pole, and Charlie told 
me that Santa lived there. I responded saying that there was a North 
Pole, but Santa didn't live there. 
 
We have tried to tell him that Santa is not really a person, just a 
character, but there are other people in our lives that insist on 
telling him otherwise, along with the story that he flies through the 
air, and has flying reindeer, and brings the presents. 
 
We always try to bring it back to let him know that we are the ones 
who get him presents, and where the tradition of gift giving came 
from. Saint Nicholas. And so I again guided the conversation is this 
direction. 
 
But this time the conversation went badly, and this is where I 
receive the "mom of the year award" for "biggest mom failure". 
I told him that Saint Nicholas didn't live in the North Pole. He was 
cool with that. 
 
I told him that Saint Nicholas lived his life to help people, and gave 
to people in need. He was cool with that too. 



And then I told him that he was actually in heaven with Jesus. And 
this is where it got really bad. 
So Santa is DEAD?!?! 
Yeah.... getting out of that hole I had just dug myself wasn't pretty. 
But thankfully he was more confused than heartbroken. 
 
Explaining life to a Kindergartner is not easy, especially when it 
goes against what culture, and others teach him. Charlie must have 
been like those who came across Jesus teaching as He was walking 
on the earth, trying to understand the Kingdom while only knowing 
the law. 
 
You want me to forgive those who have wronged me? 
Turn the other cheek? 
Walk 2 miles, instead of the expected 1? 
Love my enemies, and pray for those who persecute me? 
 
But unlike me, Jesus has all the answers. And He gives us the 
answers in ways that we can understand. 
 
I didn't understand the forgiveness from my sins thing. It was 
probably what I struggled with most when returning to my faith. I am 
a people pleaser, so remembering all of my sin, when becoming 
friends with people who had lived their whole life for God, was 
crushing. 
 
And forget being a people pleaser, when you are faced with wanting 
to please a perfect God.  I wanted all He had to offer, but I had made 
mistakes. I wanted acceptance, but I had run so far. I wanted to be 
worthy, but I knew I wasn't enough. My sin had compiled, and I felt 
the weight of it. 
 
Things haven't changed much over the past 11 years. I still make 
mistakes, I still want all He has to offer, I still want Him to accept 
me, I still want to be worthy, I still want to be enough, and I am still 
a sinner and can still feel the weight of my sin. 



For I will forgive their iniquities and will remember their sins no 
more. Hebrews 8:12 
 
I remember the night everything began to make sense. I knew I 
needed forgiveness, but I couldn't understand how He could actually 
forgive me, after all I had done, after how far as I had run.  
 
I felt so much grief for my sin, I was probably feeling like Peter after 
he denied Jesus 3 times, and his eyes met the eyes of Jesus. Have 
His eyes ever met you in the midst of shame? Have you wanted to 
turn away from His gaze? 
 
That night, I felt shame. I asked for forgiveness, but as far as I could 
understand, a loving God couldn't love an imperfect me. 
 
When arriving to pick up my dog that night, she had been really bad 
at my parent's house. She ate part of their couch, and my mom was 
mad. She was really mad. And my response was probably how God 
was responding to me in that moment. 
 
But you will forgive her, because you love her.  
 
The forgiveness for my sins, was never based on what I had done. It 
was based on His love. There was nothing I could have done to earn 
His forgiveness. There is nothing I could take credit for, to have 
earned His grace. Yet, it was still there. It is still there. 
 
You have taken account of my wanderings. Put my tears in Your 
bottle—Are they not in Your book? Psalm 56:8 
 
Forgiveness, and grace are acts of love, it is a reflection of His 
character. And not only did He offer forgiveness of sin... 
 
He saw my tears, but forgot my sin. He still does. This truth has not 
changed. 



Have His eyes ever met your eyes in the midst of shame? Don't turn 
away.  
 
I am always reminded of the woman who bled for 12 years. She 
approached Jesus from behind to touch His robe. She knew that if 
she touched His robe she would be healed, and she was. I imagine 
that she approached Him from behind, because she carried shame. 
She just wanted healing, while carrying the fear of more rejection. 
 
The fear was evident when she came before Him trembling. But 
there would be no rejection here. He had searched the crowd to find 
her, to look at her and tell her Daughter, your faith has healed you. 
 
I will never fully comprehend this forgiveness thing. I will never 
fully comprehend that a perfect God will extend grace to imperfect 
people who strive to be enough. I will never understand that there is 
not a thing that we can do to deserve this love, yet He is still there 
willing to extend it to those who approach His throne with a 
confident hope in who He is. 
 
God, there is so much we don't understand about Your unfailing love, 
yet it is always there. There is so much we don't understand about 
Your Kingdom, but You are still on the throne. And although we can't 
comprehend Your grace, You still lavish it on us. Although there are 
things we will never fully understand, help our unbelief, continue to 
reveal to us Your way, in ways that we can understand. And may You 
find us, amazed by Your grace, changed by Your love, and full of 
gratitude because of who You are. In Jesus name, Amen. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
day 13 

reflection 
 
Is there something that you are afraid to 
approach God with? Write it down. Now take 
some time to approach Him with it, in faith, and 
in confidence that He will respond in love.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 
 

 


