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Seven For You – Shut In? No Problem – by Marcy Lytle  

If we’re going to have snow and/or ice, January or February is usually the month for us here in 
Texas.  In fact, if we have a thin layer of any of the cold or white stuff, our city shuts down, the 
store shelves are empty, and Austinites hunker down to enjoy the rare moment of winter we 
taste so little of…  However, many others experience multiple days or nights of where the 
weather is quite “frightful” and they’ve no place to go…except in.  And that can be a nightmare 
for those with kids or those who get bored easily, like I do. 

Here are seven extraordinary ideas to keep you having fun, even if you’re at home within 
nothing to do but twiddle your thumbs and stare at each other…all without turning on the 
television even once! 

1. Snowball Golf.  Take the tissue paper and sacks from gifts you’ve unwrapped and set 
up nine holes of “golf” throughout the house.  Use little and big sacks, small and large 
“balls” that you wad up from the paper.  Now hand each person an age-appropriate 
“snow ball” and take turns tossing them into the sacks that have been placed.  Keep 
score.  Let the older kids make the rules of play. Play again and again! 

2. Bake-off.  Let the baker in the bunch make a basic cookie dough.  Lay out at least 10 
odd ingredients from the pantry, and let the family decorate or add in 3 ingredients each, 
as they roll their cookies and place them on sheets to bake.  When they’re done, have a 
tasting table, and see which cookie(s) tasted the best – write down that recipe and file it 
away for keeps! 

3. Sketch it.  Hand each person paper and pen/pencils and have the entire family move 
from room to room, each sketching different things in the room.  Wait until the very end 
and share, guessing what room and what item it was that each one drew! 

4. Move it.  You’re probably tired of Christmas carols…but maybe not. Using your Itunes, 
Youtube, or whatever means of playing you have, and let each person pick a song.  
When their song is played, they move and choreograph to the music, while everyone 
else follows.  Laughter and fun, and bellyaches, are sure to ensue! 

5. Collage Fun.  Gather up the newspaper ads, magazines, brochures, or whatever you 
can find in your stash of papers, and give each person a piece of construction paper, 
glue, and scissors.  Go to work making a collage of things you love, words that describe 
you, etc. and glue them to the paper.  Later, you can have them laminated to use as 
placemats for dinner at home! 

6. Character Story.  Have each person find and bring to the family room three small items 
of their own, i.e. a toy character, a shoe, a piece of jewelry, etc.  Lay them in a pile in the 
center of the floor.  One person starts the story, then each person takes turn drawing 
from the pile to add that item and another part of the story…until the last person ends 
the story with the last item in the pile!  You might want to record this one! 

7. Classic I Spy – with a twist.  Everyone loves this game, where you each take turns 
spying something “green” or “sharp” or “yummy” and the rest of the family guesses what 
it is.  However, this time, make it a theme each time around.  For example, I Spy shapes, 
or I Spy things that start with the letter T, etc. 



These should keep you all occupied and brains churning and minds and bodies engaged, on 
any given day where the family is shut in, because of weather.  Who knows, maybe you’ll think 
of your own game to add to the list above, and hope for another bad weather day when the sun 
comes out and invites you to play! 



�

The Dressing – Warm and Cozy – by Marcy Lytle 

January is all about staying warm, isn’t it?  My niece and her husband recently moved to Alaska 
where it was -34 degrees this week!  I cannot even imagine what warm and cozy looks like 
there.  But here where I live, January is one of the coldest months.  Fires roar, the holidays are 
over, and we’re settled in to enjoying the cold while looking fashionable, too! 

My favorite things for staying cozy are hats, comfy coats, tights with dresses, stylish but feel-
good boots, cardigans for inside, scarves, and pj’s that make me smile.  Here are a few ideas 
for you, if you’ve got some Christmas gift cards to spend to make your winter warm and 
wonderful! 

A hat: Warm winter hats need to cover your ears, too.  And yes, they mess up your hair.  But if 
you’re going to be out in the cold, on a walk, and it’s windy, you’ve got to have coverage.  So 
you might as well look so cute as well!  Here’s a cute fuzzy beanie from Macy’s, for a price that 
won’t break your slim bank, now that it’s depleted from Christmas! 

A coat: Have you ever shopped at Burlington’s?  After all, it is a coat factory.  We found this 
cute coat, for cold weather, that has a lot of style.  Imagine wearing it with the beanie we just 
pictured.  You can always wear sweatshirts or big bulky jackets, but why not wear a coat that 
you can call a piece of your beautiful outfit?  You might not want to take it off, once you’re 
inside!   

A pair of tights:  Did you know there are fleece-lined tights?  These are super warm!  Look at 
this beautiful hue of gray that will go with most any dress you own!  Slip on your booties or knee 
boots, and you’re ready to shine and stay warm, as you head to work or play… These are from 
Target. 

A pair of boots:   This is a good time of year to buy these, as they’re most likely on sale.  The 
bikinis will be out soon, you know!  I love this black pair with some extra detailing, and I think 
these can be worn on into the spring, with dresses and crops.  But they can definitely be worn 
now as well, when your legs are covered in tights or warm pants, as they brighten up your lower 
half!  These are from Target, too! 

A cardigan:  An oversized cardigan, like this one from Target, is great over a plaid shirt or a 
turtleneck or a tshirt – and the keep you cozy and warm inside while you’re working.  I love to 
have several of these to keep with me at all times.  They cover, they’re cozy, and they’re cute – 
a perfect combo! 

A scarf:  Look at this reversible scarf from Nordstrom!  It’s a classic pattern and can be kept to 
wear year after year, over your coat, with a cardigan, or just on top of a button down shirt or tee.  
It will keep your neck warm and be the only accessory you’ll need to complete a multitude of 
outfits this winter! 



A pair of pajamas:  Doesn’t every woman need just one of these one-piece cozy sleepwear 
outfits?  They zip up and cover every ounce of your body, so that no shirt can ride up and 
expose your belly to the cold air around you while in bed, or lounging on the weekends.  These 
are so many different styles and patterns – check them out at Kohls! 

If you have these seven items in your winter wardrobe, and you buy them in a color hue of say 
gray, black and red – or whatever combo you like – you can grab one or all of them as you head 
out to enjoy the winter wonderland where you live.  Where I live, winter comes and goes, 
sometimes all within a week, and it doesn’t last as long as I’d like.  So I take advantage of the 
cold days we have and dress up for fun and fashion! 

 

 

 

 



Selah’s Style – Boys and Fashion – by Rachel Toalson (mother of 6 boys) 

When you're a boy, winter fashion doesn't actually mean anything different than summer 
fashion. Sure, the weather's a bit cooler and your son might prove a challenge to peel out of bed 
every morning because it's so much warmer under the covers than it is in the house. But that's 
where the difference stops, at least according to my boys. 

I've come to this conclusion because of the number of times they've tromped down the stairs 
with a sweater on their upper half and shorts on a lower half that ends in, that's right--flip flops.  

"It's cold outside. You might want to wear something warmer," I always say, to no avail. 

"I'm warm," they'll say.  

"Just wait until you get outside," I'll say. 

"I'll still be warm," they'll say. 

To which I'll reply nothing, because I'm a believer in natural consequences. Those natural 
consequences don't seem to do much, though, because the next morning we'll do the dance all 
over again. 
 
The other day, I told my two middle sons, who are 6 and 7 years old, that I wanted to do a photo 
shoot with them and they needed to dress up a little. I told them, "wear what you'd wear if you 
were doing a style shoot." They don't know what a style shoot is, but their eyes brightened and 
they raced to their closets to pull out their best material so they could ham it up for a few 
minutes. 

After it was all over, I asked them some tips on style and doing photo shoots. 

Photo 1: "Make sure you fold your arms across your chest," the 7-year-old said. "It makes you 
seem confident." 
I didn't even know he knew the word "confident." 

Photo 2: "Put your tie on like this," the 6-year-old said, demonstrating how his was not only 
backward but was also ringed around his neck rather than his collar. 

Photo 3: "It's important that the shirt is buttoned all the way to the top," the 7-year-old said. 
"Don't worry. It won't cut off your breath." 

Photo 4: "Make some eyes at the camera, like this," the 7-year-old said. 

Photo 5: "Can you get us doing a little dance, too?" the 6-year-old said. 

Photo 6: "Put your hands in your pockets and squint your eyes a little, too," the 7-year-old said. 
"What does that do?" I said. 
"I don't know," the 7-year-old said and did it anyway. 

Photo 7: "Get your secret handshake on camera," the 7-year-old said. 
"But then it wouldn't be secret anymore," I said. 
"It's not on video," the 7-year-old said. "Just one picture." 



 
I have evidence of every move, but some secrets aren't mine to give away--though, if you 
asked, he would probably tell you every step, in intricate detail, of the secret handshake. 

I used to care too much about what people thought about the way my boys dressed. I thought it 
said something about me. But what I've come to understand as they've grown into their own 
little people who have tastes and styles of their own is that embracing their individual quirky 
style--even if it is plaid shorts with a striped button-up shirt in the dead middle of winter--is yet 
another way I love them. It is yet another way I get to show them that they are acceptable, they 
are wonderful, they are enough. It is another way I get to learn how to love myself--that 6-year-
old who only wanted to wear fluffy pink dresses with bright red slippers--through them. 
 
They have permission to be who they are. 

Good thing, too, because today the 6-year-old woke up and decided he wanted to "dress nice," 
and by "dress nice," he meant a pair of khaki shorts (even though it's 54 degrees out), some 
raggedy tennis shoes, his black knee-high soccer socks, a plain red T-shirt and a cassette tape 
tie that had no collar to anchor it.  

He danced out the door into who he is. 
 
�



Bind it Or Loose It – Healthier Living? – by Erica Simmons and boys 

Oh January, the time of year after the holidays and we look back and say, “I can’t believe I ate 
all that food.”   I’m not one to jump in with New Year’s resolutions for weight loss, but I will focus 
this month on recipes that bring the caloric intake down a notch or two. I have made it a goal to 
cook more and healthier options for the boys. 

Crunchy Onion Barbecue Chicken – Bind It 

From Taste of Home Comfort Food Cookbook diet 

When I announced to my children that I was going to cook this, let’s just say the comments were 
not favorable. So I decided to cook it and take the leftovers for work and cook them a meatloaf.  
However, the ground beef did not have time to defrost so they were stuck eating the chicken, 
too. Not only did they eat it, they both at two helpings. Jeri never eats two helpings of anything 
lately. Jordan was really surprised with how good this chicken tasted as was I. So needless to 
say we will bind this one. 

Ingredients 

½ cup barbecue sauce 

1 1/3 cup French-fried onions, crushed 

¼ cup grated Parmesan cheese 

½ pepper 

4 boneless, skinless chicken breast halves (6 ounces each) 

Instructions 

I seasoned the breast with a little seasoning salt. 

 Place barbecue sauce in a shallow bowl. In another shallow bowl, combine onions, 
cheese and pepper. Dip both sides of chicken in barbecue sauce and one side in onion 
mixture. 

 Place chicken, crumb side up, on a baking sheet coated with cooking spray. Bake at 400 
for 22 to 27 minutes or until a meat thermometer reads 170 degrees. 

Sweet Potato Patties – Bind It 

Jordan had his first taste of sweet potato fries a couple weeks ago and wanted to make them at 
home. I wanting to do the healthier thing - not fry them. I recalled a video on Facebook lately 
that called for baking them, so off I went to Facebook to find the video. I did not find it, but came 
across this recipe that Jordan really liked, although he still prefers them fried. I too enjoyed the 
flavor and know that sweet potatoes are a healthier option.  

Ingredients 

2 medium sweet potatoes, sliced into ¼ inch thick strips (for fries, for patties, just slice them) 

2 tablespoons olive oil 

2 teaspoons paprika 



1 teaspoon garlic 

½ teaspoon ground cumin 

¼ teaspoon cayenne 

Instructions 

Preheat oven to 425. Line a large baking dish with parchment paper. 

Combine all ingredients in a large bowl. Season generously with salt and add pepper and toss 
until sweet potatoes are evenly coated. 

Cook 30 minutes turning halfway through. 

 

Fried Cabbage – Bind It 

We call this fried cabbage but a more accurate description is sautéed. True story, I thought 
cabbage was supposed to be brown when it is done. My mom overcooked this side dish all my 
life. I did not realize cabbage was not supposed to be that color until my high school cooking 
class. My color is off in this batch for two reasons:  1. Cabbage losing color from being in fridge 
2. I was using my cast iron skillet that cooks longer after heat is turned off.  Jordan prefers his 
cabbage with squash and was none too happy not to have his favorite combo of veggies. 

Ingredients 

Cabbage 

Onions the amount depends on how much you like them. We love them. We used to joke that 
our mom put cabbage in her onions when we were younger. 

Oil (of your choice), but the tradition in our house is bacon grease.  However, a healthier option 
is olive oil or canola. 

Instructions 

Shred cabbage as thick or thin as you prefer. Rinse well. 

In a skillet, heat oil, add half of onions cook a few minutes, add cabbage and remaining onions. 
Let cook until desired tenderness. 

 



Tried and True – Banish the Blues – by Marcy Lytle 

Maybe you’re glad Christmas and the holidays are over.  Maybe you’re excited to get back to 
the normal routine, put away the decorations, and go back to normal living without the hoopla of 
the season. However, for many people, the blues settle in after the presents are unwrapped, the 
family leaves, the lights and decorations are put away, and the house is empty and drab and 
cold.  January comes with cold temps, nothing on the calendar, and a multitude of clean-ups 
and dull weekends ahead.  It’s sort of a big let-down and we are not happy to get back to the 
mundane. 

So…why not consider these ideas of banishing the blues this month!  Sure, you can do chores, 
organize the garage, and jumpstart the New Year with lists and lists of projects to start and 
accomplish.  But before you do all of those tiring jobs…ease out of the Hallmark movie nights 
into the work-til-you-drop days with a few fun ideas to make January anything but boring. 

1. Read.  Whatever you like, whether it be magazines, novels, thrillers, inspiration, etc. 
purchase something new and carve out a time for everyone to sit by the fire and read.  
Stop periodically, and share what you’ve read and why you are enjoying it.  Do this for a 
couple of hours, stopping four times, and see if it’s not fun! 

2. “Jam” it.  Invite a few friends, or just do this with your family.  Make a lot of biscuits with 
all sorts of toppings available – including gravy, cheese and bacon – and all sorts of 
jams and butters.  Then ask each person to share their favorite song while you “jam” 
together. 

3. Plan a vacation.  Pull out the maps, get on line, make wishes, and start planning now 
for that summer trip.  Pick a destination and start googling so that you can find things to 
do, and get those who can go super pumped and excited.  Purchase a binder to start 
now, storing all of the info, as you find major attractions you won’t want to miss! 

4. Movie marathon.  Netflix, Red Box, at the theater, however your family rolls, make a 
long day of movies.  Maybe mix it up and go to the theater AND watch some at home.  
Let everyone think of a fun snack to have available and on hand.  This one might be just 
the thing for a bad weather day, when everyone is home and indoors. 

5. Games galore.  When’s the last time you pulled out a board game, a stack of cards, or 
any other game for that matter?  Set up a few tables, and place different games out for 
family members to play.  Or…hit Barnes and Nobles where lots of things are on sale, 
and buy a brand new game to start a family tradition – OR put together a jigsaw puzzle 
instead. 

6. Shop the sales.  I know some are tired of shopping.  However, I think it’s so fun to 
purchase bags and boxes and wrap, decorations and stocking stuffers, and anything 
else that’s on sale 70-90% off.  So if you’ve got shopaholics in the family, this would be a 
fun activity for them. 

7. Snow day.  This is a day when the whole family gets outside and builds a snowman – 
together.  However, that rarely happens where I live.  And I mean hardly ever!  So for a 
Texas style snow day, make snow cones, watch a movie about snow, eat white snacks 
like popcorn and white chocolate, and build “snowmen” in your yard with twigs, toilet 
paper, and rocks. 



There’s no reason to be blue this January.  It’s the start of a New Year, and no one says you 
have to dive right in on January 1 with work, work, work.  Take your time, enjoy a few more fun 
activities, and let February arrive soon enough… 
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Practical Parenting – Teach Them to Clean – by Marcy Lytle 

I was watching my daughter’s two little boys the other day, while she took her third to the doctor.  
There was a pile of clean clothes on one of the beds, and the oldest – age 5 – helped me put 
them away.  It was quite fun for both of us!  We talked, I taught, he learned, and we got the job 
done – without a fuss.  In fact, I’d say we both enjoyed it! 

Here’s how it went down: 

I told him we would first separate the clothes into categories. He didn’t know what “categories” 
were until I explained that we would sort pajamas, tops, bottoms, underwear and socks, and by 
person. He liked that.  We would make piles. 

As I picked up each item, he told me who it belonged to, and what pile it went in.  We soon had 
several growing stacks of clothes, and he even placed the piles in order – his being the first on 
the right (since he was the oldest), his sister in the middle (because she was born after him), 
and his little brother’s pile on the left (since he was his little brother.)   

Next, I showed him how to pair up the socks and fold them into a ball, and he learned quickly 
and had fun sorting and connecting them.  Of course, the little brother picked up the socks and 
threw them across the room, but that was okay.  It made the game of cleaning fun…and funny. 

Finally, Gideon told me he knew how to put clothes on hangers but he couldn’t hang them 
(because the rod was too tall), so I got down hangers for him, and he hung his shirts – one by 
one – and handed them to me.  He told me where each item went.  I was able to hang about 
four to his one, so I got all of the other items placed, while he hung and handed.  He felt proud. 

We also put away the other piles that went into bins in the closet, and Gideon loved that I asked 
him where each pile went, as he opened the drawers and showed me. 

What I learned, and remembered, that day was that kids want to help, we can make it a game 
and involve them so that they don’t feel like we’re always cleaning and not connecting, and even 
the littles ones that make a mess while we’re cleaning add to the fun. 

We got all of the clothes put away, and when Mommy arrived back home, guess what Gideon 
did? 

He took her hand and escorted her into the closet to show her where everything was put away, 
neatly and in order – and how he helped! 

My takeaway from that day: 

 Kids like to help 
 They take pride in a job well done 
 We can learn patience and offer affirmation 
 Cleaning doesn’t have to be a “chore” 
 The laundry monster can be tamed 



Be encouraged to try new ways and ideas to teach your kids to clean, while making it all about 
learning and having a good time being together, accomplishing something “neat!” 

 

 



I Don’t Do Teenagers – School Again? – by Marcy Lytle 

Going back to school after the holidays and getting back into the routine of early rising, 
homework lists, and early to bed, is so hard for many families.  The fun days of sleeping in, 
chilling in front of the television, and hanging with friends is abruptly over and it’s back to the 
books.  I remember being glad my kids were going back to their routines, but they weren’t 
glad…at all.  They were sad and sullen, and sorry that the Christmas break was over. 

When a new semester starts, especially the one in January, it’s a good time for assessment of 
schedules by the family…but especially with our teens.  What was working last semester, and 
what wasn’t?  Which classes need a little more study time?  Which friends are weighing us 
down and how can we change that?  Which extracurricular activities are fun, and which ones 
are time wasters?  Perhaps, sitting down for an evening of discussion and plans might make the 
transition back in January a bit easier, and maybe even something we all look forward to! 

Questions to ask your teen, and answer them together: 

1. What did you like most about the fall semester and your schedule?  Is there anything 
you’d like to change? (They might want to add in a music lesson and omit a sports team, 
etc.) 

2. Which classes did you struggle with the most?  What do you think we can do to improve 
your grades in that subject? (Discuss possible tutoring, or less TV time at night, or being 
brave enough to ask the teacher for help.) 

3. Think about your friends and which ones encourage you, and which ones discourage 
you.  Let’s pray for those who are trouble, and ask God for ways to bless them.  
(Encourage your son/daughter to be inclusive of everyone but careful to only follow 
Christ.) 

4. Which activities outside of school are your favorites?  Do you think we are too busy?  
Are you having enough time for spiritual growth, i.e. youth group and personal study 
time? 

5. What’s your hardest personal struggle at this time? (Allow your teen to answer anything 
at all, and be careful not to judge, but just to listen.) How can I help or get you help? 

6. What do you dread most about this spring semester? (Pray with them about each 
obstacle or fear.) 

7. How can I, your parent, help you the most?  (Encourage your teen that you are for them, 
you are praying for them, and you are there for them…) 

So often, we think our teens just want to hibernate in their rooms when they’re home.  
Sometimes, that’s true.  But if we call them out to a genuine listening time, to hear their hearts, 
and offer a hand up, they might just emerge a little more often.  And we might gain insight into 
these beautiful adults our kids are becoming… 

Entrust your kids to Him, pray often, listen more, and be there in spirit and in truth…always. 

Happy 2017…to you and your teens. 



Everything Home - Red Flowers – by Mikaela  Cain 

I thought about resurfacing an old article this month because I don’t have anything new. I spent 
more time with friends than I did decorating the house. In fact, the only new décor in my home 
are red flowers a friend brought over during a tea party I hosted. They have lasted weeks, 
sucking up all the water in the vase twice without wilting! Their beauty reminded me that a 
house is not a home without friends.  

That sense of hospitality hasn’t always been the case for me since moving into our duplex two 
years ago. I struggled with feeling embarrassed about the way we lived—that our couch wasn’t 
from IKEA, our duplex wasn’t a house, and our dishes had some chips. I had never struggled 
with that before a few years ago.  

When we were newly-graduated college students, and ministry students, no one cared that we 
lived in an apartment or picked a couch up by the side of the road. In fact, we might be 
commended for the find. But, as we slipped into our mid-and-late 20’s, everything changed. 20’s 
are difficult years. Our careers and families start at such different paces. It reminds me of a fun-
run, a race for charity. When we start, everyone is together. But, as the feet turn into miles, the 
paces change, and the differences in pace become more and more exaggerated. It isn’t right or 
wrong to run or walk or gallop or crawl, but when the discrepancy starts, it can feel a bit 
awkward.  

I think it’s similar with twenty-somethings. We started at the same place just years ago. We 
were graduating high school, or college. Now, a few mile markers down, and we see our friends 
living at vastly different paces than we are, in terms of family, work, home, community, spiritual 
walk and dreams.  

This summer, Grant and I sat by a pool (we snuck into a friend’s apartment) and talked about 
how good our life was, even though we had a hard time just enjoying it. We were truly satisfied 
with the pace of our life, the way our family looks, and our workloads. But, when we visited 
friends who are younger and wealthier, or our age with five kids already, we lost that peace. We 
lost peace when we started looking at other people’s paths, and stopped looking ahead in our 
own. Once we opened our eyes to seeing others as better than ourselves, we also opened our 
eyes to seeing others as “less than,” and that is equally unhealthy. It was difficult to have self-
acceptance or to connect well with our peers when we struggled with feeling ahead or behind 
them in life. 

We decided to make a stand against this narrow-viewed comparison, and live contently. 

The enemy lies to us by telling us other’s paths are better, when others are just like us. They 
struggle, they enjoy life’s simple pleasures, they have good times and bad. When we can see 
this, it’s easy to accept our own path, our own house, and live in the freedom of contentment. 

Of course, the greatest key to contentment is to trust God is good. Psalm says that He has set 
our boundaries (our path) in pleasant places (Psalm 16:16). If we truly trust Him, and believe 
that whatever we have or don’t have He is for us and it’s going to work out, then we can grow in 
acceptance, which is a breeding ground for enjoyment.  



I chose not to work on my home this month to spend more time with friends, and I don’t regret it. 
In fact, they graced my home with their presence, making it even more beautiful than before. 

 



Life as We Know It – Encased…then Set Free – by Erica Simmons 

The Brokenness 

I have spent the last few months in a dark place. My heart was discontent with God about all the 
hurt in the world. I questioned His creation of us, I questioned the existence of my own children 
and whether or not I would have them if I could go back and do it over. The latter is not because 
I don’t love them, but to save and protect them from the pain of life and if I am totally truthful, to 
save me from the disappointments and the difficulty of just how hard parenting has been for me 
at times. The difficulty of parenting was made all the more difficult when I made the conscious 
decision to remain single and make raising my boys my only focus. A decision I now know had 
its roots in the brokenness of my life and its impact has created my life as I know it. 

The Past 

As a child from a family of seven, I craved attention from my parents, but at some point realized 
that was a luxury I would not get. This was not because my parents did not love me. They did, 
but I guess in a family of seven, children’s needs sometimes get lost in the chaos of daily living. 
I was a very sensitive child and somewhere along the way I developed this idea that I was not 
wanted.  As a result, I became very cautious of my actions and behaviors. I did not want to do 
anything that would make my parents give me away. I was determined to NEVER be a problem 
to my parents. So I got good grades, I stayed out of the way and I ALWAYS did what my 
parents expected me to do. This behavior created the opposite effect that my heart wanted of 
having my parent’s attention and lead to the comment I believe was the catalyst to my 
brokenness. It was a simple comment, one that was benign and meant as a compliment 
towards me. I can’t remember the setting, only the words my mom said,  

“I don’t ever have to worry about Erica.”  

Words said by her with pride in her voice became the words that encased me in world of 
isolation, loneliness and an independence in which I still live. Me in the brokenness.  

The Present 

This was supposed to be my article for last month, but reliving the hurt of that moment led to me 
crying (no, bawling) about the little girl lost. I howled like an animal in pain, so great was the 
flood of feelings coming back to me. My boys did not know what to do, they had never 
witnessed their mom in such a state, not even after the death of my dad. So overwhelmed was I 
that I put this story away and wrote my story about my annual cat and mouse game with my 
boys and their gifts. Not sure if I was ever going to finish this story, and I could not, but my 
Heavenly Father did. 

You see, I was looking at my failures and struggles of parenting as a symptom of the 
brokenness I experienced in my childhood. I shared only one incident, but throughout the years 
there were others, others before that moment and others after. The ones before paving the way 
and the ones after affirming over and over again in a young girl’s head and heart the message, 
“You have to take care of yourself. No one else will or is going to.”  

It was in this state of raw openness and pain, a few days later, that I contacted a friend. The 
phone call was for something completely unrelated and really had to do with needing her 
husband’s help. As we were finishing up the reason for the call she asked one simple question, 



“How are you doing?” So I shared with her the situation that I was in the midst of dealing with in 
regards to Jordan. We talked for a while and she said something to me that ultimately provided 
the ending to this story. She told me, “You’re such a good mom.” It is not the first time I had 
been told that, but it prompted me to share what I have felt so often after others have said the 
same thing to me. I felt like a fraud, with the struggles of my children and me as a parent. How 
could I be a good mom? The answer blew me away and gave me the greatest hope and dare 
say I pride. She told me what makes me a good mom is not all the stuff that my boys have 
done, but I am a good mom because I stand with them, hold them accountable and teach them 
how to deal and live the right way. I ended the phone call by telling her that I thought I was 
calling for the one thing, but God had another purpose for the call. 

The Future 

So parents, single or otherwise, we will not have perfect children and they are going to do things 
we may not ever expect them to do. But what will set us free, and ultimately our children as well, 
is how we teach them to deal with these things. So my title, even though it may look like a 
mistake, is not. I no longer look at my life and the hard times I have, or even may go through, as 
leaving me in the brokenness. Rather I stand in awe of what my Father in heaven has 
accomplished from the brokenness. And I look forward to what He will do�next as I’m set free…�



A Night to Remember – Hot Drinks, Anyone? – by Marcy Lytle 

Hot drinks in January are so fun for the family time together.  And sipping on hot cider or hot 
cocoa is only enjoyable when it’s cold outside, so why not incorporate this fun tasty activity into 
our family devotional this month?  Warming up with a drink, when it’s so cold and frigid outside, 
does a body – and a soul – loads of good.  And just what would that look like if we offered 
“warm sips” to our friends and neighbors? 

Preparation:  Each drink recipe is listed below.  Just be sure the drinks are warm and not 
scalding, for little ones.  Set out a special cup (small ones because there are five drinks!)  for 
each person, and make it a true night to remember, as you gather for your devotional, by the 
fire.  You will need:  On the stove – warm cider, hot chocolate, and orange juice barely 
simmering, caramels, whipped cream,  ground cloves, lemon quarters, cinnamon sticks, 
peppermint sticks (the old fashioned kind that are more porous are the best), whole lemons, 
milk chocolate, peanut butter and spoons!  Most of these things you’ll have around the house 
already! 

Hot Apple Cider – Heat some apple cider on the stove, and pour a warm cup for each person 
participating. Stir in a teaspoon of caramel and top with whipped cream.   

Apple cider is sweet, and the added caramel makes it over the top, and the whipped cream is 
an added bonus!  How can we be a sweet taste to our friends and neighbors this year?  (Let the 
kids answer with things like kindness, offering to pray for them, words of encouragement, etc.) 

Hot Wassail – Warm up orange juice and pour into cups.  Let them pinch in a bit of ground 
cloves, a squeeze of lemon, and stir it with a cinnamon stick.   

Did you know the origin of the word “wassail” means “good health?”  Stop and pray for those 
who need good health in their bodies this year. 

Peppermint Hot Chocolate – Make your own mix of hot cocoa and provide peppermint sticks 
for stirring.  

Peppermint sticks are red and white, and they are quite refreshing, aren’t they!  They remind us 
of the blood Jesus spilled for our sin, so that we are forgiven for all we have done that 
displeasing to Him and to others.  Pray for God to help you forgive anyone in your family or 
among your friends who have hurt you, and give your chocolate another stir when you’ve 
prayed! 

Lemony Stickit – Use the same peppermint sticks and a lemon for this next drink!  Parents, cut 
a tiny slit deep into a lemon for each person.  Insert the peppermint stick and let the kids use it 
as a straw.  It’s so fun and delicious to sip the tart lemon through the straw of the peppermint! 
The flavors meld together so nicely! 

Sometimes life and people seem sour to us, much like a big squeeze of lemon in our eyes.  But 
with God as our Father, he takes the sour things in life and turns them into something quite 



tasty!  Pray for the sour people and the sour experiences you’ve had this past year, and ask 
God to insert his stick of love to make life tasty again! 

Peanut Butter Hot Chocolate – Pour a bit more of the hot cocoa into the cups, stir in a small 
bit of milk chocolate and peanut butter, and you’ve got yourself a decadent drink for all! 

Peanut butter and chocolate – a mix made in heaven – right?  They just go together so well, and 
they are so good in candy, in drinks, or even just a spoon of peanut butter dipped in chocolate 
chips! 

Spend the last part of your time together thanking God for friends and family that go together so 
well like this wonderful mix of peanut butter and chocolate.  Ask God to bless them, keep them, 
provide for them, and make himself known to them in greater ways this year. 

 

 



The Family Practice – A Legacy of Worth – by Rachel Toalson 
 
Our oldest has been struggling. And by struggling, I mean lashing out, with both words and 
hands, and the person he lashes the hardest is himself. 
 
It’s a complicated thing. He’s a boy who deals with anxiety and even a bit of depression, though 
he is only 9. It runs in the family, which makes its hold tangled and tight.  
 
I can handle his outbursts, for the most part. But the words that leave me breathless are the 
ones he has taken up with lately: “I should never have been born. I have nothing to offer.” 
 
I know these words intimately. I believed them myself, back when I was a child. 
 
Self-esteem is a tricky thing. On the one hand, you don’t want your children to have too much of 
it and, on the other, you’re afraid that maybe they don’t have enough. There are circumstances 
that can break us, of course. I had a father who left. It whispered things to me that no child, no 
little girl, should ever have to hear. But there are also chemical and physical and cerebral things 
that impact what we believe about who we are.  
 
When I became a parent, I wanted to make sure that I never left my children a legacy that made 
them wonder about their worth in the world, in our family, in my heart. But sometimes it is out of 
our control. Sometimes they are tired and cranky. Sometimes we are tired and cranky. 
 
There are days when my children are losing their minds and someone is trying to ride a 
skateboard down the stairs because they think it would be “fun” and another just hauls off and 
hits his brother right between the eyes and two more run out the front door without even asking, 
even though they know they’re too young to be out there without supervision. I want to say 
exactly what’s on my mind—which is that they are completely selfish human beings who give no 
thought to anyone else in the world, least of all me. Don’t they know how inconvenient all of this 
is? Don’t they know that I have things to do? 
 
But I know what words can do, because I have been shaking off their weight for half a lifetime, 
and I don’t want to be that burden to my children. So I bite my tongue, address what needs 
addressing and hope they can see my love despite my annoyed tone of voice. 
 
I am so afraid of damaging them. I breathe deep and often. I remain silent when I feel the yelling 
words choking the back of my throat. I filter. I lock myself in a bathroom. 
 
One of my family’s values is to practice humility. When I was younger, I thought humility meant 
never feeling pride in the things I do or who I am. I know better now. Humility is feeling secure in 
who you are. It’s not acting as though you’re better than other people. It’s believing you are 
worthy, like everyone else. 
 
That’s where I went wrong. I could never believe I was worthy, and so I could never 
practice true humility. And now, trying to teach this principle to my sons feels a little confusing. 
Most of them know their worth. One of them falters in this knowing. He can’t quite seem to wrap 
his mind around it in his weak moments. 
 
So how do we leave a legacy of worth for our children so that they learn to be humble? 
 
We watch our tone, we take care with our words, and we make our actions match our principles 



and values. It’s not easy, the every-single-day of it, because the truth is, sometimes I wish they 
were different. Easier, maybe. Less argumentative. Less creative sometimes. Yeah, easier. 
 
But they are exactly who they were meant to be. They are exactly the children we were meant 
to have. They are valuable and wonderful and challenging and, most of all, they are worthy. 
They are enough. 
 
This is who they are. 
 
I spent years of my life wasting time and breath on apologizing for who I was, trying to be 
something completely different, because I did not believe that the me who stood before a mirror 
or before a room of journalists or before a group of graduating seniors was enough.  
 
And because I don’t want that for my children, I take my boy by the hand tonight. I wrap my 
arms around him. I stroke his hair. I say, “You are a gift. You are strong. You are kind. You are 
courageous. You are my son.” And then I pause a minute, because there is more, but I want 
these words to sink in. And when I think they have, I move on. “This is who you are,” I say. 
 
How to reaffirm the worth of children: 
 
1. Make it a ritual. Every year on their birthday, tell your child the story of his birth. Tell her what 
she means to your family. Tell him all the reasons you’re thankful he is alive. Pray a blessing 
over her at the close of the day. Speak life into his heart.  
 
2. Regularly assess strengths and weaknesses. Part of feeling worthy and good enough 
happens when we call out the strengths in our children. It also happens when we allow them to 
voice what they feel are their weaknesses and we create a plan to help them turn those 
weaknesses into strengths. So make a regular time in your month or quarter or year where 
strengths and weaknesses are assessed. It’s a good practice for adults, too. 
 
3. Develop silly mantras. One of our mantras around our house is “We clean up together until 
it is done. We clean up together and shine like the sun.” When we chant this during after-dinner 
chores, it’s a reminder to our children that we cannot do everything alone. We need each other. 
When children feel needed in a family, they feel more grounded in their worth. Make them work. 
They are vital to the way the family functions. 
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Healthy Habits – Why New is Healthy – by Marcy Lytle 

There is nostalgia and comfort in some things that are old, and that’s why antique fairs thrive.  
We want something with history, something ancient and of value, or…something old that we can 
make new again.  Old things have their place, but some old things need to go.  Because… 

Old food stinks. 

Old cars break down. 

Old soil needs nutrients. 

Old feet get tired. 

Old news is uninteresting. 

Old toys are outgrown. 

Old material becomes rotten. 

There’s something to be said for newness, and something more to be said for what newness 
does for the body, soul, and spirit! 

2017 is here, and what are you going to try that is new?  Here are a few ideas that might just 
make you smile, lift your spirits, and add years to your life: 

Try a new type of food – Asian, Thai, Indian, etc. – even if you have sworn it off before as 
being something you’ll never eat.  Dare to expand your taste buds this year and see what you 
discover.   

Try making something old new again – like a piece of furniture, your old jalopy you still have 
to drive, a mirror or frame you inherited.  Get your creative juices flowing and see if you don’t 
perk up with purpose in 2017. 

Try planting a garden – even if it’s small in one pot or an expansive garden in a large piece of 
ground.  Dig up the soil, read about your growing zone, and decide on producing your faves – 
maybe herbs for cooking and smelling – or just a pot of mint for pinching and flavor! 

Try a new pair of shoes – something daring, or something completely comfortable, or 
something from that store you’ve always wanted to frequent but haven’t.  New shoes that fit and 
feel good really put a skip in your step. 

Try spreading good news – instead of becoming depressed over current news, or past 
reported failures, or disasters, or spreading of disease.  Make it a point to share something good 
about each day you live, and ask others about the good parts of their day, as well.  You’ll both 
smile! 



Try out a new toy – for yourself!  Maybe you’ve wanted an immersion blender, that cute 
popcorn maker, a phone case you saw on the internet, or a new purse adornment you saw at 
the Christmas sales.  Go on – buy it!  Try it! 

Try a new style – no matter your age.  Find a friend, peruse a magazine, go shopping in new 
stores and observe, make notes, take photos.  Put together a new outfit with accessories, too.  
It doesn’t have to be expensive, as just even one piece can make an outfit new again.  Get out 
of those sweatpants, over-worn pajamas, or outdated jeans – and dress up for him, for you, for 
your health! 

New is fun. 

New is necessary. 

New is nice. 

Happy 2017! 



Under the Influence – I Want In – by Marcy Lytle 

You’re about to head out the door, only you remember you’ve got to pay that bill online.  So you 
sit down and log in.  Darn login, it requires you to be so precise.  And you’re in a hurry and keep 
typing incorrect characters, and then you’re told on the screen in a big red font that the combo 
you just typed in isn’t working. 

You now look at the time and you are completely agitated because you’re not sure where you 
wrote down the password, the last time you forgot it.  Oh yes, it’s on that list in that file…over 
there.  You get up and you search and you find it.   

Back to the laptop to type it in, but you’re still in a hurry and your fingers won’t do you justice, 
until finally…you get it typed in perfectly.  And there you’re told to confirm it.   Darn login,  

“Why do I need to confirm? I just typed it in!” 

But you do, because that’s how logins work.   They’re for your protection, although at the 
moment you don’t want to be protected, you just want to get on the site and pay the stupid bill! 

Does the above scenario sound familiar…at all?   

We all know that the computer, websites, any sort of social media and other parts of our cyber 
world require logins, passwords that are specific and unique and non-hackable, and yet…we 
hate them, we despise the preciseness that they require…when we’re in a hurry and we just 
want in.   

Won’t somebody please let us in? 

I woke up thinking about this, just this morning.  I was hiding my phone under the sheets to 
check a website, so that I wouldn’t wake my husband with the light of my device that is attached 
to me at the hip.  I was trying to be still and quiet and login, and I took my time – oh so carefully 
– to type in the letters and characters perfectly.  And I did it! I was in! 

I thought how that we live and breathe and work in that kind of world, where preciseness is 
required, because computers are made that way.  One period, one comma, one letter typed 
incorrectly, and we can’t unlock or view anything at all.  We must have the code or the combo 
that we used when we set up the site in the first place.  We live with this reality, because we 
have to.   

However…God requires that same sort of preciseness – holiness if you want to call it that – and 
we buck every time.   

Why does he require mercy toward others? 

Why can’t we get on his good side by works, instead of faith? 

Why are we constantly failing to learn lessons? 

Why is pain part of the process of entering into peace? 



Why am I dealing with that issue again?  Can’t I just forget about it? 

God is holy.  He can’t change that, and we wouldn’t want him to.  And he requires perfection in 
order to have relationship with us, not because he’s a harsh Father, but because he’s holy.  
He’s perfect.  He always has been and always will be.  And he desires us to be holy.  Not 
because he’s mean, but because he wants to share every part of himself with us so that we can 
enjoy “the riches” of his grace. 

His password is Jesus.  There’s no other way, and no other name.  It’s five simple letters J-e-s-
u-s with an added character of “belief” – and then we’re in.  That seems so simple that we 
wouldn’t need to write it down or commit it to memory, but we still do forget it when we’re in a 
mess.   

 We forget that when others wrong us and hurt us and shame us, mercy and forgiveness 
(Jesus) is the login for healing for aching hearts. 

 We forget that he requires simple faith, like a mustard seed, and sometimes that faith is 
tucked way back behind lots of disappointments, but he requires that we find it and use 
it, and type it in… 

 We dismiss the importance of a walk with him daily, calling out his name “Jesus” often, 
as we stumble and get up again – reaching for his hand that’s always there – the hand of 
the password. 

 We don’t like it, and it’s a “pain” to experience pain – those things that produce patience, 
love and joy – but we must realize that he suffered…and we will suffer…but we will 
conquer. 

 We don’t want to re-type, get it right, look it up, and confirm it again…but he tests us, he 
tries us, and he proves us so that we never ever forget the password – his son Jesus – 
with the added click of faith. 

Maybe it’s a silly analogy, but I stopped and thought about it this morning.  I had to type in my 
password just to get on and type this article.  I’ll have to type in a password to get onto the 
THYME website in order to post this story for you to read. And you’ll have to login to read it. 

Passwords are here to stay, and we may as well commit them to memory, write them down, and 
learn to be patient in the process of using them, because it’s how we get in…to a world we need 
to see. 

Jesus.  He’s the way, the truth, and the life.  He’s how we get into holiness, into loving others, 
into living a life pleasing to God, our father, and into eternal life where the Perfect One waits for 
his children to arrive without imperfections…because they know the Password. 

�



Strengthening Your Core - Baked and Set – by Marcy Lytle 

I know you’ve all done this.  You are in a hurry and you clean up, place the silverware in the 
dishwasher, turn it on…and later unload…maybe days later.  And there they are.  That spoon 
and knife with hardened food attached to them like super glue, all because you didn’t take the 
time to rinse properly before applying the heat of the dishwasher.  And with much frustration, 
you place those two items in soapy water and allow them to soften, before you place them clean 
and fresh in the drawer where they belong, so they can be used again.   Or…you don’t see that 
hardened gunk, and when you start to eat dinner at night you pull out the knife…only to be 
grossed out at the peanut butter that is now peanut clay! 

I had this happen just this morning, and it took some hard scraping to remove whatever it was 
that was stuck on that knife, because the heat of the dishwasher solidified it into what 
resembled stone! 

Sometimes I think about things and how they relate to my own heart.  I know that I have 
attitudes that God is working on, ever so gently, with his rinse-and-wipe procedure of love and 
kindness, if I’ll be still long enough to let him clean me thoroughly.   But sometimes, I jump right 
out of his tender care into the heat of the day, the pressures of life, before I’m really properly 
prepared.  And that heat, and those pressures, only press me harder so that next time I come 
before Him, he’s got even more work to do.  More scrubbing, more undoing, and more 
softening…of my heart…has to take place. 

I don’t like to sit still.  I never have.  I used to get in trouble when sleeping with my mom on 
vacations for not being still and going to sleep.  I’m an active person.  But being still is 
something God requires, so that he can do his work in us. 

 He can’t heal our broken hearts if we’re constantly running around soothing ourselves by 
other means. 

 He can’t remove bitterness that’s been baked and set over years, if we get up and move 
each time he whispers his gentle love that softens and removes. 

 He can’t change our foul attitudes if we’re jumping up to run after everything that irritates 
us or interests us so that we can defend ourselves. 

I get in a hurry when I’m cleaning dishes.  I don’t like to soak, to scrape, or even to run hot water 
over baked on food.  I’d rather run the items under a quick rinse of water and place them away 
in the dishwasher, out of sight.  I then am happy to turn the knob and return later to my perfectly 
clean plates, pots, and utensils.  Only, when I get in too big of a hurry, I sometimes have to re-
clean, re-wash, re-scrape, and I end up spending my time anyway – only this time I’m angry! 

Jesus is always conforming us to his image so that we can be used effectively for his glory, in 
this world.  We can’t be used if we’re disgusting to those who look on us, if we’re covered with 
baked-on leftover gunk, and if we’re unfit for a table set for guests. 

If we allow him to wash and cleanse and run us under his awesome pure water, we will then go 
through the hard heated process of life and emerge shiny and usable and clean. 



If we jump and squirm and run into the heat without the good cleansing, we’re likely to emerge 
unfit, disgusting and a hard case to handle – and totally unusable for anything but another 
soaking. 

I know this might be a silly analogy, but I know lots of people, including myself, who are 
continually in the rinse and repeat process because they keep escaping and running. 

That knife and spoon this morning made me sick to my stomach, because it’s just downright 
nasty to think of using a dirty utensil to eat a nice meal.  And I was mad at myself for not rinsing 
properly in the first place. 

Those two utensils had to soak, and they’re now back in the heat, hopefully to emerge shiny 
and new once again – fit to be used and enjoyed.�
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Beauty for Ashes – Knowledge is Not Enough – by Pam Charro 
 
Sometimes I feel so alone in my battles.  Don't get me wrong, I know what the Bible says,  

 
"Never will I leave you; never will I forsake you." 

(Hebrews 13) 
 
God is always with me.  But, in real life battles, it doesn't always feel that way.  I've been 
through some seriously long and painful trials where it doesn't even appear that God hears or 
cares. 
 
I was struggling with such a feeling recently, and I asked the Lord,  
 
"I know you are aware of what is going on, and that you are always with me.  But what good is 
that when you won't fight for me?" 
 
Do you ever find the courage to ask God a big question like that and then duck and look upward 
for the lightning bolt to hit you?  That was pretty much what I did.  I knew I shouldn't feel that 
way about God, but I did.  And I wasn't sure what he was going to say in response. 
 
But I actually got the feeling that he appreciated my honesty.  I guess he knew I felt that way, 
anyway, and there wasn't much point in me hiding it from him (if that were even possible).  I 
guess it's often the case that when I'm honest with God, I'm actually giving myself an 
opportunity to be honest with myself; then those big knots can finally start to get untangled.  So I 
waited to see what he would say. 
 
What he said was,  
 
"Pam, knowing that I am with you is important, but it isn't enough by itself.  That is head 
knowledge, and what you need is to experience my presence.  When you actually sit with me 
and take your time investing in our relationship, you will see the power in me being with you.  It 
is only then that you will see how small your pain is in comparison to my presence.  It is then 
that you will be lifted above what is temporary and will truly be able to appreciate what is 
eternal." 
 
Does that mean I will always get everything fixed in my own timing?   
 
Not at all.  And I need to submit to that.  But when I allow myself to truly experience his 
presence instead of just knowing he is with me, I don't even really feel the need for my 
temporary trials to end.  I can just let him make my life into whatever he chooses, knowing that 
bringing him glory, whatever the cost, is nothing but honor and joy. 
�



Created for Life - Can I Just Start Over? – by Ginny Hurley 
 
The age old question that each of us wants to know after we have made a mistake, or 
bungled something important is, “Can I just start over?”  Is there a way out of this 
situation?  Our other questions go something like this: 
 
Can we do this again?   
Will you give me another chance?   
Is there a redo?  
Is this final?   
Where did that come from? 
 
Then our statements go along with it like this: 
 
If I had only known… 
I didn’t mean to… 
I didn’t hear the whistle… 
I didn’t do my homework… 
I didn’t mean to say that… 
No one gave me instructions… 
I didn’t see it coming… 
 
Multitudinous situations and relationships teeter on the edge of these questions!  Our 
performance and reputation are on the line here.  Sometimes our very lives! 
 
I have an answer for you.  YES!  We can start over!  We can do it again!  That is part of 
the incredibly perfect gift of the gospel.  We get to start our lives over and be reborn!  
Jesus wipes out all of our past sins and even the ones we haven’t done yet.  He placed 
Himself on the cross so we could be born again into a whole new Kingdom; a Kingdom 
of freedom to fail, freedom to be who He created us to be!   
 
Every day we can awaken to a fresh start!  It is new every morning!  His faithfulness, 
mercy, and grace have already provided the way!  It began at Creation, and culminated 
at the cross and resurrection.  We get to do it again!   
 
Many came to Jesus and liked His words.  Many came asking questions.  The church 
people memorized the Book, but only those who realized Jesus was a NEW 
BEGINNING Himself were truly born again.  Church folks, who in Jesus’ day, were 
called Pharisees, had the word memorized, but didn’t even know Jesus was standing 
right in front of them.  The Word Himself walked among them.  They missed Him, and 
even got in the way of those trying to find Him.   
 
When the children wanted to come to Jesus, the disciples stepped in their way, thinking 
they were guarding Him.  Jesus quickly said, “Let the children come to Me!”  He was 
saying to us, “They know who I am.  Be like these little ones and start over!”  The 
children were fresh from His heart without past baggage and burdens.  Children know 
every morning is new, unless we have shown them differently.  Their exuberance for the 
day is unstoppable, unless we squelch it.   
 
I need many fresh starts.  I have made lots of mistakes.  I am so thankful that they are 
not held against me any longer.  They have been paid for and it wasn’t my money.  It is 



because my Father made a way for me to enter into His Kingdom of love and 
forgiveness.   
 
I had to be reborn.   
 
Now I can get a new start every minute of everyday.  I have experienced Jesus.  I know 
Him, not just about Him.  He is the Way, the Truth, and the Life! 
 
You get a new start, too… 
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Date Night Fun – January J’s – by Marcy Lytle  

Christmas is over, and sometimes the stress has taken a toll on our spirits, our bodies, and our 
minds, and we just want to chill.  We want to laugh, breathe, and get back to normal life – even 
though everything was glorious and bright during the holiday season.  Or maybe it wasn’t.  
Either way, January is a good month to be silly and enjoy each other’s company again, having 
fun and food together.  We thought it would be fun to make date night revolve around the letter J 
– for January – the first month of the new year!  And some of these dates require not leaving the 
house at all… 

Juiced – Do you make your own fresh juices to drink? Good for you!  Get up and squeeze your 
favorite juices and plan your date morning.  To juice something also means to liven it up!  Liven 
up your morning with the freshness of the juice, along with a brand new breakfast recipe you’ve 
not tried before.  We recently enjoyed a biscuit bar with our kids – so that might be fun for you 
and your spouse!  Biscuits “juiced up” with all sorts of toppings – gravy, bacon, cheese, green 
onions – or different types of jams and butters.  While you’re enjoying breakfast for two, juice up 
your conversation with talk of only things that start with J.  You might start with joy, he may then 
talk about the jelly he’s enjoying, you then bring up jazz and you then decide to plan a jazz date 
night, etc.  Keep going until you’ve talked about a dozen J words.  End the breakfast with 
laughter, as you clean up together and start your day. 

Jiffy Pop – How about an entire night themed around that old-fashioned way of popping corn 
on the stove with that cloud of foil that rises and looks so inviting!  This will be a date night in, 
and all about the joy of the “pop.”   Start out with your popcorn and favorite beverage, and then 
download this pop quiz and answer it separately, then read the answers together.  A good start 
to a new year is getting to know each other all over again!  Pop something in the toaster for a 
fun dessert or treat, and then listen to some pop music – to see what’s trending – and see if you 
like any of it.  Add your own “pop” to this list and enjoy the date! 

Jumps – When is the last time you jumped rope?  Were you 10 years old?  Jumping is good for 
the heart, as it’s great exercise.  This date night you will “jump” from room to room.  Start in the 
kitchen as you create an appetizer that will jumpstart the night.  Literally jump into the family 
room, sit down and enjoy a movie, while you dine on what you just made.  Put on a song (one 
you can jump to) and enjoy the rhythms of the night.  Jump in the car for a late night coffee and 
dessert, while enjoying each other’s company and conversation under a cozy blanket, while 
parked where you can see the moon. 

Jogs – Bundle up and head out for a date full of jogging.   Jogging is all about running at a 
steady pace.  No sprints, no walking or lagging behind, but jogging – steady and sure.  Find a 
path where you can jog together at a steady pace, then find a place to warm up and converse.  
Discuss how you can slow your lives down in 2017 as a couple – cutting things out, or 
decreasing workloads, etc.  No arguments allowed.  Just state your ideas, write them down, 
then get back together for a plan at a later date.  Join hands and go for another jog, this time at 
a slower pace, stopping to admire the winter scenery – even if it’s bleak and dreary.  Enjoy a 
lunch and this only discuss the things that are beautiful in your lives – what you admire about 
your kids, each other, your home, your yard, etc.  Finally, slow down and end the date with a 



slow and steady walk at a pace that will slow down your heart rate and allow you to hold hands 
without one getting ahead, or lagging behind. 

Jars – Mason jars are the rage, aren’t they?  They have been for a while, now.  Maybe you 
don’t have any, but you’re sure to have jars of one kind or another all throughout your house.  
To start the date, find an empty jar, cut strips of paper and insert them inside, and grab a pen, 
before heading out the door.  Visit a food store where you can purchase a few jars (only jars) of 
something good to snack on – maybe cookie butter from Trader Joe’s!  Next, visit a candle store 
(or a discount store where they sell candles!) and pick one out that’s house in a jar – fragrant 
and inviting to both of you.  Sit in the car and write out ideas for the new year for a fun activity, 
vacation destination, game to play, etc. and fill it up with at least 24 slips of paper (that’s two a 
month to do!).  Head to a park, and enjoy your snack in the car, or outside the car – depending 
on the temps.  And finally head home, light the candle, and snuggle together for reflection over 
last year…and the new year to come…and give thanks. 

Who says date night has to be out on the town, or just in on the sofa, or just after dark?  It can 
be anywhere, any time you both can meet, and with any fun focus.  The idea is to keep it fun, 
light, uplifting and full of joy.  There’s enough time for the serious talk, later.  Date night in 2017 
needs to be something that leaves you both wanting to spend more time together…when the 
fun time is over. 



In This Together – The Trade  – by Jackie Skanderup 
 
Fear of all kinds has been something I have struggled with throughout my life. The fear of losing 
the ones I love has been the most prevalent. While writing this story, I was reminded of the first 
year of our marriage.  

When Josh and I were first married, I had a really hard time getting close to him. I didn’t want to 
get too close to him and then lose him.  Instead, I would limit how vulnerable I was with him. 
One day Josh asked me why I wouldn’t let him get close and I explained that it was because I 
was afraid of losing him. His response was something that has stayed with me since. 

He replied, 

“But I am here now.” 
 
Although I see it now, at that point I didn't realize that the driving force behind my fear of 
intimacy was distrust in God.  I didn’t want to experience pain or loss and I was trying to protect 
myself from the “what if’s.” What I didn’t realize was that by attempting to protect myself I was 
missing out on what was really going on around me and, most importantly, I was missing out on 
intimacy. This self-protection was a form of control. I thought I would be safer but in reality I was 
holding onto a false sense of security.  

Since this time, I have learned that we can’t control what happens to us or to those in our lives. 
We can’t control what our husbands or kids do and we certainly can’t keep harm from coming to 
them. By attempting to control our lives and the lives of those around us we are weighing 
ourselves down, and we were not meant to carry such heavy burdens. When we seek to control 
we are actually acting out of fear. 

Control is not based out of surrender, confidence, or security.  

It stems 100% from fear. 

Fear is crippling and it is not from God. It keeps us from experiencing His love and it keeps us 
from experiencing what He wants to do in our lives and in our marriages. Control is false 
security. Both have no place in our hearts or in our marriages. The enemy would love to use 
these things to keep us from experiencing God’s full blessings in our lives.   
 
Psalm 91:1 (NIV) says,  

“Whoever dwells in the shelter of the Most High will rest in the shadow of the Almighty.”  

In this verse it says that we will REST in the shadow of the Almighty. There is no resting outside 
of the Almighty, for example, when we are trying to control everything. We need to choose to 
let go. 
 
1 John 4:18 (NIV) is a verse that has personally helped me let go of fear and control in my life. It 
says, 



“There is no fear in love. But perfect love drives out fear.” 

The love referred to in this verse is not love from any human, even our husbands, for the love of 
a human will fail us. This love is referring to God's love. His love is the only perfect and unfailing 
love. Leaning into God will give us true security. 
 
It has not been easy letting go of control in my life. In fact, I am still on that journey. Every 
morning I wake up I have to make a decision to let go and give my day, my life and my family to 
God. Every morning I have to choose to put my trust in Him. 
 
Surrender is not a one-time thing, it is continual. 
 
Since surrendering my marriage to God, I have experienced peace and a more intimate 
relationship with Josh. 
 
When we lay down our worries and fears at the feet of Jesus, He gives us peace, life, and 
freedom.  

And that is a trade worth making!�



After 30 Years – The Profile – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve been married 37 years to my best friend.  Yes, that’s a long time, at least in today’s world.  
And last night, I had this incredible experience that I hadn’t had in a long while. I was sitting by 
my husband at in the movie theater, where we sit at least twice a week, and I turned and looked 
at his profile. 

It’s the same nose and the same shape as the one I fell in love with 39 years ago, and I all at 
once went way back to when we were dating in 1978. 

He was really shy.  In fact, on our first date he kissed me on the cheek and practically ran to the 
car to get away before he realized what he had done.   

He was not well versed in dating.  He didn’t know anything about taking a girl out, at all.  I was 
his first girlfriend.  He always told me he just believed God would “drop the right girl in his lap.” 

He gave funny gifts.  My first Christmas gift from him was a small wooden piano with corkboard 
coasters inside.  You see, I played the piano, and I guess he thought I’d need coasters some 
day!? 

He was passionate.  It was evident in his love for God that the relationship he had with HIM 
came first, and I was second.  

He was kind.  He wanted to please me, take me places, be with me, call me, and even kept his 
phone off the hook (we had the old phones that plugged into the wall!) all night once, so we 
could wake to each other’s voices early in the morning. 

He was fun.  He was content to do whatever and whenever, and he really had fun at everything 
we did.   

He never complained. When I met him, he was in a wheelchair due to a car accident that left 
him with a dislocated hip, broken elbow, and broken jaw. 

He was cute.  I loved his blonde hair, the way it parted way too far on the side, and fell across 
his face across the other ear.  He looked even cuter when he traded in his “missionary clothes” 
(his family lived in Belize and weren’t well-versed in today’s fashion) for corduroys that fit him 
perfectly, not four inches above his shoes. 

He realized none of the above.  This man I fell in love with didn’t know he made my heart melt 
when I saw him through a window, he didn’t know that his being different from the norm of the 
other guys I dated was refreshing and inviting to me.  And he didn’t know that I was hungry and 
waiting and needed the gift from God that he was to me, when I needed someone to rescue me 
in a way…from my sheltered life. 

I looked at him in the theater, in the dimly light room, just before the movie started.  I saw gray 
hair around the edge of his barely receding hairline (for that, I’m grateful!), I also saw a man who 
was tired from a long day at work and had limped all day due to an injured knee.  I saw this guy 



who I knew would rather be no place else than in the seat beside me, and then he turned his 
head and asked, 

“Do you want some of my candy?” 

And I smiled. 

He hasn’t changed one bit in the almost four decades we’ve been together, except he’s even 
more of all of the above, even after early years of late night arguments over silly things.  We 
used to fight over theology and whether or not his alcoholic brother would go to heaven.  I 
sometimes lost my temper and screamed, and he did too, when we misunderstood words that 
each other said – and I swore they were twisted in the air between us.  We experienced 
burglaries, fires, and the loss of a home.  He suffered through a few mishaps at work that 
scared me to death, and I had to learn to trust that One that he trusted so much, just like he did.  
I had a lot of pride that needed to fall.  He had a lot of learning to learn how to live…with me. 

I don’t know why our dating years and that little lump in my throat reappeared last night, as I 
looked at him.  But I do know that I am still always waiting for him to arrive home at the end of 
the day, walk through the door, look at me and offer me his arms and hands to hold and to hug 
me like no one else can. 

By the way, his hands were one of his features I fell in love with from day one, and they still 
make me smile and feel secure. 

Our marriage has been far from perfect, even though we have settled into so much peace and 
love after all of those easing-into-marriage, raising kids, and feeling lonely when-they’re-gone--
years… 

I don’t know where your marriage is.  Maybe you’ve only been married a couple of years and 
you’re already ready to call it quits.  Maybe you’ve been with him for decades like I have been 
with Jon, and the days are unbearable and you find him unattractive and repulsive.  Or maybe 
you’re not married at all because of divorce, never finding the right one, or fear of being hurt. 

I do know this. 

In all that my husband has done and been for me, he still disappointed me many times, and I 
had to learn to lean into HIM only for my approval, for security, and for the kind of love that 
never fails.  I’m still learning. 

I’m not sure why these thoughts spilled out this first month of a new year regarding the first days 
of my time with Jon, but here they are. 

I hope that the New Year finds you full of hope and wonder, and that perhaps you too will get a 
glimpse of the past that made your heart all a flutter, as you remember and wonder and give 
thanks and realize…that life is really good. 



 

 

 

 

 
ENCOURAGEMENT 

 
 
 
 

 



Soldiers with Lipstick – Why Not? – by Rachel Critz 

Psalm 18:25-30 reads, 

“With the merciful you show yourself merciful; with the blameless you show yourself blameless; 
with the purified you show yourself pure; and with the crooked you make yourself seem 

tortuous. For you save a humble people, but the haughty eyes you bring down. For it is you who 
light my lamp; the Lord my God lightens my darkness. For by you I can run against a troop, and 

by my God I can leap over a wall. This God—his way is perfect; the word of the Lord proves 
true; he is a shield for all those who take refuge in him.” 

As I was reading through my Bible, I stumbled upon those few verses. I was not sure exactly 
why they stood out to me so much, so I decided to read them over and over again until a 
thought finally clicked inside my head: 

God won’t ever give you a problem that can’t be fixed. 

Even if it seems like the whole world is against you or you lose people or you feel hated by 
others; whatever it might be, God gives you the life that He destined just for you.  

I understand what facing a problem feels like; I am human, after all. I face problems daily. It is 
hard to understand why God gives me a huge problem sometimes, and I ask myself, “Why me?” 
I always think that question every time something bad comes up.  However, one day I decided 
to see it from a different perspective and ask myself, “Why not?”  

Instead of complaining about how unfair life can be sometimes, I decided to ask, “But who told 
me life would be fair?”  

Instead of letting own pride get in the way of believing that I don’t deserve any of these 
problems, I now ask, “Why not? Why not, God?”  

“Why not make money so tight that my own sister has to decide between a car and an 
apartment?” 

“Why not find out all five essays I sent in to my professor over the span of five months were not 
received and I had to resend them all on the last day of school?”  

“Why not get a low score on a test when I hoped for a higher one to impress my family?”  

If we live our lives wondering why God dumped a list of problems on us and nonstop complain 
about it, honestly we will end up like one of those old people who yell at kids for stepping on 
their lawn. We need to start wondering, “Why not let it be me?” If our problems are so bad, why 
would we want someone else to have them instead of us? God gives us our own problems that 
fit according to each of us and His will for our lives.  

Do not expect life to always go your way, because your parents do not lie when they tell you 
that life only gets harder. I do not intend for this to scare you and make you fear the future.  I’m 
simply being real with you. God loves you so much!  But sometimes He has got to do His job as 



a Father and teach you and me a lesson. And if you truly believe you can’t handle a problem 
that is why He is already right there next to you holding out His hand to help guide you through 
it. Trust me. When you get past a problem through the faith of God, life gets so much better. 
You just can’t give up on yourself, or God.  

Next time you face a problem, ask yourself, “Why not?” instead of, “Why me?” �



Firmly Planted – Looking Forward – by Dina Cavazos 

It’s hard to believe it’s 2017—only three years away from 2020! When I was a child, it seemed 
so far away..... I imagined that by 2020 our standard mode of transportation would be jet-packs.  
I imagined a world far different from where we are now. Personally, I imagined a life far different 
than what it turned out to be.  

In December, I decided to make 2017 calendars as Christmas gifts for my adult children. My 
kids are of the digital generation, but I hope they’ll enjoy them anyway. You see, we’ve been 
through a lot, my kids and I. “A lot” is relative—there are varying degrees and experiences of “a 
lot”...but no matter what “a lot” is, it’s a lot to the one experiencing it, isn’t it? 

So, a lot of things happened during the course of their growing up (...and I grew up along with 
them). Some things were sad, some painful. Thankfully, some were funny and fun, crazy and 
unique. All combined, we have a beautiful kaleidoscope of experiences, pets, and people—
more than enough to fill 12 calendar pages.  And these are just the events we took pictures of! 
So much more is recorded in our memories, for better or worse, and, likewise, much is forgotten 
(for better or worse). God knows it all and I trust Him to work it all for good. 

I searched through boxes of photographs and digital archives to find the right ones that would 
draw us together, remind us of our commonalities and the unique history we share, especially 
the fun crazy times. We are all very different—I’m not sure two of us agree on much of anything 
big! More and more, we’re learning to embrace and respect the differences, but this calendar is 
meant to affirm our similarities. 

I’m looking forward to this new year of 2017. Looking back, I can see how God has used my 
circumstances—even my bad choices—to form me into something better.  I know from personal 
experience that, “with God all things are possible.”   

Ephesians 3:20, my life verse, has become a reality I can hardly believe at times:   

“Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according to his 
power that is at work within us.” 

 He’s still at work and I can’t wait to see what He’ll do next... 

 



Saddle Up - Creature of Habit – by Melissa Critz  
 
 
2017 – it’s a new year. And New Year’s resolutions are touted by many. Some make 
their detailed list, which includes weight loss or going to the gym or reading more books 
or cutting back on spending. All of these and more are admirable goals. BUT how many 
keep them? And for how long? I call it Pish Posh. If we cannot do it any other day, then 
what makes Jan 1st so much better?  
 
Let’s face it.  We are creatures of habit. Or creatures of that can bend to our own will – 
whatever is the path of least resistance.   
 
I have been wrestling with the fact that I do not ride my horses nearly as much as I used 
to. There are only so many hours in the day and one thing that I am learning is to NOT 
fill up every hour with something. I have to give myself a break. I cannot keep burning 
the candle at both ends.  And making resolutions only adds to the burning candle, in my 
opinion.  
 
Back to my horses: Their purpose was to be used for barrel racing and pole bending. My 
oldest child and I (and my youngest for a few years) would ride, exercise, and race our 
horses constantly. There were days with lessons, days with slow, soft work, days at the 
vet, days spent in travel for far away races, days of recovery, days and days of training. 
When one has this mentality for years upon years, it’s not so easy to just end it all.  
 
I have always said my horses were semi-retired. However, we have no trailer now (sold 
our monstrosity to help pay for a car and some college). My horses do not wear shoes 
anymore since they live on good ground. All our monies have a priority towards our four 
kids and their higher education. And well…time. Our time is spent with our home and 
property and our activities, church, and our family.  
 
I am a creature of habit, though. Shouldn’t I resolve to get in that saddle and ride like I 
used to with both horses? But I don’t have that covered arena to use anymore. Nor do I 
have all the equipment – just three metal barrels on grass. I do not have good sandy 
arena soil either for grip for good turns. My equipment needs to be update and replaced. 
My horses need a good amount of tuning (barrel racing term for getting back into racing 
shape).  
 
I think I am a dreamer. I think I need to get my feet grounded and see what the Lord has 
for my horses now, and for me, now.  
 
No, this doesn’t mean a new resolution. This means allowing my Creature of Habit to 
adjust to a new season, a new time for what the Lord has, a new direction.  
 
So how is this done? How does one not make a resolution (that is rarely kept) but also 
break out of an unhealthy cycle of being a creature of habit? Well, for me, it’s very 
simple.  
 
Seek Him.  
Go into His Word and let Him speak to me.  
Do not fight it.  
Seek others in relationship and see if He speaks to me through them.  



Maybe I need a new book to spark this new habit or direction.  
Maybe I need a different podcast.  
 
I will tell you that what I know to do is just basically have a conversation with Him and 
ask. He is there. He will guide and show me how to break a habit (which may not be bad 
at all – I just may need to lay it down for something more applicable in my life now).  
 
It is in our weakness that He is strong, truly. There is power in that, if we let Him show 
us. And when we come to something difficult, we can let Him help us, let Him have it, let 
Him show us.  
 
For me, it’s letting go of those days of all that training and going and racing. I miss it. I 
miss those rides with my daughter. I will always, always treasure them. But something 
new has come. I need to let go of being that creature of habit and kicking myself every 
time that I don’t get that ride in. I need to let Him guide me and show me and help me in 
my weakness.  
 
Creature of habit – I don’t think it’s a bad thing. I just think that sometimes the habit 
needs to be adjusted for where you are in life – maybe a change in mindset. But you 
don’t do this on your own. Ask him to help you with the life change. This isn’t one of 
those resolutions that you can’t keep – most of those are pie in the sky (my opinion). But 
it’s something that you know He is calling you to change for His kingdom purpose.  
 
Seek Him. He loves you and knows what is best for you and those you love. After all, it’s 
all for His kingdom anyway.  
 
He sees the big picture. I’m glad that I don’t. I would be blown away, I expect. He is in 
control.  
 
Rest in that truth and give Him your habits.  
 
Happy 2017! 



Moving Forward - Everything I'm Not – by Pam Charro 

 
I love my life, and I'm super blessed, but sometimes I get so doggone stuck on my 
imperfections!   
 
I want a better singing voice, more controllable hair, to be a better and more organized 
homemaker, to have a better yard, and to lose that stubborn 10-20 pounds instead of losing the 
same 5 over and over.  I am constantly hounded by all of the ways that I feel I am just not good 
enough, and I can spend days, even weeks, so obsessed by them that I lose sight of anything 
positive about myself.  I have definitely been doing that a lot recently, and it has not been a fun 
phase of my life. 
 
Every once in a while, though, I will be reminded of the people I love and their struggles. Do I 
think any less of them because they have areas where they feel they have not yet 
arrived?  Absolutely not!  All I see is what they ARE - how knowing them has blessed me.  Their 
fashion sense, smart brain, funny sense of humor, sweet and loving heart, amazing ability to 
say the right thing at the right time.  That list also goes on and on.  My loved ones are so very 
precious to me, and I can't imagine my life without them!  I realize that I, too, am an 
irreplaceable gift to this world.  No one else can do exactly what I have been put here to do, 
despite all of the ways I would like to improve!   
 
I also realized that when I obsess about negative areas, I am not nearly as effective in being a 
blessing.  That is unfair, not only to myself, but all of the people around me.  When I am busy 
being myself, I am not self-conscious because I'm just BEING.   
 
What freedom! 
 
I am grateful that we can choose to put on God's eyes of love for others and for ourselves.  God 
never focuses on what we feel isn't good enough; the Bible says Love always protects, always 
trusts, always hopes, always perseveres (1 Corinthians 13).    
 
It's okay that I am working on certain areas that I would like to see improve, but I want to focus 
on being the blessing that I already am! 

 



 
Real Stories - New and New-again – by Lynn Cherry 
 
Do you love the feeling of a fresh new year with the crisp pages of a planner ready and 
waiting for planning? 
 
New is wonderful, isn’t it? Who doesn’t love tearing open boxes, cutting off tags and 
peeling away plastic shrink-wrap? Or what about that intoxicating new car smell? 
 
We like new cars, new clothes, new phones, new homes. It’s the American way. Throw 
out the old, outdated, previous model and wrap your arms around brand spanking new! 
 
But there is something to be said for restoration and renovation, right?  
 
I’m a fan of HGTV’s Fixer-Upper (along with millions of other Americans). Skip and 
Joanna Gaines take old, pre-owned, outdated and occasionally dilapidated houses and 
transform them into homes we’d love to live in.  
 
Something about renovation makes me misty. It challenges my penchant for new and 
reminds me of the reality of new-again.  
 
It’s my story. 
 
Very early in my marriage I had a nagging feeling that something wasn’t quite right. I 
couldn’t put my finger on it and to be honest, I decided I didn’t want to. Whatever it was, I 
didn’t want to know. I chose denial. Nine years in, I had just given birth to our second 
son when I walked in on my husband as he was viewing pornography online. That thing 
that wasn’t quite right was right in front of my eyes. And yet again, I opted for denial. I 
walked away and went on pretending. 
 
Looking back, I know something in me died that night. I stopped planning my future. Life 
became about going through the motions to provide the best possible life for our two 
sons. I wasn’t willing to forgo their future. 
 
Four years of pretending did a number on me.  
 
Sometimes I look around my home and I see the marks left by a bunch of boys - burn 
spots on the carpet from the time my son thought it would be fun to light a firecracker in 
his bedroom, the black outline of a badminton racket turned wasp killer on the wall in the 
dining room and the tiny hole in a kitchen cabinet door from a pellet gun “accidently” 
fired inside. This house looks lived in. And yet, I know from Fixer Upper that an empty, 
neglected house fairs far worse. 
 
I’ve seen it in my own soul. Years of coping with betrayal by choosing an empty 
existence and neglecting my heart left me feeling unloved, unwanted, helpless and 
hopeless. 
 
I believed there were two options: stay in this marriage where my husband’s sexual 
addiction whittled away at me or leave.  I didn’t want to leave so I felt stuck. The idea 
that there could be a third option hadn’t occurred to me. I just knew I couldn’t keep living 
the way I was living.  



 
I told my husband we needed help. I needed help. I was going to see a counselor with or 
without him. Thankfully, he knew he needed help too. We spent two years in therapy. He 
picked up the tools he needed to break the chains of sexual addiction. I began to heal 
from the trauma of betrayal.  
 
We discovered that third option:  
 
Roll up your sleeves to do the messy, back-breaking work of renovation and trust God to 
do what only he can do. 
 
Renovation falls short of describing the work God did our marriage and in my soul. 
Redemption comes closer. To redeem actually means to exchange, to take one thing 
and exchange it for something else, something different, something new. That’s what 
happened. We don’t have the marriage we used to have before the betrayal; we have a 
marriage that is new-again. I don’t have the life I used to have; I have a life that is new-
again. 
 
Throughout the journey, God was faithful to bring scriptures and stories that carried me 
and helped me move forward. That’s why I wrote my book, Keep Walking, 40 Days to 
Hope and Freedom after Betrayal. I had to share the hope I found. For every woman 
who has been betrayed, whether or not the relationship is restored, I want you to know 
that God can restore your soul! And he doesn’t leave the job half done. He offers full 
redemption and wholeness. 
 

Put your hope in the LORD, for with the LORD is  
unfailing love and with him is full redemption.  

Psalm 130:7 NIV 
 

For a child has been born—for us! the gift of a son—for us!  
He’ll take over the running of the world. His names will be: Amazing Counselor,  

Strong God, Eternal Father, Prince of Wholeness.  
His ruling authority will grow,  

and there’ll be no limits to the wholeness he brings.  
Isaiah 9:6 The Message 

 
At midnight on December 31st, the stars sprinkle diamonds of light across the dark sky 
and a new year sparkles with potential. It invites us to say goodbye to the past and 
dream brave dreams into an unknown future. I want you to know there is hope. 
Whatever you are facing, there is a way through. There is a life for you outside the 
boundaries of existence. Our God is a Redeemer. You were created to thrive and this is 
the year for renovation and restoration. 
 
Happy New Year and Happy New-again Year! 
 

Lynn Marie Cherry is a speaker and author of Keep Walking: 40 Days to Hope and 
Freedom after Betrayal. In this this book, she offers a daily dose of hope for people 
dealing with relational betrayal. Gently, with scripture and personal stories, Lynn helps 
readers discovery a way through the pain. Lynn is dedicated to inspiring hope and 



shining a light on the path to freedom. She and her husband David have been married 
for 25 years. They have two boys. You’ll find her at lynnmariecherry.com. 

 
 



 

 

 

 

 
FRESH THYME 

 
 
 
 

 



FRESH THYME – All in 24 Hours – by Marcy Lytle 

Tuesday 3pm – I was driving home and praying and wishing I could find this one last gift for my 
brother-in-law, junk silver or silver coins. I had already been looking, with no luck, and one last 
resort was a pawn shop.  After stopping at one close to home, and being told “No, and we don’t 
know who carries that,” I went a back way home and realized I needed gas.   I pulled into the 
gas station and out of the corner of my eye saw “We buy gold and silver” on a window of a small 
random store in a strip center, and I quickly pulled in.  Walking in, I realized this place was a 
jewelry store repair shop and I started to walk out, but told the guy what I was looking for.  His 
reply was, “I have both right here!” 

Wednesday noon – Gathering supplies for Christmas baking, I had walked each aisle of the 
store looking for canned cocktail peanuts, but I didn’t see them anywhere at all.  I was in an 
unfamiliar store, so they weren’t where I thought they should be.  I saw a random store 
employee and asked, “Where would I find canned peanuts?” She turned around and said, 
“Would these be what you’re looking for?” as she handed me a can she had in her hand! 

Wednesday – a few minutes later.  I was searching for a pack of white paper bags, which I 
thought would be an easy find in the gift wrap section of the store.  However, all I saw were 
Christmas bags and a very limited supply of other bags – none were white – and none were in 
packs. Again, I walked the store, looking down every aisle and was turning by an end cap, and 
there sat a random pack of white bags on a shelf as if it was just thrown there among other 
unrelated items. 

Notice, I used the word random in all three descriptions of my incredible finds during this 24-
hour period.  That’s because it was odd, unusual, and unexpected, as I had given up the 
search, decided these things weren’t to be found, and they weren’t that significant – really – in 
the big scope of life. 

When I got home that day, I was super thankful and whispered to Him up there, “Thank you, 
that was pretty cool.” 

I thought of His attention to detail in our lives.  After all, the Bible says the hairs on our heads 
are numbered.  There’s not one iota of information about us that goes unnoticed by our 
heavenly Father.  Sure, there are other days when I’m searching for obsolete items and they 
don’t turn up, I don’t find those lost gloves, and I don’t discovered that missing piece to a puzzle.  
I suppose I could think that God wasn’t in the details on that day…if I wanted to. 

However, there’s great comfort, security, and peace that comes from knowing that God is aware 
and cares about everything.  Did he cause me to find those three things in that one day’s time?  
I choose to believe that He is with me 24/7 and guides my steps…always.  I have to believe 
that. He says he never leaves me.  I have to choose to believe that He is right beside me in 
times of loss, as well as discovery, because He says he is, and He says all things work together 
for good. 



Just last month, I was thinking about Mary’s Song – so many Christmas carols have lyrics of her 
singing about the “living word” she carried in her body.  I began to realize that I too carry that 
Living Word in me, just because I believe and just because He loves me – oh how he loves me. 

That Living Word is ever present, ever real, and ever growing to complete the process of 
making me into His image. 

And on that particular day, I noticed.  I noticed that the things I needed and wanted and desired 
were there, sitting in that person’s hand, on that shelf, and in that obscure place.  And He gave 
me eyes to see it all, and to give thanks. 

Maybe your day has been just the opposite – you’ve found nothing – in fact you’ve lost it all.  Or 
perhaps you too have noticed how random circumstances just came together to fulfill your 
wishes or desires. 

God’s not a random God.  He doesn’t spin a wheel and if it lands our name, we get the big win 
for the day.  He’s a God of intention and purpose – to reveal his love and glory in our lives.  And 
if that’s giving us a day to reach out and grab all that we desire, or a day to sit and reflect on that 
which we cannot have for now, He’s still God.  He’s still Love.  He’s still Faithful… 

…in every 24 hours we live. 



FRESH THYME - I Should Be Sleeping – by Marcy Lytle 

Sometimes I wake up an hour before I should, and that’s okay.  I can make it through the day 
and actually enjoy that extra hour early in the morning, to get ahead on my work.  But this 
particular morning, I’m up at 3:30 am and I can’t sleep.  I’m not anxious; at least I don’t think I 
am.  It could be that I’m awake from drinking an Icee at the theater, which shocks my system, 
since I don’t normally drink anything but water.  Yes, that’s probably it. 

And then, could it be that I’m awake to pray, to do something constructive, to use that awake 
time for something good.  I think about that possibility, but it doesn’t seem to be the answer 
either.  I’m just awake, wide awake, and I cannot sleep. 

Have you ever had a night like this?   

Usually when I wake up, I have a thought for a story, an article, or just to release something 
inside my head.  And right this minute, I thought, “I should be sleeping,” but I’m not.  And 
wouldn’t that make a good story… 

Sleeping is something our body does because it needs rest, time to rejuvenate, to settle down 
and release tension and stress, hours to allow our bodies to take a break and go into silent 
mode from the busyness and light of the day…as the darkness of the night settles in for comfort 
and rest.  It’s just the way we’re designed to work.  We arise, we eat and play and work, and 
then we must sleep.  And uninterrupted sleep is the best kind, the most beneficial kind, and the 
necessary kind. 

There are so many other times we all should be “sleeping” and I’m wide awake and not resting: 

When work is stressful and deadlines are upon us. 

When family is ill and we’re concerned about their health. 

When money is tight and bills are too large. 

When something hurts and it just won’t stop hurting. 

Those are just four things that often keep us from sleeping, or resting, or breathing evenly in 
rhythm to the quiet heartbeat of our souls. 

And there are times that no matter what we do, we can’t seem to find the rest and sleep we 
need.  We seek peace and pursue it, but it runs the other way.  We close our eyes and breathe 
in familiar passages of scripture that speak comfort, but our eyes break open widely when we’re 
through.  We toss and turn and count sheep and picture rolling rivers and fluffy clouds, but the 
darkness in the room keeps calling us to get up and leave our restful spot…way before our body 
is rested and whole. 

So when we should be “sleeping” and we’re not, what are we to do? 

 We can see if there’s a reason that comes to mind for the restlessness (for me, it’s the 
Icee) 



 We can ask a friend to join us in praying for restful sleep (and smile at the thought of a 
friend praying) 

 We can write down our frustrations and worries and toss them in the fireplace (a symbol 
of letting go) 

 We can read scripture and say it aloud and tell our hearts to believe (even when it’s hard 
to do so) 

 We can tell Him our worries and our weakness (and He promised to be strong when we 
aren’t) 

All of those things don’t guarantee an immediate snooze and hours of rest, but they tell your 
restless body, mind and soul who’s in charge and what’s true.  And one of them just speaks to 
us to be sensible next time…and don’t drink an Icee just before bed. 

If you’re up and should be sleeping at night, or you’re not able to rest in your mind and spirit, I’m 
praying for you right now as I write that you will find rest as you lay your head back down on 
your pillow, or on his lap…whichever place it needs to be… 



FRESH THYME In Spite of the Lack – by Marcy Lytle 

We never sat down to a china-filled table scape with cut glass candelabras or even candle-
anything.  We weren’t uncouth, but I’d say we were uncultured, as I define and observe culture 
today. We didn’t have wine after dinner, because wine wasn’t acceptable for a preacher’s 
family, and we knew nothing of operas or fancy places where you dressed up to attend. Except 
for fashion – my mom made sure that I had the latest and greatest clothes – which she made.  .  
We didn’t frequent the theater, see Broadway shows, my mom never wore or owned a fur, and 
we just weren’t like “the world” around us very much, at all.  

None of those things really affected me and I didn’t really notice I was missing anything until I 
grew up and hung out with friends who talked about those things.  I realized that I missed out on 
culture, on high-society things, on being and feeling important because of where one went and 
what one did.  I mostly just went to church, and church…and more church.  My culture 
experiences were youth camps in the summer in a pine scented forest and a couple of weeks a 
year on a road trip where we were “allowed” to miss two Sundays from church in a row! 

There was a period of a few years where I felt as though I missed out on a part of what growing 
up to be a young lady was supposed to be like.  I envied a few of my friends who inherited their 
mom’s fine china place settings.  I wished and missed the fact that I didn’t have a family that 
read the classics and could talk about them intelligently.  And I bemoaned the realization that 
my family was boring, out of touch with reality, and full of such rigidity and lacked what I saw as 
fun.  In fact, I’m pretty sure others looked at our family and thought we had it all together and life 
was beautiful…but I sure didn’t see it that way. 

Fast forward decades and here I am with my upbringing, my lack of learned culture, and my 
missing furs and china, and I’m content and feel blessed for who I am, who I emerged to be, 
and who my family is…and was.  Oh, sure, I wish I hadn’t been so stifled in my freedoms, but 
that’s who my parents were and they raised me in the best possible way they knew how.  I get 
that now.  I’ve had children that we raised in the best possible way my husband and I knew how 
as well, and I’m sure we missed something somewhere.  We all do. 

I’m a grown woman with grandchildren now, and I still don’t own a place setting of chinaware, 
and I’m fine about that.  I set buffets with quirky dishes and all sorts of odds and ends, and I 
love it.  I don’t even shop at fine clothing stores, because there was a time in my life that I had to 
pinch pennies, and I’ve kept that sense of frugality when looking for outfits.  I may not wear the 
most expensive shirt out there with a name-brand tag, but I wear what I love, I look for clothes 
that express my personality, and I enjoy a bargain find at all times.  I’m catching up on movies 
and classics, but I don’t need those things to define who I am or hold an intelligent conversation 
with anyone.  I have my own things that I’ve learned and observed in life, and others can 
listen…or not…and appreciate…or not. 

I’m not being crass or rude or indifferent toward others.  Quite the contrary.  I’m learning to 
appreciate us all and where we’ve come from, realizing that my background is way different 
than hers…and that’s okay.  That makes me special.  She too is special and beautiful because 
of the colors of her background. 



I have a granddaughter who is 3 years old, about to be 4.  She’s quirky, and she doesn’t want 
her hair “fixed” into a bun or a pony tail or anything, or that matter.  She makes funny faces and 
wears what she likes and she doesn’t fit the “norm” of a lot of little girls out there.  And I love her 
all the more for it, because maybe I see a bit of myself in her.  She shines in character, in love 
for sharing with her little brother, and in defiant attitudes that may need to be tamed – but will be 
a powerhouse of good for her under the umbrella of His love in her heart.  And I see that 
blossoming, as well.  She and I – we’re a good combo together.  We can be quirky, make faces, 
laugh at silly things, and mess up our hair for the camera.  And not care…. 

I’ve also grown to be thankful for that tag that I gave my childhood – lackluster.  My parents 
protected me from lots of evils in this world by making me fear getting caught.  That’s not a good 
parenting style, but it was effective in keeping me safe.  I can create my own culture around me 
with my own traditions using the creativity instilled and given to me by mom and dad.  They are 
both creative individuals in their own way.  And the list goes on and on, of blessings I 
received…even in the middle of a gray childhood, without the color of many lives I observed. 

Cultured:  “Refined taste and manners and good education.”  I’m not sure anyone has ever 
labeled me as “refined” and that’s okay.  That’s not my goal anymore.  But I know that I’ve 
developed a taste for Him, for loving others, and for studying more about the One who teaches 
me about real living.  And for that, I am very thankful. 

Did your childhood lack culture, love, acceptance, guidance, security, or many other things that 
others had and you wished you had?  None of those things have to define who you are now, 
and all of them under God’s love can be reshaped to make you the beautiful and lovely woman 
you are becoming, in spite of the lack! 

�



FRESH THYME – The Joy of Surprise – by Marcy Lytle  

Do you enjoy getting gifts from a list you’ve made, or would you rather be surprised?  I enjoy 
both, but I don’t like surprises that I don’t want.  I don’t think any of us do, but we might be 
gracious – if we were taught to be so – if we open up a surprise gift that is totally not what we 
want or will use.   And the question then is…will we use it, hide it away to re-gift, or return it? 

Think about little kids, and how they pretty much like anything and everything they get to open 
for their birthdays and at Christmas when they’re very young.  But once they’re shown the 
catalog, the newspaper ads, and the internet, they then get to choose what they like and give us 
a list.  Once our kids are teenagers, however, the items on their lists get quite expensive, and 
they just want cash so they can buy whatever they want. 

My mom is a generous lady, and she will give cash on birthdays.  But on Christmas, she wants 
gifts – lots of them – under the tree.  She wants to search for what her family wants, she wants 
to find a surprise or two, and she wants to watch us all open each gift so that she can enjoy the 
entire giving process.  And I’ve come to love this tradition as well.  What fun is there in handing 
our kids cash and not experiencing the pleasure of their delight when unwrapping what’s been 
given to them? 

I gave my husband a list this Christmas, and I didn’t really want him to stray from it.  He doesn’t 
have the same tastes I do in clothes, and I’d rather not have to wear that blouse with weird 
sleeves just to please him.  Is that selfish?  But there’s also a part of me that wishes he would 
surprise me with an amazing gift I wasn’t expecting, something only he knew that I wanted!  And 
Christmas comes and goes with all of my expectations, and I’m either satisfied or discontent…or 
a little of both. 

We are complicated individuals, aren’t we?   

We’d all LOVE a surprise vacation to Hawaii, or a new car tied with a bow in our driveway, or 
that piece of jewelry that makes us feel special.   

I’ve given lists to God when I pray, often.  And early on in my walk with Him, I really wanted a lot 
of things to satisfy my “life is good” mantra I was setting up for myself and mine.   A new house, 
plenty of money in the bank, good health, and lots of friends that loved me, and oh yeah – 
peace and hope for the world out there in need.  And sometimes, I received those things I 
desired, and others times… 

I got a surprise. 

I didn’t want children.  Not sure why, but I had no desire for them.  And surprise!  I now have 
two. 

I wanted that big dream house we built to be ours forever, but surprise!  Circumstances forced 
us to move. 

I wanted my husband’s hip that caused him so much pain to be miraculously healed, but 
surprise!  He had a hip replacement, and was healed by doctors. 



If my husband knew every part of me, all of my secret desires, all that I needed and dreamed of, 
he’d be perfect and get me surprises that delight.  However, I change my likes, I’m moody, I 
don’t really know what I need or want and when I get things…sometimes I tire of them quickly.  
He’s human, and my husband can’t possibly fulfill all of the voids in my life.  He wasn’t meant to 
do that. 

But God can. And he does. 

He knows when to give me cash, so to speak, or freedom to choose and make a path for 
myself.  He also knows when it’s best to answer that prayer I prayed, begging him for healing 
right now.  But he definitely knows when to say wait, when to hand me a wrapped gift that holds 
something I don’t see as a real fit for me, or when to withhold the gifts for a time until I learn to 
look outward away from his hand…and towards giving what I already have. 

We can learn a lot about ourselves by reflecting back on this Christmas, the one we just 
experienced.  We can ask ourselves if we were disappointed, pleased with what we got, 
contented that we received little, or if we still yearned for more.  Maybe we were behind in 
finances, and this year was slim when it came to gift giving and receiving, and we’re still grieving 
over that.  Or perhaps we got more than we dreamed of, and we’re overwhelmed with gratitude 
and contentment. 

But what I hope will eventually learn as I give and receive from others and to others is to 
welcome the element of surprise from my Father.  I hope that one day I’ll pray and ask him for 
something, hand him my list, and smile as he takes it from me – not like Santa Claus – but as 
my Provider and King.   I hope that I’ll then forget about what was on that list, and choose to 
linger in his lap a bit longer as he whispers hope, love, and mercy in my ear and sends me out 
to play…knowing that everything he gives is good.  And I can then finish my life constantly 
frowning when I unwrap his gifts, or I can graciously take what he gives me and wear it – 
knowing it must be custom-made for me whether I realize it or not. 

The joy of surprise – have you learned to love it?  
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The Dressing – Wearing White – by Marcy Lytle 

It’s February, still the winter season, the month that includes Valentine’s Day, and just a few 
weeks before spring.  There’s a lot going on this month!  So we thought it would be fun to 
include ideas for wearing white – that color that can be dressed up or down – can be worn with 
any other color – and can transition from winter to spring.  White is crisp, it’s clean, and yet it’s 
warm, all at the same time.  It’s one of my favorite colors to wear under a jacket, in a flowy top, 
or even as an accessory. 

I just discovered this store that recently opened where I live, so I thought I’d choose the white 
options from this store only, this month.  Their prices are affordable, and their fashions are cute!  
It’s called Fabrik.  Maybe you will just look at these and gain inspiration for your own shopping 
at YOUR favorite store.  Go for it! 

White Surprise Tee – Everyone needs white t-shirts, probably multiple ones, for wearing with 
jeans, under jackets, with skirts, etc.  But this one, although it’s white on the front, has a surprise 
on the back.  You’ll have to click to see, but we think it’s kind of cool and might be something 
you’ll want to have!  

Relaxed but Dressy Tee – I love this shirt, with its split hem and hi-lo bottom.  It’s a great shirt 
to wear with that statement necklace you have, like the model is wearing in this photo.  This tee 
looks great worn alone, or it can be dressed up under a short jacket, with the bottom of the tee 
flowing out underneath.  So pretty… 

Just a Dress – I know, it’s still cold outside.  But it’s time to start preparing for spring.  What’s 
more inspiring than a white dress with so many cute details!  Need sleeves?  Just add a sweater 
or jacket over this one, pop on a pair of booties, and you’ve got yourself an outfit!  You might 
want to wear this one with a touch of red for Valentine’s night out! 

Pocket Sweater – This is perfect for these weeks between seasons. You can wear a turtleneck 
underneath for added warmth, or a tank.  This sweater is loose fitting for comfy days, yet can be 
dressed up with jeans for a night out.  Don’t you love the pocket? 

Distressed Tee – This is a great staple for your wardrobe – worn alone with a long necklace.  It 
would also look great peeping out under a v-neck sweater or a dressy jacket.  This tee is long 
and can even be belted if you like!  The choices are endless! 

Beads and Crystal – Maybe you’re wearing red, black, a flowered or geometric print, and you 
need a layered necklace to dress it all up.  This one with a white crystal and beads, set against 
gold layers of chain, will make your outfit sing.  Isn’t it lovely? 

Black on white – Okay, so you can’t wear a candle.  But you can burn one while you get 
dressed!  We were so intrigued by these cute jarred candles with delectable scents – all made 
by a 10 year old – that we had to include them as an option for you this month!  Buy one, and 
gift one! 



Fabrik is located in a nice outdoor mall here in Austin, but they have an online site too. 
Whatever you choose, add white to your wardrobe, several tops to wear, and you’ll be glad you 
did. They’re great to grab to coordinate with everything else you have, and you’re going to need 
several for the weeks to come! 

�



Seven for You – Something Red – by Marcy Lytle 

I don’t know where Valentine’s Day will find you this year.  You might be single, married but 
lonely, out with friends, on a romantic date, or home alone with you and your dog.  However, 
there’s no reason to skip out on being treated well this day that is advertised everywhere with 
red boxes of chocolate, and red roses.  I don’t particularly like either of those, but I do enjoy the 
color red.   

So why not shop and indulge to treat ourselves to “something red” for our house, our wardrobe, 
or just because? 

Espresso Maker – What about something red for your kitchen, sitting on your stove, for a pop 
of that awesome color red?  This cute expresso maker is under $20 and will be something you 
can enjoy alone…or with him…any day of the month! 

Red Votives – What a steal these are, this set of six!  You can place them in a row, separate 
them throughout your house, or gift them to friends!  A lit candle on a table beside you, with a 
good book in your hand, makes a lackluster night come alive with ambience and fragrance. 

Golden Book – Got kids in your family who need some extra special loving this month?  Why 
not treat them to a new Golden Book like The Little Red Caboose?  Include a treat, and take 
them out to read the book and indulge together over bites for two…or three…or however many 
kids you love! 

Cherry Cooler – We found this adorable retro cooler.  You’ll want it, and need it, for the spring 
months ahead for picnics. However, why not have an indoor picnic, and fill this cooler to the 
max with all sorts of snacks and drinks?  Spread out a tablecloth on the floor, turn on a romantic 
movie, and indulge! 

Red velvet pancakes – Did you know there was such a thing as these?  What a glorious 
breakfast or late night delicious treat this would be!  Invite a friend, plan your meal around these 
pancakes, and sit down to enjoy each and every bite! 

Fringe bracelet – Do you have a friend that you know is lonely this month?  Perhaps she just 
suffered a loss, broke up with a boyfriend, or she might just be going through a tough time.  Gift 
her this fun bracelet, and include a note of encouragement.  She’ll be thrilled! 

Popcorn bowl – I can never get enough of this white fluffy stuff, and I eat it multiple times a 
week. What fun it is to enjoy popcorn together with someone in a big red bowl!  There are even 
individual bowls you can buy to go with, if you desire to do so! 

Whatever you’re doing this month on the 14th, treat yourself or someone else to a little 
something red.  Brighten your own day and the days of those around you with a gift, a thought, 
a fun treat, or something fun…  You’ll both sing instead of sigh when February comes to an end. 

�
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Selah’s Style – “Trolling Along” – by Selah Irwin 
 

Have you seen the new movie Trolls? It is my absolute favorite right now! The film has so many 
bright colorful characters and they all have their own unique fashion style. In my opinion, trolls 
are the most creative, funtastic, positive creatures on the planet so I was so excited when 
Target started carrying Troll apparel. Here are some of the fabulous Troll items I have 
purchased so far. 
 
What could be better than a sparkly, sequin, multi-color, Troll dress? Not much! It was very cold 
the day I took this picture so I added a super duper cute jean jacket and a purple scarf I knit 
myself! To accessorize this already amazing outfit I decided to wear my long purple My Little 
Pony socks and a bright bow. In this outfit I was as happy as a troll! 
 
Here is my adorable four year old cousin Hayden rockin' the Troll jammies we got her for her 
birthday. You are sure to be able to "Troll-lax" in these fuzzies. I love these jammies but I love 
her even more! 
 
Take a gander at this amazing Troll swag! My dad got it on Amazon! Now you can carry your 
stuff in TTT....True Troll Trend. 
 
Troll hair don't care! I looooooove this furry vest! I love the style, the color, the warmth, the way 
it makes me feel, and everything else about it. It goes with everything in my wardrobe and 
instantly brightens my mood. If I need to smile I  just wear it for a while.  
 
These fuzzy slipper boots are not actually Troll brand but they do the trick! I got  
them from my cousins for Christmas. Nothing starts your day better than slipping on these 
babies first thing in the morning. They are sure to get your day headed in a happy direction. 
 
I really enjoyed the Troll movie because of the bright colors, happy theme and creative scenery. 
Sporting the troll clothing is a great way to incorporate these things into my everyday life!    



Bind it or Loose It -  Vietnamese Style – by Erica Simmons 
 
A family favorite when eating out is Chicken Vermicelli. I also looked up an official recipe for 
Pho, when my nephew introduced us to it a few years ago when we were staying together. My 
son Jerimiah loved it and recently cooked Courtney’s simple version.  It is also a favorite order 
of a dear friend of mine… 
 
So this month, we venture into the world of Vietnamese cuisine. 
 
Pho           Bind It 
 
Jerimiah was not too happy about not just cooking the old recipe, but he quickly got over it as he 
once again ate ALL the food. Jordan, not being a Pho fan, wanted a hamburger for dinner and I 
joined him, thinking I would eat the Pho the next day. Well, I have learned that if Jeri likes it, I 
better get my share quickly. Unlike the egg drop soup, this recipe turned out a nice size amount 
of food. 
 
Ingredients 
4 ounces dry Chinese egg noodles 
6 cups chicken stock 
2 tablespoons fish sauce 
4 cloves garlic, minced 
2 teaspoons minced fresh ginger root 
1 tablespoon minced lemon grass 
5 green onions, chopped 
2 cups cubed cooked chicken 
1 cup bean sprouts 
1 cup chopped Bok choy 

Directions 

1. Bring a large saucepan of water to a boil over high heat. Add noodles and return water to 
boil. Boil until soft, about 8 minutes. Drain and reserve noodles. 

2. Bring chicken stock, fish sauce, garlic, ginger, lemon grass, and green onions to a boil in a 
large pot. Reduce to a simmer; cook for 10 minutes. Stir in the chicken, bean sprouts, and 
Bok choy. Cook pho until heated through, about 5 minutes. 

3. Divide the cooked noodles between 2 large bowls. Pour pho over noodles; serve 
immediately. 

 
Shrimp Vermicelli         Bind It 
 
This was the best looking recipe for vermicelli, but I substituted the chicken for the shrimp. 
Although this did not give us the flavor of the chicken vermicelli we buy, it was very good and we 
will definitely be making it again. It turned out sweet, so next time I will reduce the amount of 
sugar for both the marinade for the chicken and sauce portion. My nephew Isaiah never had it 
before, but he was very pleased with the final product. 
 
Ingredients 
 



SHRIMP: 

1/3 cup Thai fish sauce (such as Three Crabs) 
1/4 cup sugar 
2 tablespoons finely chopped peeled fresh lemongrass 
1 tablespoon vegetable oil 
2 garlic cloves, minced 
32 large shrimp, peeled and deveined (about 1 1/2 pounds) 
 
SAUCE: 
 
1 cup fresh lime juice (about 9 medium limes) 
3/4 cup shredded carrot 
1/2 cup sugar 
1/4 cup Thai fish sauce (such as Three Crabs) 
2 garlic cloves, minced 
2 red Thai chiles, seeded and minced 
 
Shallot oil: 
1/4 cup vegetable oil 
3/4 cup thinly sliced shallots 
Remaining ingredients: 
8 ounces rice vermicelli (banh hoai or bun giang tay) 
3 1/2 cups shredded Boston lettuce, divided 
2 cups fresh bean sprouts, divided 
1 3/4 cups shredded carrot, divided 
1 medium cucumber, halved lengthwise, seeded, and thinly sliced (about 1 1/2 cups), divided 
Cooking spray 
1/2 cup chopped fresh mint 
1/2 cup unsalted dry-roasted peanuts, finely chopped 
 

Preparation 

To prepare shrimp, combine first 6 ingredients in a large zip-top plastic bag; seal. Marinate in 

refrigerator 1 hour, turning occasionally. Remove shrimp from bag; discard marinade. 

To prepare sauce, combine the lime juice and next 5 ingredients (through chiles), stirring with a 

whisk until the sugar dissolves. Set aside. 

To prepare shallot oil, heat 1/4 cup oil in a small saucepan over medium heat. Add shallots; 

cook 5 minutes or until golden brown. Strain the shallot mixture through a sieve over a bowl. 

Reserve oil. Set fried shallots aside. 

To prepare remaining ingredients, place rice vermicelli in a large bowl; cover with boiling water. 

Let stand 20 minutes. Drain. Combine the noodles, shallot oil, 1 3/4 cups lettuce, 1 cup sprouts, 

1 cup carrot, and 3/4 cup cucumber, tossing well. 



To cook shrimp, prepare the grill to medium-high heat. 

Place shrimp on grill rack coated with cooking spray; grill 2 1/2 minutes on each side or until 

done. Place 3/4 cup noodle mixture in each of 8 bowls; top each serving with 4 shrimp, about 3 

tablespoons of sauce, and about 1 tablespoon fried shallots. Serve with remaining lettuce, bean 

sprouts, carrot, cucumber, mint, and peanuts. 

 

Cucumber, Tomato, and Pineapple Salad with Asian Dressing   Bind It 
 
As a way to round out our Vietnamese menu, we found a salad that looked like it had a variety 
of flavors. It was sweet and spicy with a hint of cool mint. Not for the boys’ palate, but I really 
liked it.  

Ingredients 

1 large garlic clove 
1/4 teaspoon salt 
2 tablespoons fresh lime juice 
1 tablespoon sugar 
2 tablespoons vegetable oil 
1 (2-inch-long) fresh serrano or jalapeño chile, minced, including seeds 
1/4 to 1/2 teaspoon Asian fish sauce 
1/2 seedless cucumber (often plastic-wrapped), halved lengthwise, then thinly sliced crosswise 
1/2 pineapple, peeled, quartered lengthwise, cored, then sliced crosswise 1/4 inch thick (2 cups) 
1/2 cup coarsely chopped fresh cilantro 
1/4 cup coarsely chopped fresh mint 
 

Directions 

Mince garlic, then mash to a paste with salt using side of a large heavy knife. 
Whisk together lime juice and sugar in a large bowl until sugar is dissolved, then whisk in oil, 
garlic paste, chile, and fish sauce (to taste). Add remaining ingredients, tossing to coat, and add 
salt to taste. 
 



Tried and True - February Loves – by Marcy Lytle 

This is the month all about love, isn’t it?  So we thought we’d put a different spin on the word 
“love” and share a couple dozen loves that you might want to pick and place in your vase of 
things to try or fall in love with this month!  Of course, we love our spouses and families and 
pets, but we also love things that make us smile, make life easier, or just make our day more 
fun! 

Here we go!  All of these are things we just tried in the past year, and we’re keeping around… 

1. An iphone tripod – I wanted this for taking photos of groups or of myself, without having 
an arm extended in the picture!  This little guy twists and bends all sorts of ways and 
holds my phone steady for those impromptu shots! 

2. A new book – I got this book for Christmas and I’m enjoying it so much.  I love Lauren 
Graham, being first introduced to her in the show Gilmore Girls on TV.  Her TV banter 
and fast-paced dialogue was totally entertaining to me, and she’s the same way in this 
book! 

3. The Air Popper – This little machine gets a work out multiple times a week.  And I’ve 
learned to favor this type of popcorn over the theater kind – seriously!  I love that it pops 
with very few kernels left behind, and I can control the toppings! 

4. Purse that Pops – My sweet sister saw me eyeing this purse while we were shopping 
over the holidays, and she went back and surprised me by gifting it to me on the day we 
opened our gifts! This is one of those purses that won’t go with everything, but 
everything will pop when I carry it!  I absolutely love it. 

5. Pretty bracelet – Have you checked out Noonday?  My niece, Amber Holdridge, is 
actually a representative.  Their jewelry is made in other countries and all proceeds go to 
help the women who make it.  The pieces are finely crafted and so beautiful.  My kids 
gave me this beauty for my wrist! 

6. Spiffy Spiralizer – What a great kitchen gadget!  It works well and easy, and spiralizes 
veggies – and makes fun curly potatoes for fun eating!  I even got a cookbook to go with. 

7. Big push pins – What are THESE for, you might ask.  They’re used in my closet on 
cork board for hanging necklaces.  And the largeness of them works greatly, because I 
have some heavy pieces.  They’re great for organizing! 

8. Fridge notepads – I have these for every month/season.  They go on my fridge and 
they’re handy for list making, notes for reminders, or for writing down movies times and 
stashing the list in my purse for later reference.  I love putting up a new one each 1st of 
the month! 

9. Wiggly pen – This little magnetic pen goes right beside my calendar on my fridge – 
always there for using – always hanging for wiggling.  A great little invention. 

10. The New Fanny – No, it’s not a fanny pack, but it’s a sleek cell phone holder for those 
long walks where you don’t want to carry a purse and you don’t feel comfortable locking 
your purse in your car. So carry this instead!  It’s also great for hands-free shopping.  It’s 
flat, it’s secure, and it holds your phone AND a small wallet and lip gloss! 



What are your faves this February – those things you LOVE and can’t live without?  I can live 
without the things listed above, but why would I?  It’s fun to surround ourselves with lovely 
gadgets, jewelry, good reads, little trinkets or other things that make us smile and make our 
lives just a little bit more fun… 
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Practical Parenting – Attention Getters – by Marcy Lytle 

Kids crave attention, and when we aren’t giving it to them, they will demand it through their 
antics, crazy behavior, and even negativity – all because they don’t really know how to 
communicate yet with their words – to ask us for help.  If you’re a parent, you’ve seen this, 
you’re familiar with it, and you know it well. 

The minute the phone rings, the little boy who has been playing contentedly with his Legos for 
an hour, is up pulling on your pants, doing somersaults and yelling like King Kong, while you’re 
trying to have a five minute conversation with a friend.  He wants you to get off the phone and 
pay attention to what he’s doing, right now. 

Guests have arrived and have just relaxed into your sofa, you’re conversing with them and 
enjoying their presence, when all of your children start running at you and jumping in your lap, 
asking for food, and punching you in the stomach to see if you’ll react.  And boy, do you… 

You’re in a hurry because you’re about to be late, once again, for that lunch date with the other 
mom and her kids, and you’re trying to put on your makeup so you look like a person, not a 
bedraggled mom of three.  You’ve mastered the art of applying makeup in three minutes 
because you have kids, but in those three minutes, he’s in the toilet, she’s run off with your 
lipstick and is now writing on her legs in bright red streaks.   

One of the many challenges we have as parents is teaching our kids to communicate their 
needs without careening through the air straight towards our head with their bodies or a toy with 
four corners.  And it starts early with them…and with us. 

Let’s just address the three scenarios above. 

The phone.  Perhaps try telling your children you’re about to make a call and you want them to 
be quiet, and when you hang up you’ll sit and play with them, or get them a treat.  This is not 
bribery, it’s trickery – and sometimes a good trick is good parenting (oh yes, it is). Talk to them 
about who you’re calling, and that you want them to sit still and wait.  Ask them if they have any 
questions. You might be surprised that they just want to know who it is and that’s all.  And also 
consider if you maybe make too many phone calls and they really do have a reason to be upset, 
because you’re ignoring them again.  That possibility stings, but it could be true.  And you might 
need to consider waiting on phone calls until kids are in bed asleep. 

The visitors.  Talk to your children before visitors arrive, tell them who’s coming, and spend a 
bit of time with your kids going over proper behavior when guests are present.  Show them a 
few snacks from which they can make a choice by themselves.  Introduce them to the guests 
when they arrive, and let the kids be present for a few minutes to realize who these people are, 
before sending them off to play.  Set up a movie, a play area, or give them a craft to work on, 
before the guests come.  Kids really want to be a part of the fun you’re having and they don’t 
know how to tell you.  So include them and settle their inquisitive minds, and then hope for the 
best. 



The appointment.  Moms just can’t help being late sometimes, and moms really need a break 
and a cage to crawl inside when they’re getting ready – one with another cage beside it for the 
kids – right?  Kids sense that mom is about to leave, or they see her getting ready and want to 
join in the process.  One idea is to have the kids their own “get ready” pack.  Maybe you have a 
small zipper bag reserved for her – with play makeup – that she can only get out when mom is 
getting ready. This way you both put on your face.  Perhaps he has a specific zipper bag as 
well, with a play shaver, some lotion – or a few cars set aside – to only use when it’s getting 
ready time.   The kids are required to sit near mom or in a dry tub (if they won’t turn on the 
water!) and get ready while mom gets ready, too. 

There are many other solutions that will only work for your specific family.  Try addressing the 
times that your kids act out the most.  Is it when guests arrive?  Is it when dad gets home?  Is it 
when you’re trying to make dinner?  Sit down with them and talk about it, let them help you 
make a solution, a goody bag, or perhaps ideas of how they too can join in the process of 
whatever it is that’s making them feel left out. Then finally, talk about how each person in the 
family needs a bit of time to visit, create, or rest without interruption.  Practice it with them, in 
front of them, and talk freely about it.  And make sure that the attention they’re seeking isn’t 
because they aren’t getting enough.   

And when all else fails, pack the family in the car and go out for ice cream after the chaos and 
loud chatter has ended, so that you all get that cold sweet attention that feels so good going 
down… 

�



I Don’t Do Teens – Kiss me – by Marcy Lytle  

She was in middle school, we were in bed, and one night we saw a few sheets of notebook 
paper slip under our door.  Our daughter had written out her case, in the fashion that a lawyer 
would present an argument, for why she should be allowed to kiss her boyfriend goodnight.  
Handwritten notes were one of the ways we communicated with our kids. It allowed us both to 
think and word things correctly, and have time to consider before we responded. 

As we read through her points (they were listed one at a time), we then decided on our 
response.  It was “No.”   

How soon should our kids be allowed to kiss their boyfriends?  Or should they be allowed at all?  
Or is it inevitable that they will, so we are just to ignore it and hope for the best? 

Every set of parents will deal with this issue at one time or another.  We were pleased that our 
daughter even took the time to ask us, considered our input, and wanted to hear what we had to 
say.  And that stemmed from constant communication. 

Once our kids turn into teens, they’re noticing the opposite sex.  They’re wondering what it 
might be like to have that first kiss, because they see it everywhere on television and in movies.  
It looks so nice, and they want to be “loved” like that. 

Kissing is harmless, right?  We all know that’s not true.  Kissing leads to all sorts of other things, 
and like a fire that is flaming high, the “other things” cannot be stopped once the kissing starts. 

Think about your own experience.  Mine included kissing every boy I dated, and there were 
many.  My husband, on the other hand, only dated me, only kissed me, and had no other 
reference.  And that, my friend, was a treasure and a gift he gave me like no other.   

If your teens are of the age where they’re noticing and wondering, have a talk with them about 
kissing.   

Include these points and questions, and listen to their answers and responses. 

1. Why do you want to be kissed?  
2. What emotions do you feel when you think about being kissed? 
3. Is kissing just like holding hands, or is it something else? 
4. When you get married, do you want someone who has been kissed by multiple people? 

Maybe it seems old-fashioned, but it’s such good learning.  Kissing should be reserved for that 
one they’re going to marry.  And they don’t know that one when they’re 12…or 15…or even 18.  
Kissing someone shouldn’t be their goal.  Getting to know a person as a friend should be. 

Talking and addressing the why’s of wanting that kiss is important.   It’s important that our teens 
are rooted in HIS love first.  When they feel secure in who they are, how they look, and with the 
person they are, they won’t be craving attention and desire all the time from others.  

Give them these pointers: 



1. There are all sorts of kisses and usually a cheek kiss isn’t enough, so other things occur.   
2. Passion and lust are often behind a kiss, and it’s near impossible to stop, once the flame 

is stoked. 
3. Being alone, away from safety rails (people, lit places, public arenas) is a danger zone 

and a breeding ground for kissing to begin. 
4. A kiss from God can satisfy like no other. 
5. Kissing is not wrong or dirty, it’s beautiful. But it’s not for now. 

By now, you may be saying this is ridiculous, absolutely unattainable, and way out of date, to 
expect our kids to listen to reason about kissing.  But the truth is, our kids want to hear what we 
think, they do desire to please us, and if we train them and love them, they will want to please 
their heavenly Father the most. 

Just saying, “No, you can’t do that!” won’t work.  We have to communicate, to love, to pray with, 
and to lead our teens into that lasting relationship with God their Father, Jesus their Savior, and 
the Holy Spirit their guide, and pray for them to resist temptation of all kinds…even the kind that 
starts with that “innocent” kiss. 

Gather other parents to pray for your kids together, monitor and pay attention to where your kids 
are and who they’re with, and take the time to love on them above  all else. 

We had many talks with our daughter about kissing, and then we had a son who grew up and 
had the same desires, but didn’t send letters to us at all.  We communicated, we prayed, we 
trusted, and then we had to leave it up to them to obey or not, to listen or refuse, and to wait or 
give in.  I can’t say for sure what each of them did, but I know that God loves our children more 
than we do.  And if we pray and seek him, he will show us how to train our kids to experience 
His love first, so that kissing a boy/girl won’t be their main focus…or desire.   

�



Life as We Know It - Expectations – by Erica Simmons 

Jordan and I were on our way back home from an appointment in Austin, when he said he 
wanted to ask me a question. I told him okay, and he asked me if I expected him to be perfect. 
That was an easy one to answer, “Of course I don’t.” I elaborated on how it was my job to put 
structures in place that would keep him from engaging in activities that were not beneficial to 
him, activities that could lead to situations early in his life that could have lifelong impact. By the 
end of the conversation he seemed satisfied with my answer, but I didn’t. 

You see, as a parent I know my children aren’t going to be perfect, but I do have expectations of 
them and I think that is what my son was really asking me. Do I expect him to perfectly meet 
certain expectations? The fanciful answer to that question is yes. My reality around that 
question is asking myself, “Have I set the foundation for the answer to be yes?” 

This month I share with you a real look into me. Not an easy task for me; and you may only get 
to see so far. Jordan’s question and the circumstances were only the beginning of this self-
reflecting journey. Another part is my parental DNA make up. I don’t have one memory of my 
parents sitting me down and depositing things into me to help me grow up to be a law abiding, 
hardworking, God loving person.  

 How I learned about sex from mom was her directive, “Don’t do it,” as she walked by to 
put clothes in the washing machine.  

 How I learned to be a hard worker was when I saw my dad come home exhausted every 
day.   

 How I learned to be a good student was that I hated my home life and loved to learn.   
 How I knew not to do drugs was that no one around me ever did drugs.  
 How I learned to be God-loving was that I grew up a lonely little girl who felt like no one 

loved her.  But EVERY night I went to sleep, I just knew He was there and I felt His love 
and comfort for me.  

So I naively thought these things would naturally occur in my boys. Thus were born my perfect 
expectations for Jordan and Jerimiah. 

Reality Check 

I would love to say that I quickly learned that character does not just happen, it has to be taught. 
But the truth of the matter is it has taken me a few years of gut punches to finally get it. The final 
catalyst was a video. The Dallas Cowboys made the playoffs this year and they have a motto 
“finish this fight” they are using to create videos of players and their struggles they had to 
overcome to be in the league and a member of the team. I am NOT a Dallas Cowboys fan, but 
they drafted the quarterback from my alma mater Mississippi State and I LOVE Dak.  His video 
made such a huge impact on me as a mother. His mother was a huge factor in his life, and in 
the video he talks about things she taught him and what he has become because of it. You can 
watch it here. 

Dak’s video 

I cry every time I see that video, not just for his loss, but for the opportunities I have lost with my 
boys to teach them, to mold them, to share with them the things they need in order to become 
the men God wants them to be. I think about who they would become if I were to die today. 



What have I sown into them that would give them the strength to accomplish their dreams? It 
breaks my heart that the honest answer is very little. I know it is not too late, but I am afraid I 
don’t know how to teach them. I look and listen to Jordan sometimes, and his views and ideas 
of the world and how he thinks it works give me pause. The world has changed, and even 
though my parents did not explicitly have talks with me, who I became was largely impacted by 
who they were, expectations not communicated, but understood.  

Hope Going Forward 

The greatest thing about serving God is He always has a plan. As long as there is time He will 
make a way. My part is to draw us near to Him, to strengthen my relationship with him and to 
dump old habits and replace them with healthy ones in Christ. The timing couldn’t be more 
perfect as our church body just began a Daniel fast for 21 days. During this time I will put all my 
fears and failures on the altar, dedicate, really dedicate, my life to Him. I will learn what 
relationship is, seek Him for how He wants me to sow into the boys, and make them a part of 
the journey forward. 



Everything Home – Gallery Wall 2 – by Mikaela Cain 

Many moons ago, I wrote a short story on my beloved gallery wall. Since then, it’s been 
tweaked and changed countless times. I’ve picked up some tips on adjusting a gallery wall that I 
want to share with you.  

A Refresher on Starting your Gallery Wall:  

1. Start with a theme. Some ideas I’ve seen are: family, hobbies, dreaming, childhood, 
clocks/time, and motivation.  

2. Pick a color and style. 
3. Gather frames and pictures. What do you want to stand out? What are the pictures 

you’re going to highlight? Make sure they’re in complementary frames and a noticeable 
size, if possible.  

4. Find objects and fillers. Make your pictures stand out more by including art or word art in 
frames, or even non-frames to the wall. I’ll talk more about this later.  

5. Pick your shape. Gallery walls can be circular, angled, square…  
6. Lay it out. This step will take the longest and is the most important. On the floor, mark 

the size of the wall space you are filing. Arrange your gallery pieces within that space. 
Start with the pieces you want to highlight the most, then the biggest pieces. Balance 
those evenly within your space. Then, in a circular motion, fill in with medium-sized 
pieces, and then smaller ones.  

7. Cut out paper patterns. Grab some butcher paper, trace the frames/objects and cut them 
out.  

8. Tape the shapes. Tape the paper cut outs on the wall matching your arrangement on the 
floor. 

9. Start nailing! Hammer your nails directly into the paper (check the back of the frames to 
see where the nails should go, first). Then, remove the paper and stick the frame on! 
Note: I like to start with my biggest pictures. If I somehow get off, it’s easier to rearrange 
the smaller ones.  

Adjust over Time: 

My wall’s theme is about adventure. We kept adventuring, after finishing the wall. I substituted 
some of the pictures that had duplicate locations to other pictures on the wall. But, eventually I 
ran out of space. You can’t really just throw another frame on the wall. It takes careful planning 
to get the balance just right. So, I relied on “fillers” to get the job done. Fillers were frames that 
had scrapbooking paper, or word art. These were important to give a color scheme. But, now, 
they were needed for our adventures.  

Then, I was faced with another problem: it was a lot of the same. Most of the pictures were of 
Grant and me standing in front of some landmark, smiling at the camera. It was boring. To 
change it up, I did something daring—I included pictures of just one of us, or of just the city. In 
the pictures of just us, non-Cains don’t know where we are (based on the picture), but Grant 
and I do. For example, my picture from New York City is just of me holding an umbrella. It 
helped balance the color scheme. And, it reminds me of the trip because it was raining the 



whole time!  Another picture is of just Grant at a restaurant. We were on a romantic getaway, so 
a dreamy shot of his gorgeous eyes and smile seemed even more appropriate than the two of 
us standing in front of a city sign.  

Other Tips:  

-  Once when readjusting a few frames, I just couldn’t get around this gap between two sets of 
frames. So, I was inspired to find a long, IKEA flower that I had for a vase. I threw a bow around 
it, and the wall was balanced again!  

- I really like the use of non-picture objects. It adds a lot of character. I’ve hung coffee mugs 
from a metal holder, a black shelf holding pottery, and license plates. Faux deer heads (and real 
ones), clocks and mirrors work great! If you can attach it to a wall, you can use it. 

- Enjoy! Set it in place, and leave it for a few days. If you don’t like it, rearrange. The only loss is 
some time and putty to fill the holes back in.   

�



The Family Practice – The Strong Ask – by Rachel Toalson 

The day is gray and heavy, and it feels a whole lot like my mood. In fact, this morning, I woke 
with what felt like steel jaws pressing against my temples, and I could hardly think through the 
pain. The bread didn’t do well in the bread maker last night, and it’s mostly a brick, so there 
goes breakfast. And I know, whatever I choose to make, boys will complain that it’s not the toast 
and jam they were expecting. 
 
It had been whole weeks, whole months, a whole year of feeling completely overwhelmed, and 
here we are beginning a new year the same way. We need help. But I know the way this goes—
I won’t ask for it. 
 
Periodically throughout my life, I have needed help with one thing or another—financial help, 
emotional help, help taking care of my children, help taking care of myself, help getting dinner 
on the table, help for my loneliness, help for my anxiety, help getting my feet back on firmer 
ground. All of the help, no matter what it might look like, has been hard for me to accept. 
 
Part of it is that I hold an unnecessary standard for what I should be able to do. I should be 
able to handle all of this—raise six boys, keep a clean house, have a successful career, cook a 
healthy dinner, stay thin—and also handle whatever curveballs life might see fit to swing my 
way. I should be able to make it all look easy. I shouldn’t need anyone else to help me through 
my days. 
 
Two years ago, I was laid off my job—the only steady income my family had. We had known it 
was coming for a couple of months, but I was only a few weeks away from welcoming our sixth 
son, and I didn’t want to search for a job. Who would hire me, anyway? 
 
We had enough of a nest egg in our savings to propel us through a few months, until we could 
figure out what to do next, and I knew that I could probably stretch out that time frame with a 
tight rein. And we did. We stretched it to six months, and then we ran out, and I went to bed and 
woke up and walked around, every day, with a thick wedge of panic in my throat. 
 
I wrote about our trials in a blog. It was the most humbling thing I’ve ever done. See, I was 
valedictorian of my high school class. I was a first-generation college student. I was supposed to 
be successful. I wasn’t supposed to be worrying about money.  
 
People responded to that blog. And it was even more humbling to accept their help. 
 
The problem is, we live in a society that says asking for help points to our weakness, our 
inabilities, our mistakes. Society says that we should be able to handle it all ourselves, because 
we made our bed and now we must sleep in it.  
 
But there are times that we all need help in some way or another—and in order to receive that 
help through a lens of love, we have to get over what we think it says about us and who we are 



and who we could be. For a long time, whenever my husband and I asked someone to watch 
our kids because we hadn’t had a date for several months, I thought that those people we asked 
were probably rolling their eyes, saying to themselves that we shouldn’t have had six kids if we 
needed so much help. But every time we actually asked, helpers were glad to help. They didn’t 
look at us like we were failing at life. They looked at us like it was their pleasure to give. 
 
People love through their giving. And who are we to deny them that? 
 
When we receive through this lens of love—allowing other people to love God through us—it 
becomes much easier to accept their help. And the better we get at asking for help, the better 
our children will be, watching us. The more likely we will be able to eradicate the mistaken belief 
that asking for help renders us weak and incompetent. 
 
Here are some ways we can teach ourselves and our children to receive with a lens of 
love: 
 
1. Practice asking for help. Sometimes kids don’t have the language to ask for help. They 
don’t know how to ask properly (and, truthfully, neither do we)—they just whine and complain 
and hint at what they can’t do (and, truthfully, so do we). In my house, we have a saying: “Use 
your words.” This applies to practically everything—whining, complaining, any emotion. And it 
applies to help as well. Use your words. Ask for help clearly. Practice so you get better at asking 
and receiving. 
 
2. Talk about receiving in a positive light. We live in a society where asking for help is seen 
as a weakness. Turn it around to be a strength in your family. The strong ask for help, because 
they know that no one can do it alone. Resolve, as a family, to be the strong ones and to ask for 
help when you need it. Receive with grateful hearts, rather than embarrassed ones. 
 
3. When people help you, write thank-you notes. Allow the kids to help. And then talk about 
what those people might have gained from their giving (it will help if children have had 
experience giving to others).�
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Strengthening Your Core - Just Follow Me – by Marcy Lytle 

When we go shopping, to the movies, or most anywhere, and I’m not driving, I don’t even notice 
or make it a point to remember where we park.  My husband Jon parks the car, he gets out and 
carries the keys, and I follow him inside.  

Just recently, we exited the store and I asked, “Where’s the car?” Rather than describe the row, 
the number of spaces down, and linear feet to walk, he respond, “Just follow me.” And I did.  We 
arrived at the car safe and sound, he unlocked the door, and we got in and drove off. 

I realized at that moment that I trust Jon completely when we go out to remember where we 
parked and how to get back to the car, to get home.  However, when I shop by myself or go out 
alone, I make it a point to notice, to recall, and to remember.  I do not like wandering around 
looking for my car.  Who does? 

This experience reminded me of two ways we treat God, every day when we walk with him. We 
all know that we are to give him the driver’s position (remember “Jesus Take the Wheel?”)  We 
know that life doesn’t work well if we drive and steer ourselves around.  It’s a better deal to allow 
him to take the wheel and escort us through life, and yes, park us when needed…and walk us 
into places that might be unfamiliar or new.   

If we decide to take the wheel at any point in life, it then becomes OUR job to navigate, 
maneuver, avoid hazards, and recall where we stop and how to get back home.   And in life, we 
can do this.  We can read maps, we can use an app to determine traffic, and we can use our 
brains to make notes and find our way around town.  But we all know that Google maps are not 
fail-proof, apps aren’t perfect and phones break; and memories fail. 

So why not let Him drive?  Why not get in the passenger seat, let him take the wheel and guide 
us?  I love being the passenger IF the driver of the car is a good one.  Being on a tour on 
vacation is the best.  I get to see the sights that are important, I’m offered a comfy seat, and I 
have a view of everything that I wouldn’t see if I was driving – focusing on the road and safety 
and directions of where I’m going. 

The truth is that we have this amazing gift of choice. We can slide in behind the wheel each day 
and focus on the details of the directions and spaces and mechanics…or we can allow him to 
open the door to the other side where we can enjoy the view, follow, and take in the beauty of 
the journey. 

I love it when Jon drives and parks.  I trust him, because he always recalls and remembers.  So 
I lean on him and make it back to my car. 

But I don’t seem to love it as much when God drives, because I’d rather be in control.  In other 
words, sometimes I trust people more than I trust Him. 

It’s February, two months into the New Year, and one of my goals was to fear less and trust 
more. 



And I want to start by getting out with Him to enjoy my day, without a care of where he takes 
me, knowing that he’s got full recall of how to help me make it safely home.  And that requires 
saying “Okay!,” when he says, “Follow Me.” 

�

�



Under the Influence - But First… - by Marcy Lytle 

In Luke 9 in the Bible there’s an interesting story that reads like this (The Message): 

On the road someone asked if he could go along. “I’ll go with you, wherever,” he said. Jesus 

was curt: “Are you ready to rough it? We’re not staying in the best inns, you know.” Jesus said 

to another, “Follow me.” He said, “Certainly, but first excuse me for a couple of days, please. I 

have to make arrangements for my father’s funeral.” Jesus refused. “First things first. Your 

business is life, not death. And life is urgent: Announce God’s kingdom!” Then another said, “I’m 

ready to follow you, Master, but first excuse me while I get things straightened out at home.” 

Jesus said, “No procrastination. No backward looks. You can’t put God’s kingdom off till 

tomorrow. Seize the day.” 

Seizing the day is not a new phrase, but “but first…” is relatively new. I see it a lot on t-shirts 

that say, “But first…coffee.”  The person wearing it is saying don’t talk to me, don’t request 

anything of me, don’t even be near me…until I’ve had that sip of the hot stuff I call my friend. 

This story in the bible is one with the same attitude.  Jesus was looking for followers and 

warning those who might respond that following him might not always be easy.  In this instance, 

two people had a “but first” response to Jesus.  And Jesus had a firm response back to them. In 

other words, “but first” wasn’t the phrase Jesus was looking for, because He wanted the 

urgency and first priority for his followers to be Him, with a “Certainly, yes!” 

That coffee t-shirt is funny, and I get what it’s saying…that coffee is completely  necessary to 

start that person’s day…but it’s also a sentiment expressed quite often everywhere we go, isn’t 

it? 

I think there are questions being asked of us every day, all around us, and we’ve all got on that 

shirt with those words, so that no one and nothing slows us down… 

 Will you look at me and smile? “But first, I’ve got to answer this call.” 

 Will you sit with me and snuggle? “But first, I’ve got to clean the kitchen.” 

 Will you and your family join us for dinner? “But first, we’ve got the kids’ games.” 

 Will you come join us as we walk for a cause? “But first, let me determine if you’re 

worthy.” 

 Won’t you spend time with me and visit? “But first, grandmother, I’ve got to work.” 

 Won’t you sit a while and worship?” “But first, Lord, I’ve got to make dinner.” 



 Won’t you play a game with me? “But first, son, I’ve got a conference call.” 

 Won’t you help me with a move? “But first, our weekends are full for two months.” 

 Can you trust me to guide you? “But first, I need to see where I’m going.” 

 Can you believe me to heal you? “But first, I need to know when that will occur.” 

 Can you stand on my promises? “But first, you need to explain why…” 

 Can you love others? “But first, I need you to change them.” 

It’s sort of the same response when we say “Talk to the hand,” because we don’t really care to 

listen or hear what the person is saying. 

It’s a serious thing to push Jesus and his call to the side until we’ve got time or understanding, 

and it’s a dangerous thing to put up our hand to ask him to stop, until we’re ready to listen. 

He requires that we follow him, without understanding, without clarity, and without a change in 

circumstance.  He bids us to follow him wherever he leads, with full trust and obedience in Who 

He is without a “but first.” 

That’s not an easy response, because we’re taught that others have to earn our trust, and when 

it’s broken, we have the right to brush them off.  The problem is, all humans will break that trust 

at some time in our lives, and then we’ll be left with no one. 

Jesus has proven his love for us – he died and took our shame and sin away from us – forever. 

The moment we grasp the incredible depth of love he has for us, the goodness that’s behind 

that love, and the holiness of a God that desires for all things to be made new regardless of the 

cost – the quicker our response will be, 

“Certainly. Yes!” 

And we will leave it all to sit, to listen, to observe, to do, to give, and most of all…to love...first. 

 



Beauty for Ashes – Hearing What God Says – by Pam Charro 
 
I have a confession to make. 
 
I'm only recently, after walking with the Lord more than half of my life, becoming able to hear 
what he says.  I don't mean that he has never told me things.  He has given me tons of advice 
and wisdom, for which I am thankful.  I mean, in my self-talk, I have only heard myself and not 
been able to hear him. 
 
I guess I started to realize it a few weeks ago as I was watching my daughter get on the bus to 
go to school.   
 
I said to God, "Thank you so much for giving me such a neat girl."   
 
To which he replied, "YOU'RE a neat girl." 
 
For whatever reason, I never really knew he felt that way about me.  I guess I knew it in kind of 
a generic way, but not really personally.  I was reminded that God is always positive, always 
loving, and always pressing forward instead of focusing on imperfections.  It got me thinking that 
I was probably missing an awful lot that he had to say. 
 
I'm starting to hear him say all kinds of cool things now.  Like, "You're a fascinating person," and 
"I'm so proud of you," and "You're pretty."  Things I guess I've been putting on people to say to 
me instead, and my happiness has depended on it.   
 
Now that I can hear God say these things, I don't seem to need them from people as much.  In 
fact, it's as though I'm able to love people freely for the first time in my life because there are 
finally no strings attached.  My approval really does come from the Lord.  It's taken so many 
years, but I finally am "getting it!”   
 
God really is crazy about me, not just the me in church or the me that others approve of - He 
really loves the me that he created and always sees.  
 
And whatever anyone else sees or doesn't see just isn't all that important in comparison. 
 

Psalm 139:17 
 

How precious to me are your thoughts, O God! How vast the sum of them! 
 
�



Healthy Habits – You Do – by Marcy Lytle 

If I’ve seen or read about it once, I’ve seen or read about it a hundred times.  People are too 
busy to have fun.  Moms are working, single moms are doubly working, parents are trying to pay 
bills and keep their kids occupied and learning, and adults are striving to get by and pay off 
debt.  So when there is a little time left, it seems exercise and working out is one form of relief, 
walking a dog might be an option, but having fun?  What does that even mean any more, and 
who has time for that? 

Of course, there has to be a balance to our lives, but when the scale tips too heavily on the duty 
and busyness side, something’s gotta give…and it might just be our health. 

Heart disease, mental illness, and even digestive issues can be a result of the stress of too 
much work and not enough play.  And when we end up old and tired, wondering where the 
years went, we will wish we had played a bit more. 

Here are a few suggestions on allowing yourself a little fun in your busy life, so that you can 
breathe better, clear your head, and settle your tense stomach: 

Clear something from your schedule.  I’ve written about this many times in other columns, 
but kids do not have to take lessons, play on a team, and be part of a club every day of the 
week.  Learn to say no to another activity that requires you to commute through traffic, volunteer 
to serve, or bake another dozen cookies.  Stay home and bake cookies with your kids present 
with you! 

Let go of the guilt.  Exercise is important, but it’s not the only thing that keeps you healthy.  We 
live in a culture that says when you do have down time, you need to hit the trails, show up at the 
gym, and step on the scales.  Although exercise can be fun, if it’s something we do to check off 
our list or to help us keep up with our peers, it’s not making us healthy at all.  It’s weighing 
pounds of pressure on minds.  We step on the scales to see if we’ve lost weight, when we 
should be stepping on the dance floor (dancing is exercise, you know) to move to the beat for 
the pure enjoyment of the music! 

Make date night a priority.  If you’re married and you can’t remember the last time the two of 
you went out for fun alone, or you’ve even forgotten what kind of fun there is to have, it’s been 
way too long.  If your schedules are too busy with deadlines, working at night, attending work 
functions and church activities, then say no to something else and yes to him.  Date night 
doesn’t have to be a chore; in fact, we have ideas for you right here in THYME! 

Do something crazy.  Maybe you used to enjoy skating, you really loved going for a drive, or 
you enjoy coloring or painting. Perhaps you love a long, hot bath or a bag of popcorn at the 
movies.  All of those pleasures have now taken a back seat to duty, discipline and drive to 
succeed.  You will say there is no time for you, but there really is.  If it clears your head, warms 
your heart and makes you smile, you must make the time.  If necessary, take the kids with you 
and let them see what you enjoy – they may grow to love it as well. And it’s really okay to ask 
your family for a few minutes to yourself.   



Omit that one thing.  We all have lists of things we must do each week, like clean the toilets, 
strip the bed, get groceries, etc.  But what if you did the unthinkable and let the bed go one 
week, or let that load sit a few more days in the basket, or removed yourself from that volunteer 
list…and you freed up even 30 minutes for a more healthy you?  Do you know what you can do 
in 30 minutes to rest your heart? You can watch a fun sitcom, you can play dress-up with your 
daughter, you can paint your toenails, you can read a couple magazines, or you can even sit on 
the porch and indulge in a candy bar and a coke. 

Who has time?  You do.  You have 24 hours a day and they are not screaming at you to fill 
them with others every second and minute.  Your body and mind and soul are sometimes 
yelling louder at you to stop, consider, and take the time out to live.  If you need help, ask.  If 
you are about to drop, sit down and put up your feet.  If you can’t breathe, lay back against HIM 
and cry, ask, listen and receive His creative idea to give you rest. 

Matthew 11:28,29 

“Come to Me, all who are weary and heavy-laden, and I will give you rest.  

Take My yoke upon you and learn from Me, for I am gentle and humble in heart,  

and you will find rest for your souls.” 

 

 

 



LAVENDER BLUE 
By Ginny Hurley 

 
It’s February right and true 

Reminding me of the little rhyme 
Lavender’s Blue 

 
Words light and airy 

Describing the Pure One 
To Him I will marry! 

 
A King oh so graceful 

Coming soon for the faithful 
To our home now palatial! 

 
The skies are a sparkle 

Heart and mind now engaged 
There’s none more remarkable! 

 
It’s time to prepare 

Our work’s set before us 
Fully we’ll see the extent of His care! 

 
My heart soars within me 

Exulting this miracle 
Forever my time assigned to be free! 

 
The King all in splendor 

His Bride by His side 
This moment I’ve dreamed of! 

 
 
 
 
 

The Original “Lavender’s Blue” (Dilly Dilly) is below: 
 

Lavender’s blue, dilly dilly 
Lavender’s green 

When you are king, dilly dilly, 
I shall be queen 

 
Who told you so, dilly dilly, 

Who told you so? 
‘Twas my own heart, dilly dilly, 

That told me so 
 

Call up your friends, dilly, dilly, 
Set them to work 

Some to the plough, dilly dilly, 
Some to the fork 



 
Some to the hay, dilly dilly, 

Some to thresh corn 
Whilst you and I, dilly dilly, 

Keep ourselves warm 
 

Lavender’s blue dilly dilly, 
Lavenders’ green 

When you are king, dilly dilly, 
I shall be queen 

 
Who told you so, dilly dilly, 

Who told you so? 
‘Twas my own heart, dilly dilly 

That told me so. 
�
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In This Together – Loving Him at 50 Below – by Charissa Corbin 
 
I live in North Pole, Alaska.  
 
It still seems surreal for me to say that. I would never have imagined that I would move to 
Alaska, let alone be 36 weeks pregnant during our transition. My husband works in the U.S. Air 
Force and good ole’ Uncle Sam sent us here. When we first found out we were moving here, I 
thought to myself, “God, seriously? Out of 50+ bases in the world, you are sending us to a 
remote part of Alaska?!?” I looked at a map the minute I found out we were moving and realized 
that we would be closer to Russia than to any of our family in the lower 48. I don’t know if it was 
my escalating pregnancy hormones, or the fact that I would be so far away from anyone I knew, 
but I cried. Actually, I bawled like a baby.  
 
My husband, on the other hand, was ecstatic and sympathetic to my feelings, but could not wait 
to hit the road to Alaska. Alaska offered a lifestyle he longed for… hunting, fishing, trapping, 
snowmobiling, bitter cold winters, long summer days and the list goes on. It was a new 
adventure to him, one he was ready to start. 
 
When we arrived to Alaska and Matt checked in at the base, we read a sign that said, “Ready to 
go at 50 below.” Yes, it is possible for the temperature to get down to 50 BELOW zero. Every 
active duty military personnel must be ready at any time to defend, fight and protect our country. 
This phrase was etched into my mind for weeks. I am not in the Air Force but was I ready? Was 
I ready to call this place home? Was I ready to support my husband in his new job? Was I ready 
to give birth to our first child thousands of miles away from family? Was I ready for what God 
had planned for me here?  
 
God calls us to be ready. In 1 Corinthians 16:13 it states, “Be on your guard; stand firm in the 
faith; be courageous; be strong. Do everything in love.” My husband was ready the minute God 
called us to Alaska. He helped prepare me, he navigated our whole move, and he fervently 
sought God’s advice and peace through our transition. He was on his guard, standing firm on 
his calling, and loving me through it.  
 
God may be directing your marriage in a way you never imagined. He may be calling you to 
move across the world, start a church, or adopt. Whatever it may be, be ready. Take comfort 
that He has gone before you and His plan for your marriage is way more fun than yours.  
 
I am now a proud mother of a 3-month old Alaskan baby girl, I live in a log cabin, have met 
some incredible women of God, found a church family, enjoyed the beauty of an Alaskan winter, 
walked on a frozen lake, and have witnessed my husband soar at his new job. This adventure 
that I once found daunting is now an adventure I look forward to. I know God has us here for a 
reason and during our stay here I pray we are ready. Ready to go at 50 below.  



Date Night Fun – Chocolate Lover’s Dream – by Marcy Lytle 

The shelves in the store in this one month alone must hold more chocolate than anyone can 
dream of eating, right?  Chocolates come in heart-shaped boxes, in cute tins, and there are 
decadent chocolates to purchase in specialty candy stores, to be wrapped up, given to a 
sweetheart and bitten into for love… There’s SO MUCH chocolate!  It’s nice to be given a box of 
chocolates, I suppose, if you like that sort of thing.  But what if chocolate could be a part of each 
date night this month?   

We’ve got ideas for you! 

Dippin’ Chocs – Maybe you want to stay in for a romantic dinner one night this month.  Why 
not make a buffet for dippin chocs?  You’ve heard of dippin dots, right?  Those little bitty beads 
of ice cream?  Dippin chocs are all of those food items that are good dipped in chocolate. You 
can find a chocolate fountain for around $30-$50 and then have fun setting up your bar.  Include 
things for dipping like apple wedges, sweet potato chips, strawberries, orange segments, 
peanut butter crackers, and even shortbread cookies.  Make your dinner light – like a salad or 
veggies – and then dip to your delight as you enjoy the fountain together. 

Share your Heart – Go ahead and buy one of those heart shaped chocolate boxes.  Take it 
with you on your date night, and include a knife for each of you.  Find a romantic spot 
overlooking a lake, on a moonlit night, and open the box – cutting a sliver of each and every 
piece – to enjoy just a small taste of each shape.  As you do, play a game.  Guess what’s inside 
each chocolate before you cut.  Change up each cut with each bite.  Maybe cut a sliver, a 
corner, a triangle or a circle.  And before the evening’s over, share your heart with each other – 
the things that make it beat faster, cause it stress, and keep it strong – physically and 
emotionally.  End the night by giving thanks and praying as you share your hearts with Him. 

Chocolate Hop – This requires you to scope out a coffee shop that serves hot cocoa or 
chocolates, a fast food chain that has delicious chocolate ice cream, a movie about chocolate 
(Willy Wonka and the Chocolate Factory or Chocolat’), and finally some sort of chocolate 
colored item to wear on your date – perhaps nail polish or a belt or a ring!  Plan out the evening 
with a stop at each chocolate place, and end the evening watching the movie and dining on 
chocolate covered bacon! Make it together. 

Keep it Dark – Did you know there are great benefits from eating dark chocolate?  Check out 
these seven and read them together before you head out on your quest to enjoy only the darks 
for the evening!  Start at a store like World Market, and grab a dark chocolate bar.  Then go for 
a run in the dark at a park with a trail, and enjoy each other’s company while you exercise.  
Since dark chocolate boosts brain activity, stop by a store and buy a puzzle book.  Using only a 
flashlight in the dark, do a puzzle or two while stopped under the moonlight with soft music in 
the background.  Indulge in that bar you purchased at the beginning of the evening…and call it 
a night. 

C-H-O-C-O-L-A-T-E  anyone?  - Cut out and divide the letters of the world Chocolate and give 
to each one.  Maybe you have C, O, L, T, and E.  Each one of you plans the evening with 



something to do with each of those letters. (Click here for help). As you work your way through 
the evening, glue the letter onto a piece of paper, and write what you did beside it.  Some 
examples if you have the above letters are C – car (go for a drive), O - oranges  (give him a 
chocolate covered one),  L - Latte (enjoy one together), T – towel (wash his feet) and E – eat 
(you pick the restaurant).  At the end of the evening you’ll have a paper with what you did, and a 
memory to last a lifetime…or until next year when you might want to do this all over again! 

Make February fun for you and your date, with your kids, or just with friends.  Don’t sit home 
alone, cajole him to plan, or whine that there’s nothing to do.  Chocolates are everywhere – 
enjoy them – plan with them – and go.  You’re allowed to have a little crazy fun in your life.  
Your hearts will beat stronger for it. 

�

�
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After Thirty Years – Baby, Roll Over – by Marcy Lytle 

I hear it. 

I say something. 

He hears me. 

He does it. 

There are nights when one of us snores.  Yes, we admit it.  He may snore while sleeping on his 
back and I may snore when my allergies are blocking my sinus passages.  So when this 
happens, one of us says to the other – in the middle of the night – “Baby, roll over.”  We hear it, 
we acquiesce, and we roll over.  The snoring subsides and we’re both back to sleep.  
(Obviously, there are many who don’t stop snoring no matter what.  I’m so sorry if you live with 
one of those people!)  But let’s get back to the request… 

All throughout our years of marriage there have been little annoyances that the other one does.  
But they’re annoyances that are disturbing.  And we have a choice to say something nicely, to 
say nothing and continue to be disturbed, or to say nothing and forget it.  There are all sorts of 
behaviors that fall into each category. 

Say, for instance, he leaves the cap off of the toothpaste.  That might be an annoyance that we 
can say something nicely, but then forget it if he won’t break his habit. 

However, there are things that are truly disturbing, like losing sleep because of the other one 
snoring. Something has to be said, and done, in order for sleep – a necessity in life – to take 
place. 

How and why am I writing about those three little words, “Baby, roll over?” 

There are times in our marriage that our spouse has no idea he’s being annoying, unless we tell 
him.  And more often than not, when we tell him we say it with disdain, accusation, or in the 
form of a threat.  And it’s no wonder he doesn’t want to comply. 

Communication is an art that takes lots of time, trial and error, to perfect in a marriage.  And 
early on, if we stay silent when we should speak up, over time it’s easy for bitterness to set in.  
The same goes with speaking up in a demeaning and accusatory way.  This does not create a 
happy marriage. 

I remember a friend once complaining to me that her husband didn’t like to go places with her.  
But she said nothing.  She just complained and decided that he was a bum and left it at that.   

I’ve observed other couples where one constantly berates and criticizes the other, and that too 
results in no change except distance between the two over time. 

I’m saying there should be a way to nicely nudge the other, let them know of the problem and a 
solution, and then hopefully rest and peace will occur, with everyone waking up happy. 



Not possible? It might be. 

Here are a few things to try when he annoys us and we lose sleep because of it: 

1. Pray.  Never discount the power of prayer.  Ask the Lord to give you a kind heart and 
words to offer about the situation – and timing. 

2. Speak up.  But do it gently, and offer a solution, not a demand or a criticism.  If he won’t 
go to a romantic movie with you, state how much you’d love him to be by your side, and 
be willing to go with him to see an action film. 

3. Converse.  Explain your feelings and ask for his help.  Perhaps your own perception is 
skewed at how you’re viewing his behavior or habit.  Or maybe it will help to hear his 
explanation.  Listen to what he says. 

4. Seek help.  If you’ve prayed, you’ve spoken up nicely, you’ve tried to hold a 
conversation about the issue, then sit in a chair with a pastor and/or counselor and relay 
your problem. Ask for their objective opinion and listen. 

5. Let it go.  If you’ve done all you can to bring to the surface and to the attention that 
annoyance that’s disturbing your marital “rest” then trust God enough to leave it in his 
hands.  He honestly is the best one to speak to your husband, if he needs to be spoken 
to.  Ask God to change his heart or viewpoint or nasty habit.  God is trustworthy, and 
when we give it to Him, we truly can rest even if the toilet lid never gets put down…ever. 

There are major disturbances in marriages that can’t be solved with a simple, “Baby, roll over,” 
request.  Of course there are.  However, there are just as many small annoyances that turn into 
major disturbances simply because we don’t speak up, speak nicely, or listen to his viewpoint.  
One little thing that “bugs” us turns into a whole garden of pests eating away at that which was 
growing so nicely. 

Try learning to communicate again…and begin with an affirmation of who he is…before you 
nicely request him to roll over.  And when he does roll over, remember to smile as you rest, and 
thank him the next morning… 

�
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Soldiers with Lipstick – For Them – by Rachel Critz 

Philippians 2:3 says, 

“Do nothing from rivalry or conceit,  

but in humility count others more significant than yourselves.” 

I have noticed something about my generation. There is a lot of narcissism. What does that 
mean? Basically loving yourself so much you would despise putting someone else before you. 
And I do believe everyone is guilty of some sort of narcissism at some point in their lives. I know 
I am.  

When something bad happens to me or someone lashes an insult at me I throw my defenses up 
and begin to put myself before the other person. I begin to throw insults back without thinking of 
what I am actually saying, because:  

 I am just so angry that someone hurt me.  
 How could someone hurt me?  
 How dare they hurt me.  

I never really thought about this until I heard a podcast by Ben Stuart who was the former 
director of Breakaway Ministries. He did a lesson on narcissism and it completely opened my 
eyes and I began to see rough situations from a different perspective. Ben Stuart basically 
explains that we continuously live life for ourselves. It is a constant trend this generation follows.  

Have you seen those posts where the caption says “Me in 10 years” and the person in the photo 
is holding hundreds of 20 dollar bills with a nice car and expensive clothes? I have to ask, “Why 
would you want that life?” As a human having all the money in the world with great cars and a 
huge mansion sounds like the dream but if you really sit and think about it, why would you want 
that? For your own personal greed? For self-satisfaction that you have achieved becoming a 
millionaire? There is nothing wrong with having a lot of money.  But flaunting it around for the 
whole world to see and using it for personal preference is what gets to me.  

As Christians, we are not sent here to be of this world. So why would we want those 
materialistic things that will not give us the comfort we need when we feel lonely at night?  

There is a difference between self-absorption and self-love. You should love yourself because, 
after all, God fearfully and wonderfully made you and who you are. But becoming the only thing 
you see when you close your eyes is a big problem. It is not easy, but as Christians we should 
be living life for the benefit of others…leading them to the one true almighty God.  

But what are we doing instead? Hungering for a pair of new shoes we most likely won’t wear 
without fearing we will get them dirty.  

Matthew 20:26-27 reads, 

“And if anyone forces you to go one mile, go with him two miles.” 



Do not be a part of the narcissistic generation.  Be the one who takes this generation the extra 
mile:  

 Love the people around you no matter what they say to you.  
 Be the one who turns the other cheek when the other has been slapped.  
 Do not let greed rule you.  

God is bigger than that. He is not something you want online, His love cannot be bought, but He 
is someone you need. Begin to love yourself through the eyes of God and pour that love into 
others.�



Firmly Planted—Feb. 2017 

The Hill  

Have you ever looked back at a difficult time in your life and wondered how you ever made it through?  

Thinking of it can be like waking up from a bad dream. Anything can set off a memory—a smell, a flash 

of color, a song. For a moment you’re there... maybe a few moments. Time kind of fades away... then 

comes a flood of relief as you come back to the present and realize that was then, and this is now. 

I experienced this a few weeks ago. Coming back from a wedding, I was driving through an area of 

Austin where we lived “in my past life”. It’s very different now—houses and roads where there used to 

be only hills and trees—but I recognized a landmark that vividly triggered a memory that will always live 

in a corner of my mind. To be honest, I intentionally looked for this landmark. I wanted to see if the 

memory that surfaces from time to time was as dire as I remembered it. It was. 

It was 1977. We had a black 8-cylinder Chevy pick-up—standard transmission, with a 357 engine. You 

probably know as much about trucks as I do (not much), but trust me—it was a hefty truck for a 5 ft. 

skinny girl as I was back then! I had cushions beneath and behind and I could barely reach the pedals. In 

fact, my husband had duct-taped a 2 by 4 block of wood to the clutch so I could push it all the way down 

as I shifted.  It had no air conditioning. My husband wasn’t very patient in trying to teach me to drive a 

standard and had an attitude if he had to drive me. One day I needed to go somewhere so I just took off 

and burned rubber for about an hour until I eventually figured out how to shift smoothly! 

The landmark I saw was a road built on a hill—a steep hill—in the Spicewood Springs area of Austin.  I 

used to drive up this hill, probably daily, with my baby girl in her car seat strapped to the only seat there 

was (front). Sweating in the Texas heat, struggling to reach the pedals to make the shifts and maintain 

the speed necessary to make it up, up, up to the top of the hill.... You can only truly relate to this if 

you’ve ever driven a standard up a hill. If you don’t maintain the right speed and momentum of shifting 

at the right time, you can roll backward down the hill. Pretty scary...I would not attempt to do it now—

especially not that hill. The very thought feels nightmarish, and, as I gazed at it, the sensation was fresh 

and real.  

I had no choice—it was our only vehicle, it was the way out of “the valley”—it was what I had to do and 

God gave me the grace to do it. I didn’t even realize at the time how difficult and precarious it was and 

don’t remember being afraid of rolling down the hill. My only thought was getting up it.  

As I passed by “the hill” and saw that steep ribbon of road I was overwhelmed with thankfulness. I’m 

thankful that time is over, thankful He enabled me to do it, and thankful that I always made it up and 

never rolled down...truly by His grace. The memory of that “impossible” achievement is symbolic of 

many hard places I’ve been and how my God has carried me through with a strength and ability I don’t 

have on my own.  He gives us grace when we need it, because that’s how He rolls!  



Maybe you’re thinking of a time God brought you through a hard place.....maybe you’re in the middle of 

one right now.  Unpleasant and hard as they may be, you and I both know these experiences strengthen 

our faith and character. 

 As Peter prayed long ago.... “ may the God of all grace, who called us to His eternal glory by Christ Jesus, 

after you have suffered a while, perfect, establish, strengthen, and settle you. (1 Peter 5:10) 



Saddle Up - Desperate And Stuck? – by Melissa Critz 
 
Hurrying home from errands to make it in time to feed the animals, I unpack the jeep and 
get a few things done in the house. I take a quick peek out the breakfast room window 
and spy Elijah with ears pricked and head up looking right back at me. It’s like he is 
saying, “I’m ready and hungry for dinner. You there? Come feed me!”   
 
With sunglasses in hand and so much on my plate to do, I am determined to get the 
feeding completed in order to get dinner rolling. Greeting Elijah with many pats of 
pleasure and smoozy pet nicknames, I head to the water trough to top it off. It strikes me 
funny that I do not see Domingo waiting for me close behind Elijah. “Mingo! Mingo!” I 
holler this a few times. I wait and listen and watch. Nothing. After turning off the hose to 
the trough, I look to the east side of the property and keep hollering his name, “Mingo!” 
Nothing. A little rise of nervousness starts. I KNOW he didn’t get out. He was in when I 
left and no one else has come or gone out our front gate.  
 
I look around the barn and keep hollering. Nothing. I scan the front pasture and still 
nothing. Now I am starting to panic. Where could he be? Why isn’t there some 
response? 
 
Elijah cannot be without his buddy and Elijah is not going crazy running around 
knickering for his pal. This is one small comfort to me as Domingo must be 
here…somewhere. Elijah lets out a small knicker – I surmise he knows I am looking for 
Domingo and feeding won’t happen till I have them both at the barn.  Horses thrive on 
eating. I proceed towards our west pasture and as I get to the small gate, I look to my 
right where many cedar trees grow and spot something big and white in the trees next to 
the fence… Voila! Domingo.  
 
Upon further inspection, I determine that he got himself stuck. REALLY stuck. I get to 
him from the other side of the fence and give him pats of greetings and encouragement 
that I am there. He just stands there – stuck. Taking some time to assess the situation, I 
make note that he will have to be backed out - there is no going forward. I have to go 
through another gate in the west pasture to get to the other side of the fence and then 
approach him from the front side.  As I burrow my way through the branches, I 
constantly give him calming words of encouragement. Domingo does not even move. He 
is waiting patiently – trusting.  
 
As I try to get him to back (and he knows what the word means due to his training), I 
realize that the large branches have no forgiveness. This is why he cannot move. If he 
tries, then the branches can possibly pierce his side.  
 
Thankfully, I had my phone handy and thankfully also, one of my teen sons was home. 
After calling him and pleading for help very quickly (as I was in full panic mode in my 
head, not allowing Domingo to see it), Jacob showed up. He had to use his own body to 
slide in and lift branches in order for them to not poke directly into Domingo as I 
encouraged Domingo to back. Being a horse owner for so many years of my life, I know 
that this takes so much trust from that animal. He could NOT see what was going on. He 
had to trust my words and direction. Domingo hesitantly started to move. Jacob was 
quickly tiring, as those branches were large and rather immovable. Domingo tried to turn 
at one point in order to go out facing forward. THIS was not possible, but he tried. I had 



to keep my hands and body on him and guide him backwards always coaxing for 
calming words despite my desperation rolling around in my head.  
 
Finally, Domingo made it back far enough to be able to make it past the huge limbs and 
he was out! Jacob and I wore quite a few battle scars with quite a few bleeding scrapes, 
which later we compared. Domingo was quite happy. Elijah was too. It was time for 
dinner and that’s all that mattered. I profusely thanked my son and let him get back to his 
school as I headed to the barn to feed my equine pets.   
 
When I retold this story to my husband that evening, I started thinking more about how 
Domingo reacted, or really better said, he didn’t react. When I was hollering for him, 
there was nothing. Upon finding him, he didn’t show any signs of being scared and trying 
to get out can be worse for horses as they can get caught up in the fence, etc. I had one 
do this years ago and had a month of recovery from the wire cuts. He was just waiting. 
Then while Jacob and I were trying to back him out, He only tried one time to turn but 
stopped and allowed us to keep him going even though he couldn’t see a thing behind 
him. He remained calm.  
 
This intrigued me. It made me think of the many times I get myself stuck and in a 
desperate situation and start panicking, either just in my mind or both my mind and with 
my body. I think I can learn a lesson from Domingo. He had total and complete trust that 
we would find him and get him out. Total.  
 
I want this kind of trust with my Heavenly Father. Can I just sit and wait and trust that He 
will get me out? Even when I am stuck and desperate? To have that mindset! Our Father 
is always with us. Always.  
 
“Have I not commanded you? Be strong and courageous. Do not be frightened, and do 

not be dismayed, for the Lord your God is with you wherever you go.” 
Joshua 1:9 

 
“Be strong and courageous. Do not fear or be in dread of them, for it is the Lord your 

God who goes with you. He will not leave you or forsake you.” 
Deuteronomy 31:6 

 
“Teaching them to observe all that I have commanded you. And behold, I am with you 

always, to the end of the age.” 
Matthew 28:20 

 
“For I am sure that neither death nor life, nor angels nor rulers, nor things present nor 

things to come, nor powers, nor height nor depth, nor anything else in all creation, will be 
able to separate us from the love of God in Christ Jesus our Lord.” 

Romans 8:38-39 
 
There were quite a few more verses that I could have added. It’s all there in the Bible. 
We need to have trust that He is there and will get us ‘out’ the best way – His way. It 
may not be the way that we can even see out. We may need to have such trust that we 
cannot even know where we are going. But He is there, guiding, leading, encouraging.  
 

 He may use his people for this. 
 



 He may use His word.  
 

 He may use all circumstances.  
 
We just have to trust, wait, and listen. Desperate and stuck? You are in a good place as 
He is with you always. Keep your eyes on Him.  



Moving  Forward – Two into One – by Pam Charro 

I don't usually go into this subject a whole lot in my articles, but I was thinking about my 
marriage last week and wanted to share something I thought was interesting.   
 
As you know, God designed marriage to bring him glory by making one from two: two human 
beings who can sometimes appear to have nothing in common.   
 

 Who can be stubborn and selfish.   
 Who are, in many ways, physically opposite.   
 Who have completely different backgrounds.  

 
It's so mind-boggling, isn't it?  How can a successful union even be possible?   
 
Sometimes, all I see are the challenges.  I was presenting one of them to God and I was starting 
to fret a bit.  How on earth can this thing be overcome? 
 
I felt he said to me,  
 

"With man this is not possible, but, with God, nothing is impossible.  I didn't design 
marriage to be easily figured out.   
 
When you are willing to invest in it, it doesn't mean you're going to do everything right, or 
that every good thing you do will be instantly rewarded.  In fact, sometimes you will try 
your best to do things right and receive pain in return!  You will never be able to do 
enough to become one with your spouse, so don't think that walking with me means you 
will have instant success.  Becoming one with another person isn't supposed to be easy, 
fast, or pain-free. 
 
What it does mean is that you have been given an opportunity to exercise your faith in 
something that I alone can do. It takes courage sometimes to believe that giving your 
heart to this union will be worth it.  But, through your faith and trust in me, watch and be 
amazed! 
 
I alone can make two into one." 

 
His words were a good reminder that I cannot produce a good marriage with my own efforts.   
 
And God doesn't expect me to.   
 
He just wants to, as usual, be the bringer of miracles that he loves to be. 
�



REAL STORIES – The Silent Witness – by Ruth Carmichael Ellinger 

 

Near the front door of my paternal grandmother’s house, a plaque hung on the wall where all 

who entered or left the house would plainly read the words. At that time, Grandmother Elizabeth 

was running a boarding house, and as a child, this is the house that I remember. After my 

grandmother died, my mother placed this same plaque on the wall by the front door of the 

farmhouse where I grew up. I saw it a hundred times; a thousand times, and the words, silent 

and profound, were etched in my memory.  

 

When my own family was preparing to move far from home, Mom asked if I would like the 

plaque in memory of my grandmother. Nothing could have pleased me more. Those familiar 

words written on the plaque, “Prayer Changes Things,” traveled with me throughout my life. 

They are more than mere words on a decorative plaque. They are reality, proven to be true time 

and time again, reminding me always that there is nothing too hard for God to resolve, no 

circumstance in life that He cannot change if we pray and He wills it so. 

 

This morning, it was cool in the south, and my husband made a fire in the fireplace. I removed 

the plaque from the wall near the door and placed it on the coffee table. I had several prayers 

awaiting an answer. I needed to read those words again, to remember Elizabeth, my mother, to 

remind myself how God had answered prayer for them, how this silent witness had spoken to 

three generations and to all who came and went.  

 

Through the years, I have seen the eyes of my guests scan the words as they leave my home, 

those changeless words that plant faith, remind us that God still hears, still cares, and can 

change things for our good. 

 

When I pray, I say to Him, “I know, Lord, you always hear my prayer…and you will change this 

thing that I have no power or might to change…” 

The effectual, fervent prayer of a righteous man availeth much. 

James 5:16 

Ruth Carmichael Ellinger is an award-winning author of numerous articles and books, both fiction and 

nonfiction. She was awarded Artist of the Year by FL Arts Council for Excellence in the Arts (Writing), and 



for the historical WILDROSE fiction series. Nonfiction include, Women of the Secret Place, with 

contributing authors, two cookbooks, Recipes from the Box in the Closet Under the Stairs, editions 1 & 2, 

and two children’s books. Upcoming titles include historical fiction, Candle in the Mist, and nonfiction, 

Hidden Places, to be published later this year. 

Ruth is founder and past president of Brandon Christian Writers and Co-Director of FL Inspirational 

Writer’s Retreat. She lives in FL with her pastor husband, Wright. They have four grown children, seven 

grandchildren and one desperately spoiled cat, Henry. Visit her website here or her Facebook page here. 

Visit her website at: www.ruthellinger.com 

FB page at: 

https://www.facebook.com/ruth.ellinger.3 
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FRESH THYME - How Bad Is It? – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve read lots of magazines, and sometimes they list things like eating leftovers after five days, 
not brushing your teeth, or sleeping less than 5 hours, etc. and they determine if it’s really bad, 
not bad at all, or okay.  They present a list for us to read and learn. So I thought it might be fun 
to take a few things we all tend to do and determine if they’re all that bad or not.  We probably 
know these things already, but maybe not…and maybe we need a reminder. 

“I just want you to pray about this…” – Starting a conversation with this phrase and then 
continuing to spill something awful about someone you both know, all in the guise of just asking 
for prayer is pretty bad.  We need to check our hearts and our commitments, to see if we’re just 
plain gossiping or if this tale should be told at all…other than to HIM. 

“No.” – This probably needs to be said more, by many of us.  In fact, it can be bad for our 
families, our marriages, and our kids if we choose to say yes too many times.  We don’t have to 
feel guilty when asked to volunteer, give, or show up at one too many events if those around us 
will suffer.  And it’s really even okay to say no, just because we’re tired and don’t want to go.   

“He did…” – When we begin a sentence that ends in revealing something mean or stupid that 
our husbands did, it’s bad.  It’s really bad.  I’m not referring to abuse or something dangerous.  
That’s a different story.  However, just bad-mouthing his habits, his antics, or his character is 
damaging to our marriages…and ultimately how we see him.   

“I’m a loser.” – Yes, words can damage others.  But they can also damage us.  We are 
sometimes our biggest critic, and demeaning ourselves and our character does nothing but 
solidify insecurities and a bad self-image.  We are not losers.  In fact, we are all overcomers and 
winners, because of Jesus. 

“I’ll have water.”  - Maybe you’re scratching your head and saying, “What?” There are times 
when we women are among a group of other women and we observe what they’re ordering at 
the table. We really want a coke, or iced tea, or a sweet glass of lemonade, but the three 
women who just ordered said “Water.”  So, we give in, we follow the crowd, and we hide the fact 
that we drink something else once in a while.  It’s okay to order what you want…even in a 
group.  Be bold.  Be yourself.  And drink what you love.  Heck, say it loudly, “I’ll have sweet tea!” 

“That’s so cool.” – When a friend gets a new car, a new house, or a new job and we are 
jealous, think they don’t deserve it, or we are barely making ends meet at the moment, we often 
withhold compliments, confirmation or kindness.  We want to avoid that person that’s 
succeeding when we’re in the middle of a fall.  That’s bad.  We need to be happy for our friends, 
because we want them to be happy when we succeed again…which we will do. 

“I’m beautiful.”  When is the last time you said that, while looking in the mirror?  Or while 
examining your heart, or listening to Him in your quiet time?  The truth is, we are all beautifully 
made and wonderfully fashioned…with our thick legs, our thinning hair, or our ever so short 
stature.  It’s okay, and it’s downright healthy, to affirm your beauty in his presence…which will 
transform to beauty in the presence of others. 



Try thinking about what you say or do that is unhealthy to your self-image, your family, or to 
others.  And try being bold enough to stay quiet when it’s wise to do so, to speak up when your 
family needs it, or to be yourself in a crowd that pressures.  Discern the bad, the really bad, and 
the okay. Then rest and enjoy your life… 

�

�

�

�



FRESH THYME Restored or Brand New? By Marcy Lytle 

I like watching Fixer Upper, along with the rest of the country, the show where old houses are 
restored and made like new…only much, much better.  And as I was watch it, I wonder what 
makes a house worth restoring?  It’s the same thing with antique furniture.  There’s a high 
demand for it, because there are antique shows and festivals everywhere, and the oldest stuff is 
the most expensive!  But what makes a piece of furniture worth restoring, instead of tossing?  
Why do we like to restore that which is old?  

There’s also this demand to have brand new. My kids just built a brand new house.  They no 
longer wanted to mess with the old one.  They were “outta there” and into the new one, not 
interested in lingering in the old anymore. My husband and I just bought a new car, as well.    
Once our old car had so many miles on it, we no longer wanted to deal with the breakdowns 
and repairs.  So we opted for new! 

In the Bible, there are scriptures that talk of restoration and ones that speak of newness.  And I 
wonder, “What’s the difference?” Is one better than the other? 

Here’s what I noticed: 

Restored 

The sick are restored to health (like the man with the withered hand.)  He didn’t get a new hand, 
but God did restore his hand that he had so that it would function again.  

God often restored land to people when their enemies took it from them.  He didn’t create a new 
land.  He restored that which was stolen. 

Jesus restored the dead to life.  He gave them back their breath. 

When God’s house was defamed or destroyed, those who loved Him restored it back to its right 
status. 

God is the restorer of our souls when we are weary and downcast, and he also restores our 
strength. 

When our fellow believers fall, we are to restore them in the faith through the love of Christ. 

New 

Songs are said to be new when God gives them to us to sing 

There are many, many verses about new wine 

Isaiah speaks of new things…like rivers in deserts…the miraculous. 

We are told of the coming new heaven and new earth, when the old passes away. 

God’s mercies are new every morning. 



He gives us a new heart and a new spirit when we come to him and believe. 

We are told in Luke of the new covenant, the one that abolishes the old one where we had to 
atone for our sins.  Jesus made all things new because he took ALL of our sins away. 

We hear new teachings of Jesus: to love our enemies, to love our neighbors as we love 
ourselves. 

And finally, we are told we will have a new name in heaven. 

The cool thing I noticed is that what God creates is perfect when he breathes life into our bodies 
from the moment of conception and that when we come to Him, we are also made perfect in 
Him.  However, life comes at us with all of its diseases, tragedies and losses, and that initial gift 
of perfection gets dented, broken, and used.  But God is a restorer.  He restores those things 
because that which he gave us was sacred, holy and unique. And just like (only much greater 
than) that couple on TV presents a breathtaking new view of an old empty house, God comes 
into our lives and restores us to something awesomely beautiful and desirable and livable once 
again.  That’s the beauty of our God. 

The other cool thing to notice is that God also presents the brand new.  He’s always creating, by 
giving us new songs to sing and miracles of grace and mercy daily.  He promises that all things 
will be made new when we believe.  In other words, old attitudes, wounds, and judgments will 
be made new in the light of his love.  And we have this new life in Jesus that wasn’t available 
before he came.  It’s a sinless life because of Him, one that enables us to love as he loves, 
completely and sacrificially.  Finally, we have a hope of a new name in a new world to come, 
when he returns.  That’s the beauty of our God. 

God restores when what he created in beauty becomes tainted in sin, because he is a 
restorative God – giving back that which was taken from those he loves – with beauty and 
organization and big “reveals” that take our breath away. 

God makes things new when he wants to reveal his creativity, his power, and his wonder in our 
lives, to bring us hope and a fresh beginning and a change that we desperately need. 

He’s in the business of restoration and brand new construction, and that kind of Builder 
encompasses all aspects of our lives.  If we’ve been torn, he can mend and amaze.  If we’re 
spent and thirsty, he can create water where there is none.  

He takes care of us in ways that are always upgrades, makeovers, and surprise gifts, to enable 
us to reflect his great care over his children to all who have yet to know Him. 

Restored or brand new?  We are both…because of Him. 

 

 

 



FRESH THYME - Should I Pluck? – by Marcy Lytle 

I was a blond-hair, blue-eyed little girl.  My eyebrows were barely visible on my forehead, as 
they were light and very thin.  I remember growing into a teenager and a young adult, and 
watching my friends learning to pluck their eyebrows and then penciling them in.  That was just 
one of many things my friends did that I wanted to do.  After all, that was a right of passage into 
womanhood, wasn’t it?   

Every young girl observes her peers and wants to be accepted, invited in, and just like her 
“group” so that she doesn’t stand out or feel alone.  For my daughter, it was a belly button ring 
that she wanted.  For others, it’s tattoos.  And still other young women want to wear makeup or 
get their hair styled or colored or cut in the latest and greatest “do” so that they shine and look 
great in the sight of others. 

I never did learn to pluck my eyebrows, because there were really no brows to be plucked.  I 
was just not blessed with a full luscious set of eyebrows, or ones that were even visible.  When I 
got older, I did start to slightly pencil them in so at least I didn’t look like I had no eyebrows at all!   

But here’s the thing.  There’s no need for any of us to be pressured or feel like we have to be 
like the other women around us.  And yet, we all do.   

 Should you go to the gym and workout like she does?  Not if you’re doing it to compete 
with her. 

 Should you attend that group or volunteer there?  Not if you’re just trying to fit in. 
 Should your kids go to that school because it sounds cool to do so?  No way, never 

place your kids based on what others are doing, but only on what’s best for them. 
 Should you pluck your eyebrows?  Only if they need to be plucked. 

The answers to the above questions may sound like no-brainers to you, but we all at one time or 
another get sucked into asking ourselves questions and then answering them, based on what 
others are doing around us.  They become our standard, our measure, our scale that we step 
on to see if we meet up. 

And this is dangerous.  It’s not a small thing. 

Maybe it’s just tweezers and a few hairs, but disastrous results have taken place when women 
copy women so that they somehow then feel elevated and accepted…and beautiful. 

Carrying that same attitude into adulthood and then into middle age becomes this weight that 
we cannot shake off, and I’m not talking about the kind of weight that adds pounds.  It’s the kind 
of weight that adds frowns. Nothing is pretty or desirable in a grown woman who is still 
floundering in who she is in her own skin.   

I don’t pluck my eyebrows.  I’m not on a diet because she is.  I’m not shopping at that store so 
that I can spend what I don’t have.  I’m not having plastic surgery, and I’m not judging her if she 
does.  I’m not building a new home, because the one I have is paid for and cozy. And I’m not 



going to be pressured into fitting in, when I’m a different shape than the hole I’m being forced 
into. 

There are so many things I wished I gotten or learned at a young age, because it would have 
spread out the worry lines and age spots a bit more, I’m thinking.   

Little girls need to be valued for who they are inside, and that inside little girl needs to be 
taught and trained to be loving and kind, and a lover of God.   

Teenage girls need to become aware of their self-image against the mirror of His standards, 
not the mirror they look at each morning.  Their moms need to stop comparing, so that they too 
won’t see that action and follow suit. 

Grown women need to smile, and practice smiling often, because it’s good for the 
countenance…and the soul…even if they’ve gained a few pounds, seen a few gray hairs, or 
experienced a defeat that’s left its mark on their bodies and souls. 

And all of us need to lay down the tweezers that we pick up when we see others plucking their 
eyebrows, when we have nothing to pluck.   

 



FRESH THYME - Things in Life – by Marcy Lytle 

Some things in life are great to be seen, 

Like cute kids, new cars, and grass that is green 

Some things are best left covered and hidden, 

Like nasty scrapes, dirty drapes, and words forbidden 

Some things in life are great to proclaim 

Like miracles, new life, or newfound fame 

Some things in life are great to keep quiet 

Like her faults, your thoughts, or your fall at the Hyatt 

Some things in life are meant to be open 

Like books, and doors, and those things that you’re hopin’ 

Some things in life are meant to keep closed 

Like mouths, bathroom doors, and eyes that are dozed 

Some things in life are made to be shared 

Like good news, fresh pies, and fruit that is pared 

Some things in life are made to keep 

Like secrets, found treasures, what made you weep  

Some things in life are great to be said 

Like “I love you,” “You’re nice,” “I like you in red.” 

Some things in life are best not repeated 

Like “I thought,” “She did,” or “I hear that he cheated.” 

Some things in life are best to be visible 

Like red lights, the moon, numbers divisible 

Some things in life should be left in the dark 

Like sleeping, and bats, that faraway shark 

Some things in life are awesome to spread 



Like peanut butter, jelly, and butter on bread 

Some things in life must be contained 

Like liquid, those rowdy kids, and too much rain 

Some things in life must go on forever 

Like His love, His mercy, His love that fails never 

Some things in life must come to a stop 

Like a rolling ball, a falling star, and ladies who shop 

The End 
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The Dressing – A Spring in Your Step – by Marcy Lytle 

Shoes, shoes, shoes – I love them so much.  I love hunting…and finding…a shoe that is stylish 
AND comfy.  And that’s a hard combo to come by sometimes.  Spring is in the air this month, 
and we will all want to shoe our toes that have been covered up for months, to break out the 
bucks to purchase a few new styles, and to wear them as soon as the temps rise and the sun 
shines!  So we thought we’d give you a heads up on what’s out there this spring, in case you 
want to try something fresh and new… 

Pom poms – Yes!  They’re not for cheerleaders and crafts exclusively, any more!  They’re 
going to show up on our feet. Check out this colorful pair from Agaci for under $25 – so cute to 
go with your denim this spring.  You won’t want to wear them in the rain, but when the sun 
shines, go for it! 

Ankle Strapped – Look at these cute sandals in denim from Target!  They can be worn all 
spring and into summer, and they come in black, as well!  Something around the ankle…that’s a 
trend for spring! 

Pretty Platforms – Target also has platform sandals that are so pretty in taupe, that color that 
will go with every outfit, whether you’re wearing a skirt, capris, or shorts – if it’s warm enough!  
These also lace up, which gives them added pizzazz!  

Kitten Heels – I’ve always loved this heel because it looks dressy, without feeling like you’re 
going to turn your ankle and fall over, like when you’re wearing stilettos!  Look at this cute pair 
for spring – in a two tone neutral and white!   

Spring Leather – Just because it’s getting warmer doesn’t mean you need to put away your 
booties.  These cute cut-out faux leather mules from Maurice’s are perfect for spring.  I love the 
open heel too, which gives it a seasonal look… 

Ballet Flats – These have been around, but they’re now dressed up a bit.  These are great for 
carrying in your purse to put on after a long day in heels, or at the end of date night when you’re 
feet are sore, or just to a cute pair wear around town because you like them!  They’re from 
Charming Charlie! 

Stylin Sneakers – Hands up for comfy running shoes with style!  Check out these shoes in 
several colors, and try them out.  They’re so different, they can be even be worn with skirts for a 
lunch time walk, or get two pair for the spring/summer season!   

There are so many cool styles to choose from this season, so shop around and keep looking 
until you find something different, something colorful, something really cute…and above all, 
comfortable!  Then wear them all, with a spring in your step! 

�



Seven 4 You – Lighten Up – by Marcy Lytle 

Winter is hopefully blowing its last cold winds, or at least dying down some for you.  Spring 
Break is coming, and then the showers and the flowers will soon emerge.  It’s time for the 
season of spring, and that calls for inviting the light into our homes!  There’s nothing more 
depressing than sitting in a dark room with shades closed and no light in sight.  So open up the 
windows, let the sun shine in, and read some of our favorite tips for bringing light to your home 
this season! And then try one…or try them all! 

1.  Mirror on the wall. If you have a blank space near the entry of your home, try placing a 
mirror or grouping of mirrors there.  Not only will that bring light in, but you’ll have a place 
to check yourself one last time before you head out!   

2. Curtain recall.  If every room in your house is full of heavy drapes, consider changing at 
least the ones in the family room to seasonal lightweight, maybe sheer, ones!  This can 
brighten and lighten up a room in no time at all. 

3. Window washing.  It’s time to enlist the army – your family – for help with this chore.  
Give everyone one of those beach buckets (you can get them at the dollar store) and a 
bottle of window spray and cloths, and send them all out to clean a window or two, or 
three.  Be sure to have a plate of brownies for snacking when you’re through! 

4. Clear vases.  Mason jars, inexpensive glass tubes, or even just empty jam or pickle jars 
make for a pretty grouping of fresh flowers on your kitchen table or counter.  Either bring 
home a bunch of flowers from the store and separate into the vases, or visit your own 
yard for snippets of what’s blooming – if there’s anything yet!  Even fresh herbs look so 
pretty in clear vases, as well as one stunning succulent! 

5. The dark dispelled.  We pick out our clothes in the darkest room of our house – our 
closet!  And we look for items on shelves that are dark, as well.  There are all sorts of 
pretty stick-up lights that we can add, so that the darkness turns to light – and we can 
see again! 

6. Replace them.  Fall and winter are past, so why not toss the dark and heavy throws and 
pillows, and opt for some that invite the light of day inside!  Visit your local home stores 
and purchase a few new pillows and/or a throw for your sofa in a light hue of spring – 
like pale yellow, light gray, or even burlap!   

7. Bring the outside in.  Anything fresh that grows outside can illuminate and bring 
newness and light inside, with a little bit of effort.  Budding twigs on a tree?  Snip and 
few and arrange for a centerpiece.  Do you enjoy birds?  Kirklands has really cute birds 
for sitting on a shelf to sing of spring.  Do you enjoy a good spring rain?  Maybe arrange 
a few umbrellas and a hat or two near your entry way for whimsy and a smile. 

Spring is the time of year to look forward to the new, and even if your budget it tight, time is 
nowhere to be found, or you feel like winter will never end…you can use what you have, create 
something new, or just go outside and bring it in…or buy something on sale!  Set aside a little 
time for you and yours to lighten up, and enjoy life at home. 



Selah’s Style – Your Momma! – by Selah Irwin 
 
I’m finally big enough to fit in my mom’s clothes!  They are still a little baggy and long but I am 
going to show you how I make them work! The exciting thing is that it’s like having a whole new 
wardrobe! 
 
Does your mom have a long, pretty shirt? Why not turn it into a dress? I added my mom’s 
leggings as well, even though they did not quite fit. I pulled them up super high but because the 
waist does not show, so it doesn't matter. My friend Marcus gifted me the lovely headband from 
Mexico and the necklace is from Bali. Throw on a pair of colorful flip flops and voila! You have a 
great Bohemian looking outfit.  
 
Check out this amazing idea. I’m not sure if you noticed, but I am actually wearing my mom’s 
pencil skirt pulled up as a dress. Add a cute sweater and funky glasses to pull together this 
vintage look. Shhh....don't tell it’s a skirt and no one will know! 
 
Does your mom have a cute short dress that is still just a little too baggy for you? Think no 
further than what belt to add, to make it a little bit more fitted.  
 
My mom has cute sundresses that I would love to wear. But because they are a little big, they 
go too low in the front. We fixed this by using a paperclip in the back to pull the straps together 
and added a tank top underneath!  
 
Believe it or not, all of these are my mom’s clothes! Her tie waist capri pants, fitted turtle neck 
and crop sweater all work perfectly for me and create a fashion masterpiece! 
 
 
As you can see it is not very difficult to make your mom’s clothing work. Just be creative and 
have fun!   

�



Bind it or Loose It - Alternatives – by Erica Simmons 

This month’s recipes are inspired by our church wide Daniel fast. I went into it wanting to use it 
to as a catalyst for eating better, once the fast was over. One of the things I had to do was 
identify my favorite foods and find healthy alternatives. My favorites are four types of 
hamburgers, pasta, Mexican food and pizza, of course.  

I will share three alternatives that we found to be very good. 

Fajitas                                                Bind It 

 1/2 Red Bell Pepper 
 1/2 Yellow Bell Pepper 
 1/2 Orange Bell Pepper 
 1/2 Green Bell Pepper 
 Large onion 
 Paprika 
 Cumin 
 Salt 
 Avocado 
 Pico 
 Olive oil 
 Corn tortillas 

 
Directions – Slice all the above veggies, add olive oil to medium pan, throw in all the veggies 
and season to taste with the paprika, cumin and salt. Cook to desired tenderness. 
 
Heat the corn tortillas and load up with the veggies. Top with avocado and fresh pico and enjoy! 
 
In case you couldn’t tell, this is my own recipe, but it was a delicious one. For me, the avocado 
was the clincher. This is a great alternative to a meat fajita anytime you may want to give your 
body a break from meat. I could not sell this one to the boys, however. No meat  - no meal. 
 
Low Carb Pasta                                                                                                                  Bind It 

 2 1⁄2 cups zucchini, sliced lengthwise 1/4 inch thick (about 2 medium) 
 1 ⁄2 b lean ground beef (I used 1 lb.) 
 1 ⁄4 cup onion, chopped 
 2 small tomatoes, cut up 
 1(6 ounce) can tomato paste 
 1 garlic clove, minced 
 1 ⁄2 teaspoon dried oregano 
 1 ⁄2 teaspoon dried basil 
 1 ⁄4 teaspoon dried thyme 
 1 ⁄4 cup water 
 1 ⁄8 teaspoon pepper 
 1 egg 
 3 ⁄4 cup low fat cottage cheese (or low fat or fat free ricotta) 
 1 ⁄2 cup mozzarella cheese, shredded (I use 8 oz. divided) 

 1 teaspoon flour 



Directions 

1. Cook zucchini until tender, drain and set aside. Fry meat and onions until meat is 
brown and onions are tender; drain fat. Add next 8 ingredients and bring to a boil. 

2. Reduce heat; simmer, uncovered 10 minutes or until reduced to 2 cups. 

3. In small bowl slightly beat egg. 

4. Add cottage cheese, half of shredded cheese and flour. 

5. In (1 1/2-qt.) baking-roasting pan arrange half of the meat mixture. Top with half of 
the zucchini and all the cottage cheese mixture. Top with remaining meat and 
zucchini. 

6. Bake uncovered at 375 degrees F for 30 minutes. 

7. Sprinkle with remaining cheese. Bake 10 minutes longer. 

8. Let stand 10 minutes before serving. 

Bread and pasta are two of my biggest weaknesses and there are a lot of recipes that uses 
vegetables as pasta. So it is a tremendous victory that this was actually a very good alternative. 
The boys agreed, but again, their preference is for the original. 
 
The directions called for steaming the zucchini, but I used my George Foreman grill, because I 
wanted to keep more of the nutrients and give the dish a little more flavor. To slice my zucchini 
evenly, I used my mandolin. I know it is geeky, but I loved the perfectly sliced zucchini. 
 
Pizza                                                                                          Bind It 
 
Ingredients 

 Crust 

 4 ounces cream cheese, softened 
 4 eggs 
 1 ⁄3 cup heavy cream 
 1 ⁄4 cup grated parmesan cheese 
 1 teaspoon chives 
 1 ⁄2 teaspoon Italian seasoning or 1⁄2 teaspoon pizza seasoning 
 1 ⁄2 teaspoon wet garlic or 1⁄4teaspoon garlic powder 
 2 cups mozzarella cheese 

 Toppings 

 1 ⁄2 cup pizza sauce (the lowest carb you can find) or 1⁄2 cup tomato sauce (the lowest 
carb you can find) 

 1 cup mozzarella cheese 



 pizza toppings, of choice 

DIRECTIONS 

1. Preheat oven to 375 degrees F. 

2. Beat together cream cheese and eggs until smooth. 

3. Add cream, parmesan, chives, Italian seasoning and garlic. 

4. Spray 9X13 pan with cooking spray or oil. 

5. Place 2 cups mozzarella cheese in bottom of pan. 

6. Pour egg mixture over cheese. 

7. Bake for 30 minutes. 

8. Remove from oven and spread sauce over baked mixture. 

9. Add toppings of choice. 

10. Cover with remaining mozzarella cheese. 

11. Bake until bubbly and brown. 

12. Let stand for 5 minutes. 

This is the unanimous winner! Thumbs up from the boys and no push back on cooking our pizza 
this way from now on. What I love about this is that I can put any of my favorite toppings on it 
and use my favorite pizza sauce. It was cool watching the “crust” cook. I will confess that I had 
this bright idea to put down parchment paper to keep it from sticking. Not even close. The entire 
bottom was stuck to the paper to the point where one of the boys asked it was okay to just eat it.  

�



Tried and True – The Room – by Marcy Lytle 

Sometimes, on some days, there is no better thing to do, nothing more healing or soothing, than 
to hide away in that tiny room called the bathroom to be by yourself for a while…even if it’s just 
for a few minutes. It can be the bathroom at the mall or the one down the hall, it doesn’t matter.  
There’s a place there for you to sit, a door to close, and tissues for wiping…more than…well, 
you know. 

Here’s why: 

1. Sometimes a good cry and hard nose-blow is all you need when you’re in a crowd and 
she says that one mean thing, or he did it again, or that image just melted your heart.  
The bathroom is there. 

2. Sometimes a moment to sit behind a closed door without kids on your lap, in your face, 
or touching your white blouse is a moment of a lifetime, and you grab it and you take it. 

3. Sometimes you can check your phone in peace, text a friend, or finish a post, all alone 
without disturbance, without anyone peering over your shoulder. 

4. Sometimes you can sit for a few minutes and pray in the solitude of closed doors and 
tissues nearby, and you can actually find comfort in that solace found…in the bathroom. 

5. Sometimes you do just what they do in the movies – powder your nose (does anyone 
still do that?), put on some lip gloss, and corral anything that has come loose over the 
course of the evening.  The bathroom mirror allows you this privilege. 

6. Sometimes you can take off that body shaper that’s causing you to lose your breath, you 
can brush your teeth if you feel the need…all without anyone knowing what you did or 
why. 

7. Sometimes you can linger at the mirror, make faces and big eyes, smile and talk out 
loud about what you “would say” if you had the nerve, and then emerge into the crowd 
with confidence once again. 

8. Sometimes you can write him a note in lipstick on his mirror for him to find when he 
comes home, like “I love you” or “You make me smile.” 

9. Sometimes you can escape from work at your desk just long enough to not only relieve 
your body of waste, but to relieve your mind of stress. Just stepping into another room 
away from the noise enables you to sigh, sit, stand and slide back in your chair at your 
desk and finish the day. 

10. Sometimes you can walk in this room at night, remove the jewelry, the clothes and the 
shoes, and soak in hot water until the woes of the day are gone… 

Who knew that “the room” that houses the toilet, often gets stinky, has to be cleaned often, and 
is the smallest room in the house or building could be so rejuvenating, so welcoming, and so 
refreshing?   

Need a break?  Find the room and go sit a spell… 

 



 

 

 

 

 
HOME 

 
 
 
 

 



Practical Parenting – Each Piece – by Marcy Lytle 

It’s laundry day, you’ve stuffed the washer full because you’re behind and you’re hoping to do 
double-duty, the washer is off now, and you’re unloading each piece into the dryer.  However, 
you’re in a super hurry because you’re 15 minutes late already to that appointment, so you 
quickly toss clumps of clothes into the dryer, thinking you’ve looked at each item, but there – 
you’re done – and the dryer starts.  And off you go, to return home six hours later to put them 
away. 

It’s the end of laundry day, and you’re unloading the dryer each piece at a time, and horror upon 
horror you see that sweater that was supposed to be hand washed. It’s too tiny to even fit your 
toddler, now.  There’s that new pair of jeans that were the perfect length for your boots, only 
now they’ve shrunk two inches, and you’re devastated, because they weren’t cheap!  And 
finally, that sequined shirt you’ve taken such care of for months is now full of loose threads, and 
the dryer is full of shiny discs!   

Have you had a laundry day like that?  I have.  When I was first married, I dumped bleach in a 
load of my husband’s jeans and ruined every pair!  I quickly learned to read directions and think 
before pouring!  And I’ve lost quite a few shirts over the years, and pants, because of being in a 
hurry! 

But mostly, the disasters are little – here and there – one piece of clothing at time.  It happens 
when I’m in a hurry, when I fail to separate each piece of the laundry, and when I miss the 
delicate nature of the individual items of clothing because they get lost among the others. 

I was thinking about this while unloading the dryer the other day, and realized that our kids are 
like delicate pieces of laundry.  I have two kids. I have friends who have 4, 5 and 6 kids!  Each 
one of them, although they come from the same parents, and have the same upbringing, are 
delicate, have specific “washing instructions” and react in different ways to the “heat” of the 
process of life. 

My daughter responded well to coaches that yelled at her to work harder, run faster, and to pay 
attention; in fact, she thrived on it.  My son, on the other hand, retreated when yelled at.  He 
responded to whispers, quiet instructions, and private correction.  Both kids in one family, yet 
each kid was different.  I’ve heard from other parents with more children who say each one of 
them is unique and different in attitude, likes and dislikes, skills and growth rate, etc.  It’s 
amazing, isn’t it?  God gives us these jewels to polish and shine, yet we have to pay attention to 
the cut of each piece and the type of cloth used to rub and care for them. 

When we’re placing clothes in the dryer, we have to pay attention to: 

 Labels and directions 
 Make of the cloth and its ingredients 
 Extras that are sewn on the piece 
 Whether or not we want shrinkage to occur 

It’s no different with our kids.  We must pay attention to: 



 The ways they respond to our voices, our looks, our love 
 The make of their tender spirits and hearts 
 Extras that they have, like timidity, curiosity, and energy 
 Whether or not they can stand the pressures around them 

Kids don’t come with a label stating ingredients and instructions on how to care for them. We 
get huge manuals on how to operate a car, but nothing on how to raise children.  Therefore, we 
have to slow down, observe them, be with them, and ask their Maker on how to care for them so 
that they don’t lose their shape and color as we wash them and dry them… 

 

 



I Don’t Do Teens – The Smart Mouth – by Marcy Lytle 

It’s funny how these sweet little babies we hold then grow into toddlers that whine, and emerge 
into tweens or teens with mouths that spew out some of the most surprising things we parents 
never want to hear.  We want our kids to be smart and intelligent academically, but the term 
“smart mouth” is not a label we want to give them or have others pin to them as well.  I suppose 
it’s part of the growth process, learning to tame that wildfire called the tongue, and it’s up to us 
to train them to get a handle on the reins. 

Teens are testing.  Our teens are growing up to be adults and they’re testing the waters, 
seeing if they can make waves with us, without even realizing what they’re doing.  They’re 
spreading their wings, they’re having thoughts they’ve never had, and they’re saying what 
comes into their minds as soon as they think it – and it’s hurtful.  We are shopping with our 
daughter and we think we’re having a great time, until we emerge with a cute top and she says, 
“Mother, you look horrible in that.” Or our son is asked to play with his little brother and the older 
one retorts back, “Why do I have to play with him?  That’s YOUR job!”    

Teens aren’t teasing.  When our teens are making fun of us, badgering their younger siblings, 
or rolling their eyes at our rules we’ve given them, they’re not teasing us when they say they 
don’t understand, and they then ask why they can’t be treated like an adult.  They aren’t kidding 
when they say they hate us in the heat of the moment.  They really feel these conflicting bursts 
of anger, and we can attribute them to hormonal changes, or to just plain growth spurts.  They 
not only growing physically, but their emotions are coming into full swing, including the emotion 
that comes with noticing the opposite sex.   

Teens are treacherous.  I’ve heard many parents say that they dread the teen years the most.  
I think it’s the time in life where we feel the most out of control with our kids.  We don’t want to 
belittle them or hold them back, yet when they throw a tantrum like a toddler, we have no 
choice.  We want to hang with them and enjoy their company, but their moodiness is like riding 
on a boat on choppy waters and we feel sick to our stomachs and want off. 

Teens are tuned out.  They’ve got earbuds, iphones and friends who talk loudly, and music 
that screams “Hear me and dance!” and they’ve really got wax in their ears when it comes to 
hearing anything other than what their peers think, what the music says, or what they feel at any 
given moment.  So when we try to scream above the noise that fills their minds and ears, we are 
talking to a wall, and we’re bound to get blank stares and nods as if they hear…but they don’t. 

Teens are terrific.  My kids are grown now, but I really believe the teen years are terrific.  Every 
stage in our kids’ growth has its challenges, and the teen years are no exception.  But we have 
this great opportunity to hold them by the hand when they reach for ours, and to guide them to 
His hand, when they shake ours loose.  It’s a hard time, for sure, because we don’t want to let 
go.  We want to hold them, put a Bandaid on what hurts, and spoon feed them as long as they’ll 
let us.  However, nothing is more satisfying or rewarding than to see our sons/daughters get on 
their knees and ask Him for guidance, and get up and share what they heard. 



So what’s to be done with these testy, serious, treacherous, tuned out, terrific kids we 
call our own? 

Be the parent.  As long as your kids live under your roof the smart mouths are not to be 
tolerated or allowed.  But we have to be sure that we don’t smart mouth them or others, and 
then realize that they are only following our lead.  Learn to lead them with kindness even when 
they’re spewing, pull them aside and show them a better way to express their frustration.   

Be serious when they are.  Nothing makes a son madder than trying to tease him when he’s 
seriously angry at you or his brother or the girl that didn’t smile at him, or at the guy who beat 
him out of a spot on the team.  Sometimes there are hidden feelings they don’t even know how 
to verbalize.  Help them by praying for them, asking God to reveal things to you as you pray, 
and urging them to pour out their hearts to Him completely and unashamedly in their own quiet 
time with Him. 

Ride those treacherous waves with them…but at a distance.  Just like a kid learning to surf, 
we can show them the techniques (reading the Word and prayer) on how to deal with lies that 
come against them, feeling of inadequacy or suffering a huge failure.  But they have to get back 
on the board and ride the next wave, always looking to us for approval and a smile when they 
actually stand and succeed.  Or to encourage them with our words and offer a hand, when 
they’re going under and cry for help.  And it could be both on any one given day. 

Create family time – without technology of any kind.  Make it a steadfast rule and something 
that’s non-negotiable.  There’s nothing wrong with requiring your teen to sit with the family – 
every one – and converse, play a game, act silly, or eat a dinner.  Set rules on what they 
can/cannot listen to, how much time they have, etc.  Teens do want parameters, even if they 
push the gate often, trying to expand their space. 

Tell them they’re terrific.  They’re in the middle of that time of life where everything, no matter 
how small it looks to us, is huge.  They’re going to be ridiculed by others, experience 
embarrassing moments that will make them want to disappear, and they’re going to wonder 
about things like God, death, and sex before marriage.  They need us to care, to be aware, to 
talk to them, to require from them and let them go, but to always be there as a guide, a 
cheerleader, and a prayer warrior. 

Sounds like a daunting job, doesn’t it?  It is.  But never underestimate the power of prayer and 
faith in your own heavenly Father to come alongside you with wisdom and grace for the 
moment.  And you’ll soon see the transfer of their hands to His hands, because He’s just that 
faithful to bring all of those smart-mouthed kids we call our own into His arms to love and to 
guide…when our job is complete.  



Life As We Know It - A Bowl with a Hole – by Erica Simmons 

 

A couple months ago I was struggling with what to write about and reached out to our editor 

about this struggle. She emailed me back and had some suggestions. One in particular struck 

me. As a single parent, do I desire to get married? It was something I truly wanted to write about 

even before the suggestion, it is deeply personal and it is rooted in some of my worst 

insecurities.  Finding a way to share honestly about has been hard. Needless to say, I chose to 

write about something else that month and the months that have followed, but a few weeks ago 

an idea started to take shape. 

I was washing dishes when I discovered one of my storage bowls had a hole. I remember 

thinking two things 1) the bowl is no longer any good and 2) this will be the basis of my article 

the following month. This will be the perfect example to launch the marriage discussion, I 

though.  I just did not have all the pieces…yet. 

It all came together the Saturday one week after the article was due. I was lying in bed trying to 

make everything fit and flow together. Thinking about the bowl with the hole, it all fell into place. 

The following is a true story with nothing changed to protect the identity of the author, so don’t 

make her feel awkward if you know her.  

It all comes down to me deciding that bowl with the hole was no longer any good. Why would I 

come to that conclusion? Simple answer. It had to do with my definition of a bowl. To me a bowl 

is for holding liquids or things that have liquid in them. Since I could not put liquids in the bowl, it 

was no longer useful and should be thrown out. You see my definition was not wrong, it was just 

limited. And as such, I gave up on using the bowl in any other capacity. What does this even 

remotely have to do with my desire to get married? Well… 

Like my definition of the uses of bowl was narrow and limiting, so too was my picture of getting 

married. I shared in one of my first articles my desire from an early age to get married, have 

children and a family. I also shared how I chose the wrong person to do this with. Like with the 

bowl, instead of adjusting my ideal of marriage, I threw the idea away. I instead turned my 

attention to being a mother to my children.  What is wrong with that, you say? Good question. 

To answer, it let’s go back to the bowl. 

What would it have meant if I had kept the bowl? First, it would have meant that I had to really 

examine the bowl and correct some errant thinking. What I was calling a hole really wasn’t a 

hole. In reality, a crack was not in the bottom of the bowl. Secondly, a bowl can hold more than 



just liquid, and the bowl with the crack could be used to hold solid material, or even a liquid that 

did not exceed the height of the bowl. Also, keeping the bowl would cause me to constantly be 

mindful of the flaw in the bowl. So truth be told, it was EASIER to get rid of the bowl. You see 

where this is going, right? Right. 

Getting rid of my desire for marriage was easier. It was easier than dealing with my perceived 

flaws. It was easier than dealing with my insecurities, it was easier than facing the failed earlier 

attempt of choosing the wrong person. It took me years to deal with the shame and guilt of that 

failure. The hurt that it added on top of the hurt that I was already carrying from all the earlier 

attempts at relationships left me hurting with no one to talk to. Each failed one only added to the 

lies the enemy was telling me about myself.  

So do I want to get married? Absolutely!  

Am I willing to face the demons in order to do so? One day I will be.   

Disclaimer: No bowls were completely destroyed in the telling of this story. It was recycled and 

will once again get the chance to be whole and complete.  



 

 

Tiny Living - The Beginning – by Leyanne Enterline 
 
I live in a trailer. There it is. I said it. Whew! That feels good! Usually when I speak those words, 
I can see eyebrows raising. (Did yours?) No, it’s not the norm. But who defines what is normal? 
 
My hubby and I and our two boys decided, after lots of praying and just trying to figure out what 
life looks like for the future, to sell everything and move into a travel trailer. 
 
Brian travels some and we homeschool our kids, so our initial thought was to live in the trailer 
and travel around with him. Turns out, when you live in a trailer full time sometimes you just 
really don’t want to vacation in it! So we still travel, but we stay in hotels instead!   
 
The business of life was getting to us! I wanted to work less and focus more on kids, school, pay 
off debt, save for land, and travel more! Within a month, we had sold our house and everything 
in it and were in our trailer! It all sounded like fun at first, but I must say tiny living is not for the 
weak! I don’t know how all these retirees live like this with no light at the end of the tunnel. We 
know/hope this isn’t forever, but are enjoying being in it for the time being. There have been 
many ups and downs but we know this is where we want and should be for now!  
 
There were many trial-and-error situations that took place in this transition! SO many, I don’t 
know where to start, but will name a few... 
 

1. A family of four should definitely have their own rooms. We did consider this and we 
have our own room at the front and the kiddos have their own space in the back with bunks, 
sofa, table, TV, cabinets and closet space! There’s even room for some Lego building on the 
floor!  
2. Washer, dryer and dishwasher are all luxuries! I didn’t realize how much I truly used all 
these until they were gone. I wish I would’ve got a trailer with these amenities for sure! 
3. Make sure at least one propane tank stays full. Running out in the middle of a cold 
winter night is not fun! 
4. Learn to love going to the store. I go often, as my fridge and freezer hold enough food 
for two people, not four… 
5. Your freezer is like a fridge, and the fridge freezes. Weird. 
6. Do not shut the door with your keys inside. The door may or may not lock on you and it 
may be hard to get a locksmith over to you quickly.  (Learned that on day ONE). 
7. Love the outdoors! If not, you will, because you can only be cooped up for so long before 
you just have to get out! 350 square feet gets pretty squished with four people!  
 

We are excited for what the future holds! This has definitely been quite the experience of a 
lifetime! I can’t wait until we can say, “Hey! Remember that one time we lived in trailer? That 
was awesome!”  
 
I truly believe love grows best in tiny spaces!  
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A Night to Remember - Without Distraction – by Marcy Lytle 
 
Interaction is the process of communicating and reaching out to others, and it is what we are 
called to as Christians.  However, distraction is being drawn away or confused so that we lose 
our focus, and that’s what we’re supposed to avoid.  Let’s see how this plays out in our lives, as 
we play a football game on the table while we avoid distractions and interact for the win! 
 
Preparation:  You will need 22 M&M’s, 11 each of the same color, a small tube of mini M&M’s, 
an electric fan, a folded piece of paper, a couple of pens, and a hand towel for your “playing 
field.” Gather around a table. 
 
On the field (the hand towel), you will have the players of your team (line up 11 regular-sized 
M&Ms of one color), the players of the other team (line up 11 regular-sized M&M’s of another 
color), the crowd (pour out mini M&M’s on both sides), the weather (set up the fan (OFF) facing 
the “field”), the score board (folded paper at one end), the goal line (the stripes across either 
end of the towel – the two pens) and your own strength or tiredness to deal with throughout the 
game.   
 
As you play the game, your goal is to score and win the game, right?  During the game, 
however, you have to interact with all of the above mentioned items, but you have to stay 
focused and not get distracted during the game.  We have to interact (communicate with and be 
with the others around us), but we cannot become distracted (lose our focus and get confused), 
or we will get knocked down! Here we go.(Allow each participant to take turns making the 
plays). 
  
1st down: You are ready for the game, you have been trained, you know the plays, you have 
the right equipment and you are fit. You start the play (Move the M&M’s toward each other, 
scrambling them up on the field).  Wow!  The opposition is tough!  Your team was knocked back 
a few yards (Set the players back up, an inch or so from where they started). 
 
When you become a Christian and walk with God daily, reading his word, praying, etc. you are 
fit for the game of life. Do you feel like you get knocked back a bit by opposing forces in your 
life, like tests, kids who are mean to you, family problems, etc?  Will you interact or get 
distracted?  Stop and pray for those who oppose you, be kind to those who offend you and be 
strong in Christ when life hits you hard. 
 
2nd down:It’s second down and you have more than 10 yards to go.  The crowd is so loud 
around you that you can’t hear the quarterback. The pass is being thrown to you and you are 
looking at the crowd. Ouch!  The ball hits you in the back while you were turned. (Scramble the 
M&M’s again, knocking one off to the side, into the crowd.) 
 
You must interact with the crowd around you by smiling at them and being a friend to those you 
meet, etc., but don’t become distracted by what they are doing.  Be bold and keep your eyes 
focused on Jesus and what he is telling you to do, not what the crowd is shouting. (Set the 
M&M’s back up in the same position.) 
 
3rd down: That was a setback, but you’re determined now to make progress, when the wind 
begins to blow hard. (Turn on the fan to high.) Dust is flying in your eyes and you cannot see to 
pass the ball.  You ignore the strong winds and you put your head down and you run.  
(Scramble the M&M’s, moving your towards the goal line, then set them back up for play.) 
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Sometimes winds of discouragement blow against you in your Christian life, too.  But God will 
give you the strength to not become distracted by the wind, but to barrel through it. The winds 
obey his voice, you know.  That awesome play got you several yards.   Hooray!   
 
4th down: Since it is now 4th down and inches to go and your team is not in field goal range, you 
decide to go for it. You are tired.  Your uniform is dirty.  You are hot. But you will not be 
distracted, because you are on this team to win.  The ball is snapped and the coach calls a pass 
play. (Move one M&M past the goal and scramble the rest.)  It’s up in the air and it’s caught!  
Your team has scored!  (Toss the M&M who caught the pass up in the air and shout.) 
 
Are you ever tired and feel like giving up in your walk with God? This is when you need those 
around you, those on your team, to pull together and work together for the common goal.  
Laying aside distractions and interacting with each other as a team gives you a score! 
 
Half-time occurs now…(Slide the M&M’s up into separate huddles and read your scriptures).  
Half-time is when the players rest and the coach discusses the game with them.  He 
encourages the good plays and gives instructions so that mistakes are not made during the 
second half.  Let’s read some encouraging words from our Head Coach, Jesus Christ:  Read II 
Corinthians 5:9 – Remember we score a “goal” when we please Him, no one else.  Philippians 
3:13, 14 – Forget the mistakes we’ve made, learn from them and press on towards the “goal.”  I 
Timothy 1:5 – keep the faith throughout the game.  Finally, read I Peter 1:3-9.  The “goal” of 
your faith is the salvation of your soul, and that has already been won!  You are winners!   
 
You’ve rested now and you’re walking back on the field with your team.  You glance up at the 
scoreboard.  Your team is losing 13-10. (Write the score on the paper). Are you going to keep 
staring at the scoreboard or are you going to play the game? (Set up your teams to play.) 
 
Have you ever stopped and looked around you at the world?  It seems sometimes that evil is 
winning over good.  But Jesus has already won the battle over sin, and you are on his team! 
 
Near the end of the game:. You and your team start blaming each other for being behind. 
(Scramble the M&M’s on your team only, as if they’re fighting among themselves.) Why did Jim 
have to fall down on that last play?  What’s up with Jill?  She barely turned her ankle and she’s 
whining on the sidelines.  Your team is supposed to be interacting, communicating, reaching out 
to each other, and instead you are all bickering, fighting among yourselves. 
 
You have other friends who love Jesus just like you do, and you should be encouraging each 
other, not blaming and talking bad about each other.  This will only lead to defeat. 
 
2 minute warning: There are two minutes left in the game and you know what you have to do.  
You have interacted with the crowd, the other team, your own players, the weather and the 
scoreboard itself, but now it’s time to focus, lay aside all distractions and score that final goal 
that will give you the win.  (Align the teams for the final play.) 
 
You are in this world and will meet all kinds of people, encounter all kinds of obstacles and you 
will even get tired.  These things can easily distract you if you let them. 
 
Final play: Your team banded together one last time and decided to ignore all distractions and 
focus on winning.  Interaction among the team will be to encourage and strengthen, so that all 
will be moving towards crossing that goal line one more time. The ball is thrown long and the 
receiver is in the end zone, and he catches it! No one was even close to him!  (Scramble and 
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move towards the goal, with one player crossing the goal line again.)  The crowd roars, 
(Scramble the mini M&M’s) the wind subsides, (turn off the fan) the other team falls in defeat 
and the scoreboard is flashing in bright lights. (Circle the winning score.)The team that was 
distracted and tired was now leaping, full of joy and energy because they have won!  (Pile up 
the winning team as if they are all congratulating each other…) 
 
Did you know that we are on a winning team?  Interact with Jesus, communicate with him, reach 
out to him, and he will give you strength to interact with anything that comes your way.  Lay 
aside all distractions, keep your head in the game and keep your eyes on the goal, and you will 
cross the finish line in victory. 
 
Now interact with the M&M’s and enjoy!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 



The Family Practice – Delightful Pieces – by Rachel Toalson 
 
Someone decides it would be a great idea to pull out the LEGO mat. Usually, it is. It’s just that 
someone else decides it would be a great idea to take the one piece his brother wants and race 
off toward the back door, where he’ll be able to outrun the one who sets chase. Someone else 
is yelling, another shouting, two others simply trying to build with what’s left. 
 
It’s always around this time of year when my boys get sick and tired of each other. It’s spring. 
The days are growing longer, which is, honestly, no good thing for me. Mostly because my boys 
fight over what they’re having for breakfast, who gets which color vitamin, who woke up first, 
who did what with the toothbrushes, who stole the deodorant, who is wearing whose clothing, 
who gets to choose the story we’ll listen to, who gets to play with which LEGOs, leading us to 
this moment here. 
 
It’s maddening to live in a house of bickering, which I suspect is practically every house with 
more than one child. That doesn’t make me feel any better, though, because the chaser just 
caught the runner, and now there’s a slap-fight happening. 
 
I roll my eyes and try to pretend I’m somewhere else entirely. I know it’s going to be another one 
of those mornings, like the last 25 of them. I understand, now that I’m a parent, just what March 
madness is about. 
 
Lately we’ve been trying to explore the concept of delighting in one another. Spring is a time of 
new growth, new life, new color and texture. We wanted that for our lives, too.  
 
But this is the way it always goes: we try, we fail, we try again, we fail again. This morning is 
testament to the fact that we are not delighting in one another—not even I can find delight in this 
moment. 
 
All I really want to do is go back to bed. I’m tired of school, I’m tired of cooking, I’m tired of 
disciplining, I’m tired of worrying, I’m tired of breaking up fights every other minute.  
 
“Here, Mama,” one of my sons—the runner—says. I turn around and see him holding a whole 
bouquet of wildflowers—purple, yellow, orange, white, pink, and some hefty weeds in between. I 
stare at him for a moment, and then I take a deep breath and feel the delight crash into me. 
 
What I am learning about delighting in one another is that 

it does not necessarily mean we’re not fighting. 
 
It doesn’t mean we’re not the littlest bit annoyed at each other. It doesn’t mean that the days feel 
easy and good and quiet and whole. Delighting in one another means that we’re finding the joy 
in who we are as a family. We’re searching for what is special and unique about each individual 
person in our family unit. And we’re rejoicing when we find it. 
 
We delight in one another when the 9-year-old stops for a minute to observe his baby brother 
playing with stuffed animals, making up conversation in his own baby language so he can laugh 
in wonder and amazement. We delight in one another when we hear the echoes of the Harry 
Potter audio book the 7-year-old is reading upstairs and we know he’s safe and sound in his 
magical world. We delight in one another when we take the time to observe the two 4-year-olds 
and how big they’re getting and the impressive LEGO airplanes they made without directions. 
 



We’re living our lives to a soundtrack, and it’s called delight. Sometimes there are missed notes 
or a refrain falls flat or the music stops altogether for a moment or two, but on the hardest of 
days, when our vision shows us only smoke and shadow, we can find the wildflowers if we look 
hard enough.  
 
There they are. Purple, yellow, orange, white, pink, and some hefty weeds in between. 
Imperfect but beautiful. 
 
Some ways to delight in one another: 
 
1. Look. During the hardest moments in your day, look into your child’s eyes and tell him all the 
things that delight you about him or her. Kids love to know that we delight in them. And then 
stay there for a minute—just staring into each other’s eyes. Really look. Really notice the flecks 
of green in his eyes. Remember all the things you’ve come to know about each other. If just 
staring into his eyes makes you a bit uncomfortable, try telling him a memory about the two of 
you, to further prove that you’ve always delighted him. 
 
2. Sing. Music has such a great capacity for lifting the moods of both singer and hearer. When 
you wake your kids up in the morning, go into their room singing. Sing them down the stairs and 
into the kitchen and sing until they ask you to quit. You’d be surprised what music can do.  
 
3. Watch. Sit on the floor with your children and watch them play, even if you don’t join in. Kids 
delight in so much, and we can delight in their delight. Sometimes all it takes is a good bit of 
looking to find the delightful pieces. 
 
�
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If You Could Flaunt It…Would You? 

Almost every day on my newsfeed on my laptop, there’s one photo of a celeb somewhere who’s 
taken a snapshot of themselves in the mirror flaunting a tiny waist, a tight butt, or a sexy look, 
and the news is there because people care…I suppose.  People want to look and see how 
beautifully perfect some of these women are and then their own day is ruined because they 
don’t look anything like that model of amazement.  But what if… 

You were the one with the perfection? 

If your legs were smooth and muscular, would you show them off all summer long? 

If your stomach was flat when you turn sideways, would you snap a picture to share? 

If your arms were buff and bulging, would you never wear sleeves? 

If your teeth were white, straight and perfect, would you smile more than frown? 

If your hair was thick and wavy and smooth, would you wear it down, blowing in the wind? 

Is it wrong to be proud and want to share with the world your perfections?  I think it might be if 
the motivation is to say, “Look at me, like me, want me, and be like me.” 

I get it.  Our girls see these sorts of pop-ups, they watch Cinderella type stories where the pretty 
girl wins over the ugly one, and they watch as she gets the cute guy while they are left eating 
Cheetos in a corner.  Our world is not kind to imperfection. 

However (I absolutely love that word), there’s this alternative called training.  Yes, we can train 
our young girls to love the bodies they’re given, the hair that’s unruly, and the short stubby legs 
that will never elongate and catch looks.  But they probably won’t do this, if we haven’t learned 
to love ourselves. 

What if… 

We show them how we are satisfied and pleased with the beauty that He created us to be? 

We walk with our head held high because we are confident that He made us in His image. 

We value kindness, and exercise that virtue more than we do the tiny bulge below our belts. 

We raise our arms in worship even if they jiggle, because He’s worthy and so what? 

We smile constantly because we are joyful and content and happy in Jesus. 

We give thanks daily for our bodies, our hair, our eyes, and our long toes…or however it goes. 

Flaunting it is not something we women should aspire to do, just so we can attract the attention 
of others.  That sort of attention is only like pouring gasoline on a fire, and it causes that 
insecurity and need to be liked to flare up into a blazing, all-consuming burn.  Loving Him and 
loving ourselves is the way to truly shine and bring glory and attention and notice – to Him – so 



that we then bask in his light and draw others into a relationship with the Lover of their 
Souls…Jesus. 

So if you’ve got it, don’t flaunt it.  And if you haven’t got it, don’t fret it.  If you know Him, then 
love Him.  And if you don’t know Him yet, just call His name and He will answer, “You’re 
beautifully and wonderfully made.” 



Strengthening Your Core – Are You a Plainer? – by Marcy Lytle 

It was a weeknight, he came home with maybe an hour’s worth of homework, and here he went 
again.  He complained over and over again about why he had to do this “stupid” assignment.  In 
fact, many times he complained longer than it would have taken him to just buckle down and get 
it done! 

It was the weekend, she wanted to have a fun date with him, but he didn’t think to plan one.  So 
she did, although begrudgingly, and she griped the entire time she was planning.  She belittled 
him, she ridiculed his lack of organization, and she accused him of not loving her.  

It was the morning, and he dragged himself out of bed talking trash about his stupid boss and 
his odor, his unreal demands, and his lack of tact.  From there, he fell into an entire speech 
about his job and how he’s tired of working 50 hours a week, and hates the commute, and can’t 
stand his co-workers. 

It was the late evening, and she yelled at the kids again about their clothes on the floor, she 
passed the mirror and her toddler overheard her mom say how ugly and fat she was, and then 
the mom stomped down the stairs moaning about how everyone expects her to do it all and no 
one appreciates her… 

Do any of the above scenarios sound familiar?  We all complain at one time or another.  And 
although we tell ourselves it’s good to “let it all out,” constant and chronic complaining does no 
one any good.  I’ve learned that firsthand, and it’s a not a lesson I learned, passed the test, and 
never revisited again.  

It’s a choice and an uphill climb sometimes, to keep from being a “plainer,” as I like to call it.  It’s 
a change of viewpoint to suddenly see the glasses half full…instead of half empty.  (Which one 
did you see when you viewed the photo above?) 

 Complaining just to spill out disappointments and hatred results in stirring of the pot, and 
we just feel worse. 

 Complaining about something that has to be done; instead of buckling down to 
complete, only wastes time and energy and makes us tired. 

 Complaining about our body image, especially in front of our kids, is damaging – to say 
the least. 

 Complaining about co-workers, those who sit next to us at church or on the bus, or those 
we work for just solidifies and justifies our ill will toward them, until we come to despise 
and avoid them at all cost. 

 Complaining that he won’t ever do what we want him to do will only make him continue 
to do less and less, because we’re pushing him lower and lower. 

I read an article that called complaining, where we vent anger, emotional farting in a closed 
area.  Phew! 



 Did you know that complaining is contagious?  It’s sort of like gossip.  Once we listen in, 
agree with, and nod our heads in response, we join in the band, picking up our own sour 
notes to add. 

 Did you know that just thinking positive thoughts won’t change things, but it will change 
you? I’m not one for positivity for positivity’s sake.  But I am one for quoting scripture 
about how God sees us, how he works everything together for good, and how He loves 
us and cares for every detail of our life. 

 Did you know that complaining without a plan to change things is useless?  Maybe you 
don’t see a solution at all, but complaining is not a way to conjure up one.  If we are quiet 
long enough, a solution may come to mind…because we have the mind of Christ. 

All of us, when we’re tired, we’ve had it, we are strung out and overworked, tend to fall into the 
category of being a “plainer,” whether we want to or not.  It happens.  But we don’t have to live 
there.  When we’re rested, when we wake up and realize we don’t have to work ourselves 
literally to the bone, and when we finally hear ourselves and our whiny voices, we will stop.   

No one likes to be around a plainer, so don’t be one.  And if you’re not sure how bad you are, 
ask your family, your co-workers, and your friends and listen to what they say. If they’re turning 
around when you walk down the hall, moving when you take a seat, or exiting the room when 
you show up, your stinky emotions have probably been filling the air for far too long. 

Philippians 2 says, 

For it is God who works in you, to will and to act on behalf of His good pleasure.  Do everything 
without complaining or arguing, so that you may be blameless and pure, children of God without 

fault in a crooked and perverse generation, in which you shine as lights in the world… 

He’s at work, if we let him act, and we stay quiet long enough to hear what he’s saying to offer a 
remedy for what ails us. 

�



Healthy Habits – Herbalicious – by Marcy Lytle  

One of the healthiest things we can do for ourselves sometimes is find something to do with our 
hands, smell something divine with our noses, or create something new to look at and admire.  
All three of those actions are therapeutic, relaxing and invigorating at the same time, and simply 
satisfying.  And one activity that fits the bill for this healthy activity is planting and tending an 
herb garden, box, or pot.  Putting one together is not all that difficult, it can be done fairly 
quickly, and the rewards are many! 

Here’s how: 

1.  Decide on your container.  It can be a pot, a spot in your garden, or an actual herb 
box that you build or have put together.  My husband put one together in a just a few 
hours, but you can totally buy them on line as a kit! Make sure there is proper drainage 
and then fill with potting soil.  You can ask your local nursery which kind is best.   

2. Pick your herbs.  This is totally up to you.  Think about which ones you use the most.  
You might start with parsley, cilantro and basil!  Be sure to see which herbs grow best in 
this season of the year where you live.  Of course, thyme is always a good option as 
well!  Be careful with planting mint in the ground, because it can totally take over a 
space!  Just read the labels and ask questions.  You can start from seeds, but I think it’s 
more fun to start with the real plant! 

3. Plant them.  If you want to make the experience more fun, pick out some cute gloves, a 
nice digging tool, and a watering can to make the planting process special.  Keep these 
items in a nice bag somewhere that will invite you to come outside and play, as you tend 
to your new herb garden each day.  Make sure you’ve placed it in an area that gets a 
good amount of sunshine. 

4. Water and wait.  I can’t say enough, “Read the labels.”  I’ve found that most herbs are 
not really that finicky, except for extreme heat or cold.  But it pays off to read the 
directions before planting and watering.  Some herbs need a bit of fertilizing.  And some 
wilt in extreme heat. 

5. Enjoy the outcome.  Herbs grow pretty quickly, and you’ll soon have a bunch of green 
leaves just begging to be snipped and smelled and tasted!  One of the things I enjoy the 
most is gathering a handful of basil leaves for a pesto, or to place atop a dish I’m 
making.  Basil smells SO GOOD!  If you chose rosemary as a plant, you’ll want to pinch 
a few leaves between your fingers and smell – it will make your day! 

This entire planting process can really be done in a few hours, and then comes the fun part – 
tending and waiting and enjoying!  Herbs are found at the grocery store for your picking, for 
sure.  But how fun is it to pick them from your own garden?  Seriously, you will breathe better, 
smile more, and enjoy life when you slow down and wait for something to grow that you’ve 
tended with your own hands. 

�
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Beauty for Ashes – What is True Humility? – by Pam Charro 
 
I really needed a jump start on my walk with God when 2017 started.  I hadn't done a fast in 
years and I was sluggish and ambivalent.  It was perfect timing when my church decided to do a 
three-week-long fast, and I decided I needed to sacrifice in several areas of my life so I could 
really grow and change. 
 
I was praying fervently to hear from God, and one of the first areas he spoke to me about 
regarded holiness.  As a church, many of us were praying about this issue, but when I listened 
to the Lord, he spoke to me about humility and how it was related to holiness.  So I asked him to 
help me understand. 
 
Many people don't really know the definition of humility.   
 
Isn't that when you're not forceful, but shy and insecure?   
Aren't humble people self-debasing?   
What is the difference between weak and meek?   
And why would it be considered a good, holy thing? 
 
God showed me that true humility and insecurity can never exist together because it is 
impossible to be humble when you don't really know who you are and where you stand.  Only 
an insecure person feels victimized and devastated at the slightest bit of criticism.  An insecure 
person often has something to prove and will argue with others when Jesus wouldn't.  Someone 
who doesn't know that God has her back will wobble when she is challenged and will be more 
concerned with self than a person who knows she doesn't really need to be concerned.  In 
contrast, a woman who believes God's words about her will come across serene, peaceful and 
confident.  She knows who she is and has nothing to prove; she only wants to show off her God 
to others. 
 
In other words, humility is simply agreeing with God in every area.  Not always so easy…but 
simple.  People will do as they will, but God remains the same. We have nothing to fear.  
 
Lord, may I agree with your every word and live it out, in 2017 and for the rest of my life, so that 
the world will see your beautiful, humble heart in me. 
�



Created for Life - March Brilliance – by Ginny Hurley 
  
March is here!  They say it comes in like a lion and goes out like a lamb.  Well, I am here to 
declare: 
 

 It is time to march out of old mind-sets and into His light!   
 It is time to march out of chaos and into freedom!   
 It is time to march out of depression and into hope!   
 It is time to march out of lethargy and into LIFE! 

  
This month, the story of King David and the Philistines was highlighted to me and I felt the Lord 
nudging me to share what He said about the great truths of I Chronicles 14.  David has now 
been set in as King over Israel, and has made a covenant with the people before the Lord.   
 
God said to David, “You will shepherd My people and be ruler over My people Israel.” David 
received this message with his whole being and set his mind, heart, body, and spirit to this 
task.  It goes on to say that David went on and became great, and the Lord of Hosts was with 
him.  Wow!  Jesus was there with David!  Just think of it! 
 
As David is a shepherd to his people, the enemy rises up for battle!  Each time these enemies 
taunt David, he inquires of the Lord, asking, “Should we go up against these Philistines?”  The 
battles increase and at Baal Perazim, David says, “God has BROKEN THROUGH my enemies 
by my hand like a breakthrough of water!”  YES!  What good news!  But we are not done… 
 
The Philistines continued to battle and once again made a raid on the valley.  I love that it says, 

 
“Therefore David inquired of the Lord…” 

I Chronicles 14:14 
 
God said, “You shall not go up after them; circle around them, and come upon them in front of 
the mulberry trees.  When you hear the sound of MARCHING in the tops of the mulberry trees, 
then you shall go out to battle.  For I have gone out before you, to strike the camp of the 
Philistines.” 
 
So David did as God commanded and drove back the army from Gibeon as far as Gezer, which 
is far! 

 
I Chronicles 14:17 is my favorite: 

 
“Then the fame of David went out into ALL lands, 

 and the Lord brought the fear of him upon ALL nations!” 
 
Let us listen for God’s MARCHING orders, and let us MARCH forward into this season!  Let us 
pray for this great nation and the blessings breaking through to us personally, and to all people 
everywhere! 
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In This Together – The Breakup – by Charissa Corbin 
 
March marks the end of winter and the start of one of my favorite seasons - spring! Growing up 
in Texas I looked forward to the bluebonnets popping up, the beautiful 70-degree weather, the 
fact that I could still walk outside and not start sweating, and the joy of watching nature wake up. 
It is the best season in Texas.  
 
Fast forward 12 years, and now I am in Alaska getting used to a completely different climate. So 
far, we have experienced a glimpse of summer, the two-week fall and a brutally cold winter. 
Spring is just around the corner; but before we can enjoy the beauty of the season, we have to 
go through the “breakup.” According to the Speak Alaskan website (yes, there is such a thing), 
the breakup “…signals springtime in Alaska. It’s the time of year when the frozen rivers break 
apart and flow again. In town, the snow melts, leaving enormous puddles, dirty cars, and 
generally quite a mess.” It will be a few weeks of pure chaos, wearing nothing but rubber boots, 
getting mud stains out of all our clothes, and dodging the hundreds of potholes as we drive. 
 
As much as I dread the breakup, I know that beauty is just around the corner. A beauty we have 
yet to experience, adventures that are waiting to happen, and soaking up all the sun we can 
before the dark days loom again.  
 
There are seasons in our marriage that come and go. Some bring beauty and joy, and some 
bring heartache, chaos and uncertainty. My husband and I experienced a “breakup” season a 
little over a year ago. We were thrilled with the news that we would be expecting our first child, 
only to find out a few weeks later that we had lost the baby. We went from pure joy to utter 
heartache. I was angry at myself, wondering if I did something wrong, and I was angry at God 
for allowing this to happen. I wasn’t ready for that season and wasn’t sure how to get through it.  
 

In Ecclesiastes 3 it states, 
“To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven… a time to 

weep, and a time to laugh; a time to mourn, and a time to dance…” 
 
I’m still unsure on why we had to lose our baby but what I do know is God’s peace radiated 
through every bone of my body. I know He was there, weeping with us, guiding us through the 
season, pouring out His love.  
 
If you are experiencing a tough season, know that you’re not alone. We all experience them 
from time to time. Talk to your spouse, stay engaged with one another, surround yourself with 
loving friends, and cry out to God. This season will soon pass…and guess what?  
 
There is beauty ahead.  
 
A year after our miscarriage, we welcomed our precious daughter. The same month we 
experienced heartache was the same month (a year later) we were given the blessing of a baby 
girl. September will always hold a special place in my heart. Isn’t it amazing how God works?  
 
Take courage my friend, the breakup will soon pass.  



Date Night Fun - All on a Sunday – by Marcy Lytle 

Sunday afternoons are some of the most fun times of the weekend.  Hopefully, any chores you 
had to do or games you attended or parties you went to are now over and you have this lazy 
afternoon to relax.  After all, Sundays are days of rest, right?  We have enjoyed so many 
outings, just the two of us, all on Sunday afternoons.  We are then home early in the evening, 
refreshed and ready to tackle those last minute to-do’s before we start another work week. 

Here are a few ideas for the two of you on a Sunday: 

In the Car – One of our favorite things to do is take a drive outside of town – not far – just away 
from the city.  We pack a couple of water bottles and some snacks and plan a route, or not, 
depending on our mood.  We drive past the neighborhoods and business until we hit those 
country roads that wind and take us around farm houses, past ponds, in view of hay wheels, 
and out where dogs roam freely and the grass grows high.  That description ought to be enough 
to make you want to go…this weekend!  It’s a great time to talk, roll down the windows, or cozy 
up with a blanket – all in the car. 

On the Trail – Since it’s light outside, Sunday afternoons are great for walking the trails, even if 
it’s a bit on the cold side or not…depending on where you live.  Opt for a brisk walk, hand in 
hand, around a lake, through a wooded area, or up a mountain where you’ll end with a view.  
After your walk is over, head to a bookstore to browse, sit and read to each other, or purchase a 
book for your next road trip.  Check out this book that compares your marriage to a road trip, 
and read it together! 

At the Coffee Shop – Call up another couple and have them meet you at a coffee shop you’ve 
never been to before.  Visit and chat, then play a game like Yahtzee, where you can still visit 
while you play and there’s no waiting and thinking and scheming…just rolling.  Before heading 
home, stop by the theater for an afternoon matinee which is cheaper than the night shows.   I 
haven’t seen The Great Wall, starring Matt Damon, but it might be a fun afternoon flick to enjoy! 

From Top to Bottom – Start at one end of your town and make your way across on a Sunday 
afternoon.  Hit a new park, a new store, a new drive-thru for an ice cream, a new view, etc.  Map 
it out before you go and make sure you stop at least five times during the afternoon somewhere 
new.  This might be your favorite and you’ll want to plan this date one weekend out of every 
month!  Not sure how to find these places?  Check out Thrillist.  It’s an interesting read on 
places of interest near you… 

In your Neighborhood – It’s Sunday afternoon, you’re not interested in driving around or hitting 
trails or sipping coffee…but you are interested in your own space.  Head out, hand in hand, and 
walk your neighborhood.  Visit a neighborhood park and watch the children play, or grab a 
swing yourselves.  Wave your hands at those who are outside and meet a few new friends.  
Visit the nearest convenience store and enjoy some peanuts and a coke.  If it’s still really cold 
outside, just walk briskly and return home for an afternoon classic movie with classic milkshakes 
for two…in front of a roaring fire. 



All dates don’t have to be elaborately planned, last way into the night, or empty your wallets.  
Sunday afternoons are a great time to relax, for sure.  But don’t spend every Sunday in front of 
the television, in separate rooms paying bills and reading, or watching sports or cleaning 
kitchens.  Set aside a Sunday afternoon and make it a sacred time for two – to reconnect and 
revitalize your marriage.  It might be one of the holiest things you can do for Him…to connect 
with him… 

�

�

�



After Thirty Years – Trivial Pursuit – by Marcy Lytle  

Sometimes at night when we sort of want to play a game, but we don’t want any set-up or effort, 
we pull out 10 trivia cards from our old Trivial Pursuit Game and we start asking each other 
questions.  If one of us answers correctly, we get to move forward to another question. The one 
who finishes all of the cards first, wins.  It’s great fun, we are thoroughly sleepy by the time 
we’re finished, and one of us is prancing around saying, “Yes!” while the other one is sulking in 
defeat… 

Just this weekend I thought about that game, one where the cards are full of trivial facts about 
all sorts of categories and how fun it is to play and learn all of these useless facts about history, 
geography, entertainment, etc.  But are they really useless?  Sometimes, we stumble across 
something extremely interesting, and when we surprise ourselves by knowing the answer to 
something obscure, we’re so stoked! 

It’s the same in my marriage.  There are times (I admit it) when I can get bent out of shape 
about the most trivial of things.  Like maybe he bit his fingernails during a movie and it drove me 
crazy.  Or perhaps he was whistling when I was trying to write and I had to move to another 
room.  Silly, right?  Trivial annoyances can sometimes turn into big deals if we let them. 

But what about noticing trivial things that are nice?  Things we might miss if we don’t really pay 
attention? 

That’s what I realized this last weekend.  It’s when I take time to notice the little things that are 
unique, special and endearing about my husband that I really feel that love and adoration rise – 
and I reach out to grab his arm when we’re walking in a store, or I choose to sit next to him on 
the sofa instead of across the room.  

I have this choice – to notice the trivia that annoys and frown  

– or to smile at the trivia that inspires. 

I stopped and looked at the back of my husband while he was serving at our church, checking 
out the sprinkler system, while he was unaware.  No one else saw him but me, and maybe it 
was a small thing he was doing, but it made me love him for the small things he does to bless 
others. 

Just this morning, he took my breakfast bowl to the sink for me, rinsed it and put it away.  That 
was a small thing I could have ignored, but I saw him, and I was thankful. 

When we’re out shopping, he insists that I allow him to carry the bags for me, and I do.  And he 
does it gladly, and then grabs my hand with his free one.  That may be small, but it speaks 
volumes of love to me. 

I’ve gone days and weeks and months focusing and picking at the trivial things that annoy me.  
It’s easy to do, and it’s easy to drown in a sea of trivia until they all merge together into one 
huge wave of disappointment and despair that sweeps over a marriage. 



But when I choose to daily notice the trivia that’s interesting, unique, and something no one else 
would know but me – because I get the opportunity to live with this man – the waves of 
thankfulness wash over me and I stand and see him in a whole new light again, like beautiful 
waves that lap at the seashore one after the other in synchronized rhythm. 

This chase of trivia in a marriage can either be one where we are hunted down and destroyed, 
or we can be the pursuer and note the small, the unnoticed, and the obscure and commit it all to 
memory.  This way, we have a whole stack of useful, not useless, facts about him to draw from 
daily, as we stay in this game we call marriage…and win. 

�
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Soldiers with Lipstick – Standing Ground – by Rachel Critz 

Do you have a best friend?  

If not, then that is just fine. 

What about a parent?  

Or a sibling?  

What if you were put in a situation where someone talked bad about that person in front of you? 
What would you do? Would you step in and stand up for your friend? Would you walk away from 
the conversation? Or would you simply sit there, listening?  

I know I have done all three of those.  

Standing up for your person in that situation is the key option.  Walking away is not a bad option 
if you are simply choosing not to be a part of it, and sitting there listening is definitely the option 
you want to avoid.  

I have had my fair share of times not speaking up for my person. Honestly, it is a pressure kind 
of situation. I do not want to cause conflict. But in all truth, lies are being spread about my 
person. And I thank God for my bold heart. I have a natural reaction of protection over my 
friends and family, so I tend to speak up in those types of situations.  

Let me ask you another question.   

What would you do if someone talked bad about Jesus in front of you? Would you have the 
same reaction as you did with your person? If you are like me, then the answer is no. I get timid 
in situations where people discuss religion, especially when they are against what I believe in. I 
admit that it’s a different feeling when it is not your person being gossiped about, but it’s the 
God you believe in that is the topic of conversation. Yet, it has taken me this long to realize that 
it should not feel weird or different.  

I mean, after all, Jesus is more than a god to us.  He is our Person, a friend, a sibling, and a 
parent.  We should all be able to stand up for Jesus the same way we would for our person.  

Acts 4:31 says, 

“And when they had prayed, the place in which they  

were gathered together was shaken,  

and they were all filled with the Holy Spirit and continued  

to speak the word of God with boldness.” 



We should not fear the topic of religion with friends who do not believe in what we believe. The 
Bible is truth, and they need to hear it. We can respect, care, and love them while sharing our 
faith boldly. We do have boldness in us whether we like it or not.  

So next time a situation like that arises, whether it be about our person or Jesus, let’s boldly 
stand our ground in place of our person.�



Firmly Planted - Be Thyself – by Dina Cavazos 

Have you ever noticed the incredible variety the world contains? I want my garden to be a 
kaleidoscopic collection of color, texture, and wonder-fullness! Not just because I love plants, 
but because I want to reflect God’s creativity, His beautiful design in nature, His peace and rest. 
A beautiful garden evokes a feeling of peace and rest, but beauty usually only lasts a season. 
What about the rest of the time? 

I’ve never been the kind of person who “has it all together.” The realization that I never will be 
has come both gradually, and suddenly, through various moments of “death.”  Death of a 
dream, a false hope, a futile striving.....but more than accepting that I would never look good in 
a two-piece, wouldn’t finish college, and not have a Walton family, among other things. Even 
more troubling than all of that, has been my identity, or lack of it. The major reason I dropped 
out of college was because of this identity confusion. 

 Remember the rhyme “doctor, baker, Indian chief” (which is probably politically incorrect these 
days, but maybe we’re leaving that behind.) That was me—substitute “homemaker, artist, social 
worker, writer” (oh yeah, and don’t forget archaeologist!) I didn’t want to waste my parents’ 
money and I just couldn’t decide. Any of those would have been fine. I know now that people 
get degrees and then work at jobs unrelated to them all the time. (Please, just finish college!) 

That’s one example of my identity confusion—our imperfect world full of imperfect people 
(myself being number one!) gave me many more. But I’ve found it unproductive to self-analyze. 
To try to understand and put things in perspective—yes. To forgive myself and others—YES. 
I’ve read self-help books and I’ve gone through counseling—both have been helpful and 
resulted in some great take-a ways, but to go round and round with the whys and hows—
unproductive. I’ll tell you what has been the most therapeutic, the most comforting, and the 
most centering remedy for my broken life: letting God in. O, so simple....and yet not. (There 
isn’t time to go too far down this path today, but come back another time.) 

Each plant fits into the garden in its own special way, each has its own color, texture, size....you 
know, just like me, and just like you. My identity is who He made me to be and nothing else. The 
more I let Him in, the more I become my true self, and that’s a comfortable place to be—a place 
of true peace and rest that lasts through every season, even when beauty fades. As my true self 
emerges more and more, I know I’m like a beautiful plant in God’s garden. Beautiful in all 
seasons because the eternal never fades, roots growing deep, firmly planted in His love and 
care. 

My people will dwell in a peaceful habitation, in secure dwellings, and in quiet resting places... 

Isaiah32:18 



Saddle Up - In Unison – by Melissa Critz 
 
The sun is beaming down on my face while a few wisps of cloud swing slowly by in the 
sky. I am in my happy place. I have all my chores and errands completed and have an 
open afternoon, so I grab some carrots and my boots and head to the barn. After 
spending some time with the brushes and hoof pick, I saddle and bridle Elijah and climb 
up on top to enjoy a nice brisk walk and trot around the property.  
 
As we move in unison, I take in all around me: the robins flitting in flocks from tree to 
grass to tree, the slow breeze hugging the leafless limbs which hold the promise of buds, 
the sparkling puddles, fresh from the recent downpour, busy with pesky, busy bugs. 
Realization comes that I am in a position that is above where I normally am. While on 
foot, I don’t see things quite the same. While on horseback, I spy things from a differing 
view. And honestly it’s quite a thrill to ride.  
 
For those that ride regularly, there is nothing like being on the back of a trained equine. I 
truly believe that it’s easier to handle them while on their back than while leading them 
on foot. Yes, there is that option of being thrown. Ha! I have had that happen numerous 
times. But overall, being on their back is such a different perspective. I like that use of 
legs and hands and voice while guiding and directing. I like that perspective. It’s the 
challenge of staying balanced and relaxed while working with the horse, not against.  
 
During times of training and discipline, this perspective is also desirous, just with a little 
more understanding and respect, as this beast has to be shown correction without the 
unwanted repercussions to the rider. But nevertheless, this perspective is quite 
exhilarating. Being on the back of the horse, whether saddled or bareback, gives the 
sense of leading and directing something that needs it. It also provides the rider with a 
different view of the animal, itself.  
 
Once on the animal, you really do have to act as one. If not, then down the rider goes. 
This requires the rider to see as the horse sees, to be keenly aware of the surroundings, 
to be ready to respond, knowing that the horse may react to something ‘scary.’ This is 
the case with Elijah in the event of a plastic bag blowing by in the wind. He spooks, he 
jumps away quickly, as that frightening receptacle may get too close.  
 
Being on this animal with these thoughts, I started talking with God about the idea of 
perspective – how it can change our outlook or even how we respond. We know that 
God guides and directs us. He tells us that in His Word:  
 

Psalm 31:3 
“For You are my rock and my fortress;  

For Your name's sake You will lead me and guide me.” 
 
I think I have always thought of it like the person guides and leads the horse with the 
lead rope or halter…on the ground. But God gave me another perspective…on the back 
of the horse: rider and horse in unison. Both are working together using differing ways 
of cues with clucks from the mouth or pressure from the leg or tugging from the hand on 
the reins.  
 
What if we had that perspective?  



Being in unison together and trusting each other – the horse responding to the rider so 
that the horse helps the rider keep balance. Well-trained horses do just this. They don’t 
want the rider to fall off as much as the rider doesn’t want to fall off. This perspective is 
one where we truly must trust the other entirely. Trust the direction. Trust when to stop. 
Trust when to go. Trust.  
 
I didn’t hear the Lord say that we as the person are the horse and He is the rider. 
Honestly, I saw the person as the rider learning how to work with another that has to 
learn trust, just as much as the rider. I felt the Lord was saying that we are the rider and 
just like He guides, then we guide. Just as He leads, then we lead. It’s like being one 
with our Savior, with Jesus being our Lord, being in unison together, seeing how He 
sees. His perspective is so different. He sees all and works all together for the good of 
His kingdom. (Romans 8:28)  
 
There may be some things in your life that you truly do not understand at all WHY it is 
the way it is. God has a different perspective. I encourage you to be like the horse and 
rider, and get on the horse and trust God with His leading and guiding.  
 
He wants the best for you.  
 
He loves you.  



Moving  Forward - A Step in the Right Direction – by Pam Charro 
 
It was the 1980's, I was single and living paycheck-to-paycheck, and I was desperate for a 
job…ANY job.  
 
I told God every day for weeks on end, "Lord, I'll take anything, I don't care how low the pay or 
how menial the work, just PLEASE, bless me with a job!"   
 
Weeks and months went by with no job.  I was becoming more and more of a burden on my 
roommates and I couldn't pay any bills.   
 
Then the Lord impressed on me that he didn't want me to settle for just any job, he wanted me 
to ask him for exactly what I wanted.  So that is what I did:  I sat down with a list and asked him 
for the perfect job (one that would even reimburse me for my college courses!).  And the phone 
rang that very day with the information for my next job.   
 
End of story?  Well, not exactly.  You see, while I did finally get a job, it was far from my dream 
job.  My next job was only making $5/hour, mindlessly scanning documents all day.  I had done 
what God had asked, and he had answered my prayer…sort of.  But why did he request that I 
ask him for exactly what I wanted if he was only going to give me a barely adequate job?  He 
could have done that anytime without making me wait so long. 
 
While it appeared that God hadn't really answered my prayers, the truth was that I had gone a 
step in the right direction.  My temporary job was in the Blue Cross/Blue Shield building, so I 
went over to their HR department and applied for work there.  Before long, I was offered a 
position which required I receive six weeks of training in medical terminology and procedures so 
that I could process claims (which they provided).  They also offered college course 
reimbursement!  That turned out to be one of the best jobs I've ever had, not just because of the 
great financial opportunities, but also because I was very good at what I did.  And if God had 
given it to me without me asking for it, I probably never would have recognized his hand in it.   
 
The lesson?  Sometimes God is answering prayers even when it doesn't look like it.  Obeying 
him doesn't mean sunshine and roses all of the time, but even when it looks like we may have 
taken a wrong turn he is still in it, making our paths straight.  It doesn't depend on what we see 
or what makes sense to us. It depends on Him and who He is.   
 
I was fairly new at walking with him when this happened, but I still need to remember it in my life 
now. 
 
And maybe you do, too. 
�



 
 

Real Stories - What Is a Dad’s Job? By Rob Stennett 
 

Every significant job I’ve ever been given involved hard work, training, and eventually earning the job. 
But being a dad? The only prerequisite for the enormous responsibility of parenthood is having sex or 
adopting. No other opportunity on the planet works like this.  
 
This is why all of us fathers should be given a test before we’re allowed to take our newborns home 
from the hospital. Something like a driving test or the SAT—only this test would assess our patience, 
quick thinking, judgment, and overall character. We would be tested on our ability to withstand peer 
pressure, bandage a wound, deal with late-night sickness, survive a road trip, pick friends, confront 
bullies, and deliver a perfect talk about the birds and the bees. This test should last for days or weeks 
or years, and only when we have proved ourselves should we be allowed to strap our infants safely into 
their car seats and drive them home.  
 
But this isn’t how it happens. 
 
When my daughter was born the only thing the hospital staff taught me how to do was swaddle my 
baby in a blanket. And as I’m sitting among the other parents folding a tiny piece of cloth over my 
newborn, I’m thinking, This is it? This is how we’re spending our final moments in the hospital? What if 
my baby starts choking? What if she stops breathing in her crib? How long should a time-out last? 
When is the appropriate age to allow ear piercings? What if she asks for help with fractions and I have 
to admit I can only do math on a calculator?  
 
I’ve left the hospital with a newborn four times, and each time I found myself hoping I wouldn’t mess up. 
I want be an amazing father. I want the other kids in the neighborhood to look at me and say, “I wish he 
were my dad.”  
 
But how can I be a great father when I don’t quite understand the job description? If any of us were 
applying for a job as a dad, what sort of qualifications would we need to have? I talked with other 
fathers about this and considered it myself. After conversations with friends and professionals, and 
quite a bit of research, I created a list: 
 
The 12 essential roles a father has to be able to perform:  
 

1. Provider. Diapers are only the tip of the child-expense iceberg. My checking account 
hemorrhages funds for dental visits, soccer camps, apple squeezies, medical checkups, school 
supplies, birthday parties…the list seems endless. And in addition, every fun family activity is now four 
times more expensive. I’m not a softy. I say no to 95 percent of my kids’ requests for expensive toys or 
outings or treats. But the 5 percent I say yes to require another part-time job.  

2. Doctor. If I turn my back on my kids, within seconds they are screaming in pain. Every child 
is a savant at self-injury. Any sharp corner is an extreme hazard, and any ledge more than six inches 
high requires a safety net. Even flat, well-maintained sidewalks constantly trip up tiny feet. I cannot 
count how many times I’ve had to deal with injuries or sicknesses that I am completely unqualified to 
diagnose and treat. 

3. Caregiver. Once you place a roof over their heads and keep your kids alive, you have to 
actually care for them. They need meals, baths, and routines for chores. You have to get them ready in 
the morning and put them to bed at night. Caregiving is so much of what parenting actually is, and it’s a 
job that we dads have tried to outsource to moms, grandmas, day care centers, and anyone else 
available. That’s why the plots of so many comedies feature Mom leaving town and the house 
unraveling. I’m not going to let my house become that sort of comedy. I’m not going to outsource the 
job of caregiving or put all that weight on my wife. I want Sarah to be able to leave the house and be 



confident that everything will continue as normal.  
4. Pastor. My father is a pastor, and he taught me how to read the Bible, how to pray, and how 

to care for the people around me. My parents consistently ministered to others. Families in need of a 
hot meal or a place to spend a holiday were invited to our house for Christmas or Thanksgiving. My 
parents gave people a place to stay when they didn’t have a home. Dad was always a reminder of what 
it meant to follow Jesus. Will my kids look at me the same way?  

5. Adventurer. Dad is the king of the road trip and captain of family fun. Dads take their kids 
camping, brave roller coasters, hike mountains, and go headfirst down waterslides. I love this part of 
fatherhood. I get to build forts, have movie marathons, play video games, construct Lego castles, and 
initiate water-balloon wars. If you spend hours by yourself at Chuck E. Cheese’s stockpiling tickets for 
the biggest prize on the rack, they call the police. If you do this with your children, they call you father of 
the year.  

6. Protector. It seems like about once a week I hear a funny noise somewhere in the house 
during the middle of the night. I lie in bed, my eyes big as golf balls, and think, This is it. Someone has 
broken in, and I’m going to have to fight like a medieval warrior to protect my family. I creep downstairs 
prepared for battle. I flick on all the lights with ninja precision. There is no one in the house. My family is 
safe. Thank God. I can go back to sleep. Even though the role of protector seems most primal in the 
night hours, the friendly daylight still holds plenty of risks: electrocution from an outlet, strangers in 
creepy vans lurking around public parks, and bottles of Drano a child could drink in a fatal moment of 
curiosity. And yes, I have called the poison control hotline. How did the world become such a 
dangerous place? 

7. Coach. Of all the roles for dads, is any more iconic than coach? At the very least a dad has 
to teach his kids how to throw a baseball and catch a football. But why stop at the basics? I want to 
teach my kids the finer points of the crossover dribble, suicide squeeze, and Hail Mary.  

8. Judge. Being a parent from the time your kids are born until they start walking is pretty easy. 
For the most part you are in complete control of when they eat and sleep. Babies will cry and let you 
know their opinion, but they’re not going anywhere. When they start to walk, everything changes. 
Suddenly they get into things they know they shouldn’t, and you have to say, “Johnny, please don’t get 
into that.” He snaps back, “No.” At that moment you’re facing a toddler showdown, and how you handle 
the situation will define you as a father. I know I feel like I have to daily—hourly—decipher the crime or 
misdemeanor committed and what the appropriate punishment is. It’s not as if we can learn one system 
of justice that works for 18 years. An effective deterrent when the kids are four is a punch line by the 
time they’re eight. Discipline is an ever-evolving art and craft, and I’m constantly trying to understand 
how to practice it effectively.  

9. Husband. Every day I’m hosting the most influential marriage conference my kids will ever 
attend. The way I treat my wife—the way I love, honor, and respect her (or fail to)—informs how my 
kids will someday treat their spouses and expect their spouses to treat them. I have daughters, and 
everyone tells me I will have to buy a shotgun to keep the guys in line. But often I wonder if there is a 
better way to spend my time than worrying about every creepy teenage boy on the planet. Instead, 
maybe I should be a great husband for my wife. Maybe I should show our daughters how they deserve 
to be loved, respected, and cherished. (I’m also stockpiling shotguns as if the zombie apocalypse were 
near, just in case plan A doesn’t work.) 

10. Teacher. My wife has taught on nearly every level—elementary school, high school, 
college—and she tells me that the parents’ involvement makes a huge difference in their children’s 
academic careers. Homework is one baton a teacher passes to parents. It’s something I haven’t 
thought about in years. I need to start soon—otherwise the college fund (that I also need to start) is 
going to go to waste.  

11. Counselor. Physical harm is a reality for our kids, but emotional damage might be even 
more frightening. We live in a world where bullies can reach our kids at any hour with an all-powerful 
social media megaphone. Our kids are also faced with spats between friends, heartache over being the 
last picked, frustrations about failure, sexting, crushes, and painful breakups. A father’s job is to 
dispense wisdom, advice, and counsel for how to handle life’s most complex problems, but often I feel 
as though I need someone to counsel me so I can know how to counsel my kids.  

12. Hero. The final exam of fatherhood is something you can never prepare for. It seems that 



every dad eventually has to face a defining ordeal—a threat to his marriage, health, or family. In my 
mid-thirties, creeping toward my forties, I’ve watched other friends face these threats. I want to have a 
strong character so I can overcome them. 
 
I was overwhelmed by this list of jobs and I felt unqualified to perform them. I sought out mentors to 
help me be better at each one of these jobs that my kids require for me to be good at. I researched how 
to do them well, worked at it, and the more I strived at each job the better I felt and the stronger my 
identity as a job as a parent became. I wrote about doing this in my book The Perfect Dad. The whole 
reason I wrote this book was to help other dads and parents become better at the things that are 
already expected from you.  
 
There will be a time (and usually lots of times) when you have to help with homework, or protect your 
kids, or be a judge dealing punishments. I wanted to be prepared to do these jobs better and show 
other parents a better way. I’d also say this isn’t a book for just dads; many of the roles on this list are 
things that moms fulfill on this list as well. If you’re dad, or a parent, and looking for to explore how to do 
the job better I pass on the tools to help you to be better at the most important job you’ve ever been 
given.  
 
It’s my passion. I never thought I would write a parenting book. But when I realized how much was at 
stake, when I saw those four little faces looking up at me, leaning on me, searching for wisdom on how 
to survive in this world I knew I had to do something. I didn’t want to feel helpless anymore. I’ll never be 
perfect. But I’m trying to be a better dad every single day. 
 
Rob Stennett is an award-wining novelist and filmmaker. His new book The Perfect Dad is available at 
bookstores everywhere. His writing has also appeared in screenplays, web articles, short films, 
commercials, documentaries, and live theatrical events across the country. When not writing, Rob is the 
creative director at One Chapel in Austin, Texas. His wife, Sarah, and their four daughters have an 
imperfect little life you can read about at theperfectfather.net. 
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FRESH THYME – Marty & Madeline by Marcy Lytle 

Have you ever been getting ready for your day, thinking over the night before, or just sitting still 
and listening and tuning into Him while the house is quiet?  During that time, you might think of 
a friend who is ill or another friend in need, or a friend you haven’t seen in a while, and you 
wonder how they are, if they got that job, or where they’ve been.  Then the day starts, your 
phone rings, you glance at the clock and realize you’re running late…and your thoughts are full 
of do’s, lists, and stuff that defines the next 24 hours.  That’s the scene many times for me, on 
any given morning. 

However, recently I went through this scenario and thought of two friends, Marty & Madeline.  
One was a friend that came to mind and I felt prompted to pray for him and his family. The other 
was a friend I hadn’t seen in a while and I wondered how she was doing.  But this time, instead 
of just wondering, I actually contacted them.  It literally took about two minutes to send them a 
Facebook message to ask how they were doing and to tell them I’d pray for them. 

I thought of how often I don’t do that.  How often I just think and don’t act.  How often I think and 
then trudge on through another day, and never have another thought about those that passed 
by my mind that morning. 

Here’s why we don’t respond…sometimes: 

 We’re too busy 
 We think just a quick prayer is enough 
 We prefer to think we’d be a bother to them 
 We wonder if they’ll think we’re crazy…after all this time 

But here’s why we should respond to those early morning thoughts: 

 We might make their day 
 We can pray but feet with prayers is better 
 We will bless them, not bother them 
 We’re not crazy, we’re compassionate 

After I wrote both of my friends, I thought about their names and how they sound good to say 
out loud – Marty & Madeline.  They start with the same letter, their names just roll off the 
tongue.  And I decided that when I think of other friends, I’m going to think of them fondly in the 
same way, try my best to stop and respond with a note and/or prayer, and then get back to the 
day…knowing I obeyed…and that someone knows they’re loved. 

Who’s on your mind, today? 



FRESH THYME – Minus the “im” – by Marcy Lytle 

Some days, it seems like the world is actually spinning faster, bad news is all about disaster, 
and we try and try but never master…this thing called faith.  Some days, it seems the verses we 
know seem like words on a page, and all we can deal with is how fast we age, and when we try 
to move forward we’re closed in a cage…unable to fly. Some days, we wake up in a fog with 
more anxiety than peace, our questions without answers never cease, and we just can’t seem to 
get a lease…on this thing called life. 

That’s the day when we sit and say all the things that we’re thinking.  And we say them, we write 
them, but we soon begin to doubt them, because we belong to Him.  He listens, and He waits, 
until we’ve exhaled in our haste, and then he invites us to speak truth…as we gaze in his 
face…and we see.  We realize our focus has been all this hocus pocus that wiggles and slithers 
against us and then… We know Him, we love Him, we sing praises all about Him, and He 
comes and He comforts and He holds us close.  And the “im” that has prefaced every possible 
promise is removed and in its place is the root word of hope that sustains us.   

And there it is, what we’ve written, what we’ve said, what we’ve thought. And before it’s all over 
it’s transformed into one word that describes his power, his might, his awesome delight to 
rescue, to save, to exhibit his might. And we read what we wrote and before we are done, we 
are risen from despair, we are with him, we are one.  That one little prefix is gone, it’s no more, 
and we rise up and fly and up higher we soar.  Because once again truth has triumphed, despair 
has been defeated, and “All things are possible!” because of our God, and that phrase is 
repeated! 

He says to be at peace and be anxious about nothing, but the world is in chaos 

Impossible 

He says to pray believing and we shall obtain that for which we ask, but our friends are still sick 

Impossible 

He says to that He is Love and He is Good, but there are starving children and bad, bad people 

Impossible 

He says to give and you shall receive more than you can handle, but I’ve given and I’m in need 

Impossible 

He says his mercy endures forever and his compassion never fails, but I feel like a failure 

Impossible 

He says he is holy and we are to be like him, but what does that mean, and there’s no way… 

Impossible 



He said he would die and then he would conquer death and rise again, and he did 

Possible 

He said he would speak to the storm and the winds would obey his voice, and he did 

Possible 

He said he loves all of the world and every person in it, and he’s preparing a place without lack 

Possible 

He says that He is our provider and the giver of good gifts, and I have breath and I have life 

Possible 

He says he forgives my sin as far as the east as the west, and that’s immeasurable 

Possible 

He says he sees me completely spotless in his sight because of his son Jesus, the Savior 

Possible 

…with God, all things are possible, to those who believe. 

Matthew 19:26 

 

 

 



FRESH THYME – The Ugly – by Marcy Lytle  

I’ve written about going to church before, and all of the good reasons to show up with a body of 
fellow believers on a regular basis, and how’s there are good things and bad things to be 
experienced when you rub shoulders with people with issues…just like yours.  And you’ve 
probably heard it all before.  But have you heard that there’s “the ugly” of going to church, and 
that’s just as important and beneficial as the good?  It’s so true. 

There’s the time someone says something that’s downright offensive to you; in fact, it’s ugly.  
And when it’s someone you admire and look up to, it’s really ugly!  That’s the time when you 
make a decision to either say something and get over it or say nothing and forgive.  You see, 
forgiveness is a virtue and we all need to practice it.   So it’s good that we get offended. 

There’s the constant asking and begging for money from the preacher, or the leaders, or from 
someone…always wanting you to dig into your purse to fork out more money for this project or 
that ministry.  In fact, they ask so much that it gets ugly. It really is too much, and the begging 
makes you want to scream.  That’s the time when you really have two choices, once again.  You 
can pray for your church for provision and give what you can and be done with it, or you can 
leave and never go back again.  But then, that gets ugly.  Because every church needs funds.   
So does every business, and every person.  It’s just the way the world works. 

There’s the unthinkable when you’re accused of talking too much, saying the wrong thing, or 
hurting someone and the accusation is completely false.  This is the ugliest of the ugly.  It hurts, 
it’s a stone hurled at your soul, and you want to hurl it back.  But there’s this phenomenon called 
friction, words that get twisted in the air, and there’s this enemy that roams around trying to 
cause discord among people who love each other.  And there are wounded people with skewed 
perceptions, and we are sometimes sitting next to them – at church!  And once again, there’s a 
fork in the road and we choose the path.  We can exit the building in rage and never return, or 
we can sit down and tell the truth and hope for the best.  I was just reminded yesterday at 
church that God is our defender, and that even when lions roar, they cannot eat us alive. 

I could go on with all of “the ugly” that comes from being a part of a church.  You’ve seen it on 
the television, and in the news, as well.  Priests that abuse little children, pastors that misuse 
funds, leaders that are unfaithful to their spouses and teenagers with “good” parents that get 
pregnant before marriage.  And many, many Christians sit by and shake their heads and their 
fists at all of this ugliness, judging The Church (the general body of Christ) as being a disgrace 
and an embarrassment…so they write off church-going altogether. 

In my opinion, that attitude and response is as ugly as any scenario above.  Shunning is not an 
action that bears the image of Christ, at all. 

Let’s see what Jesus did when things, and people, got ugly: 

 When others picked up stones to throw at a prostitute, he spoke to her in kindness and 
love. 

 When the religious leaders were quizzing him about laws and rules, he demanded 
attention to the heart. 



 When he was accused of blaspheming his Father whom he loved, he only spoke the 
truth, and he prayed for his accusers. 

 When he knew that his followers would betray him, he still gathered and ate with them 
on a regular basis, offering them bread and drink. 

 When the pain was unbearable and the rejection intolerable, he obeyed His Father and 
died for all of the ugly in the world. 

I’ve wanted to run from church before.  I’ve been hurt many times, misunderstood, felt 
undervalued, and didn’t like certain people, leaders, and formats.   I’m not referring here to 
leaving one church to go to another because of a change of direction for you and yours. That 
happens. I’m referring to leaving the Body of Christ altogether, because things get ugly.   

There is great benefit to dealing with the ugly in others, and in ourselves.  And there’s a lot of 
ugly to be dealt with.  But there’s this verse in the bible that says if we look in the mirror and see 
something awry and don’t fix it, it’s like reading the Bible and walking away and not tending to 
our heart, as well.   

It takes years, lots of mercy and grace, and wisdom and hope, to deal with the ugly and walk on, 
hand in hand with other believers and their flaws.  But I’ve come to realize that for every flaw I 
highlight in others, there are five to be highlighted in me.  And the quicker I allow his mercy to 
overflow to me and I feel his forgiveness, the quicker I am to extend that forgiveness to those 
beside me. 

Feeling like you’ve seen a little too much ugly for your liking?  Jesus calls the broken to him, and 
sometimes the broken stay broken and their sharp edges cut those who dare to come near 
them.  But He is a faithful God to ALL OF US, no matter where we are in the restoration 
process…with shards of glass that wound…or soft round edges that shine.   

Ask Him to heal your broken heart. 

Ask Him for mercy and forgiveness. 

Ask Him to establish you in his love. 

Then maybe when the ugly raises its head to look at you again, you’ll know just what to do 
instead of run… 

�



FRESH THYME – There Should Be – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve always observed and thought of many things that “should be” that aren’t.  I’ve even wanted 
to invent these “should be’s” but I haven’t.  And I’ve heard others talk about what should be.  So 
here are a simple dozen (plus one extra) of the ideas I’ve had, and maybe you will want to add 
to the list your own ideas of what should be… 

1. There should be towel wraps for little boys that fit their waists, not just the big ones for 
the dads. 

2. There should be a hidden door in the floorboard of cars that opens, and trash is swept 
inside. 

3. There should be better pay for teachers and lesser pay for athletes. 
4. There should be Bluetooth that understands when you say “Call Vicki,” you don’t mean 

Nicki. 
5. There should be built-in car vacuums so you don’t have to drive up to one and pay.   
6. There should be an ATM machine for things like milk and bread and eggs (only I hate 

eggs.) 
7. There should be bathing suits that lift every wrinkle and dimple right out of your thighs. 
8. There should be flowers stands and markets in every neighborhood, not just in Paris. 
9. There should be snow in the winter in the south, at least twice a year. 
10. There should be a shoe with a nice heel that is comfy AND stylish, not just comfy and 

ugly. 
11. There should be air-popped popcorn sold at the theaters, as a choice over the buttery 

kind. 
12. There should be drive through that sells only veggie plates – that would be awesome. 
13. There should be a loaf of bread for two – because there just should be. 

�
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�
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Seven 4 You – A Little Something Green – by Marcy Lytle  

Everything’s turning up green this month!  Winter is past, Easter is near, and we’ll soon be 
putting together baskets of goodies for the kids with eggs and candy on top! Green things grow 
so well in April, green comes in all shades and hues like jade and lime, and green things taste 
so good, as well! 

Here are seven greens to try this month, perhaps in a way you haven’t enjoyed them before: 

Cucumbers – Have you sliced these and plunked them into your water glass, along with lime, 
lemon and blueberries?  Try it!  It’s deliciously refreshing! 

Arugula – This is a green often mixed into a salad, but it’s SO GOOD on pizza! Check out this 
recipe by a great chef, Ina Garten, and be amazed when you taste the flavors! 

Herbs in a jar – Nothing is cuter, more fragrant, and adds more pop than a jar of fresh herbs by 
your sink!  Buy them, wash them, place them, and use them – and enjoy the green they bring to 
your home! 

Avocado – We all love guacamole or sliced avocado in a salad.  But have you tried avocado 
fries?  They are most delicious, especially when baked in panko crumbs and enjoyed with a dip! 

Green Olives – Have you ever tried frying these?  They are super tasty, and you can fry them 
just like you fry pickles, which are also green!  Just pat the pickle slices and green olives dry, 
them dip them in egg/milk and then in flour a couple of times, and fry in hot oil, draining paper 
towels. Lightly season them. Serve with ranch and/or salsa.  Oh, Yes! 

Water Hose – Most of these are green, so they count as the color of the month!  When is the 
last time you hand-watered your yard with a hose?  There is something so relaxing and amazing 
to stand and water, and watch limp flowers and plants come to life.  Try it. 

Tennis Balls – Yes, these come in other colors, but a lot of them come in green.  While the 
weather is still not too hot, go out and buy a couple of cans of tennis balls, find your tennis 
rackets and show up at the park…and play! 

I absolutely love Easter and any holiday really, because they cause us all to stop and think and 
do something different, wear something unique, or taste something yummy, instead of our same 
old boring activities and meals… 

 



The Dressing – Rain Gear, Anyone? – by Marcy Lytle  

I just can’t stop thinking about rain, as I write for this issue of A Bundle of THYME.  I really enjoy 
a good rain, although I know many areas of our country are sick and tired of the downpours.  
Most of us really aren’t prepared for rain and maybe we don’t want to spend bucks on rain gear, 
but check out some of these cool pieces to add to your wardrobe this spring! 

Rain Boots – Red goes with everything, doesn’t it?  Especially with jean skirts or capris, these 
red (packable too, I might add) boots were just made for walking in the rain.  Keep them by your 
back door for gardening, or for wearing around town shopping when the rain is falling. 

Raincoat – I don’t like bulky, thick rain coats, as I only wear them to keep from getting wet – not 
really for warmth.  This one fits that description, and it folds up into a pouch that can be carried 
in your bag!  Winner!  It comes in four colors, but my favorite is the standard black. 

Purse Cover – I’m not sure I would buy this, but for those of you who walk a good distance to 
work and have to carry a bag, I’d think this cover would be a great thing to have and keep in 
your car! It too folds into a small pouch for stowing away when the sun is shining. 

Water Resistant Watch – Maybe you’re outdoors a lot, you like to run, or you want a cute 
watch to wear for all seasons, one that resists water when it pours.  This one is so cute, not too 
sporty, and not too dressy – it looks just right!  And so does the price! 

Umbrella – This Teflon travel umbrella is listed among the top five umbrellas for this year – 
holds up well, packs away, and dries fast.  I love a big umbrella for long walks, but more often I 
need a small one to keep handy in a bag for going in and out of buildings. This one looks great! 

Rain Hat – Maybe you don’t like to worry with umbrellas, because you’ve lost one too many by 
forgetting that you had one with you!  This rain hat from Macy’s is cute, and can also be worn as 
a guard from the sun when it shines brightly above.  It’s even machine washable, and looks 
cute! 

Soft on the Legs – If you know it’s going to be a rainy day, avoid wearing long flowy pants or 
jeans that drag the ground.  You’ll arrive wet and soggy, and maybe muddy, as well!  Check out 
these skinny rewash “jeggings” from JCP.  They are great for tucking in your boots, and making 
sure you arrive dry and clean. 

You most likely will not purchase all of these things, but having two or three of them handy in 
your large totebag or stashed behind your seat always make you feel prepared for those sudden 
downpours, those rainy days, or for an impromptu walk where there are a million puddles for 
jumping… 

�



Selah’s Style – Happy Spring  
 
Spring has sprung! Birds are chirping, flowers are blooming and so are the fashions! Check out 
these spring-tactic outfit ideas.  
 
Once again Cat and Jack pulled through with some of the most fabulous fashions. Their new 
spring line is filled with bright colors and flowerdy  fun. I wore my rabbit purse with this dress to 
make this attire perfect for an Easter outing.  
 
Ok, ok, yes! I got this red dress for Christmas but if you add a beautiful flower on your head and 
throw on some funky fresh tights no one will ever know you pulled it from your winter wardrobe!  
 
If you are like me and you love to spin you can't live without this dress. It's been rainy and we've 
all been cooped up inside. Now that the stormy skies are clearing up it is a perfect time to throw 
on this dress from Lularoe and spin to your heart’s content!  
 
At Christmas my family took a trip to Bali. I was able to purchase a few sun dresses for 
souvenirs. In my opinion sundresses are the best outfits for spring weather because you can 
layer them with leggings and a sweater or wear them as is on a hot day. I absolutely love this 
blue one because my amazing brother Isaac picked it out and bought it for me!  
 
One more dress from Bali! This one is a very simple design but it is a favorite of mine. The 
fabric is beautiful, the colors are bright, and I could even sleep in it at night.  
 
Spring is such a happy time of year.  
 
Wear fun outfits to help spread the cheer! Happy Easter  everyone!  
�



Bind it or Lose It - Simply Irresistible by Erica Simmons 

The older my teenage boys get, the busier they are, so finding time for all of us to get together 
seems to be a trick in and of itself. So this month’s recipes will focus on simplicity: easy to cook, 
easy to clean up. 

Pork Chop One Pan Supper 

For the first time, I am ambiguous about this recipe, but it turned out okay. I love the fact that it 
provided an array of veggies (as that is something we all need more of,) but the flavor did not 
impress us. The final product became my lunch or sides for several meals. I also was not crazy 
about the presentation the tomato base created, resulting in a bland look for all the vegetables. 
It was very easy to make with a one pan clean up. I also used mushrooms instead of the 
cauliflower, the one plus of the recipe, but I think a variety of vegetables can be used. In the end 
I decided to bind it, but with a disclaimer next time around to look for ways to make the flavor 
more explosive. 

Ingredients 

 2(6 ounce) boneless pork chops 
 1large onion, sliced 
 1(14 1/2 ounce) can stewed tomatoes, we used Tomato, Basil and Oregano 

flavor.  
 2medium potatoes, peeled and quartered 
 1⁄2cup broccoli spear 
 1⁄2cup cauliflower, spears 
 salt and pepper 
 vegetable oil cooking spray 

Directions 

1. Spray a medium size frypan with veggies cooking spray; heat to medium high. 
2. Add pork chops and sear on all side, about 5 minutes. 
3. Add onion slices and cook 'til transparent and just turning brown, about 5 

minutes. 
4. Add stewed tomatoes; bring to a simmer, cover and simmer for 30 minutes. 
5. Add potatoes around the outside of the pan; simmer 15 minutes, add broccoli 

and cauliflower and sprinkle with salt and pepper; simmer a further 15 minutes or 
'til the potatoes are cooked through. 

6. Serve hot. 

Garlic Butter Shrimp Linguine 

Jerimiah is in a culinary class in school and he made this dish for a grade. He brought the 
leftovers home and it had the car smelling so good! I sampled the shrimp and the flavor was 
really, really good. When he told me how simple it was to make I decided to feature it in this 
month’s column. This recipe was so simple to make, but I can honestly say that the flavor was 



amazing. I was surprised at the restaurant level of taste. Jerimiah was proud of his creation and 
I was proud for him. For the first time I really saw him as a chef. 

As you can see, the portion size is not very big, as this was a class project recipe. The fact that 
we are trying to watch our carb intake worked well with the small amount the recipe made. For 
larger portioned sizes, just increase the ingredients. One warning! Watch the salt.  The dish he 
made at school was a little salty, but he adjusted the amount perfectly for the one we made at 
home. As I was getting ready to write this column, I realized that we also forgot to put in the 
spinach! So for those who are not spinach eaters, no worries. I think broccoli would also be a 
great add in. 

Definitely Bind It! 

Ingredients 

 2lb bag of shrimp – for his recipe we used pre-cooked 
 4 oz Linguine Noodles 
 1 stick of butter(unsalted) 
 ½ cup spinach chopped 
 ½ teaspoon garlic salt 
 Sprinkle of oregano 

Directions 

1. Cook Linguine according to the directions 
2. In a medium size skillet cook shrimp (if using the pre-cooked cook til hot) if using raw 

cook til pink. 
3. Add butter, garlic salt and oregano cook til butter is completely melted 
4. Add in the cooked noodles and completely coat them 
5. Add spinach and simmer about 5 minutes 
6. Best while hot  

Avocado Salad Dressing 

A few weeks ago, we had a church wide Daniel fast and for me personally, avocados is 
what got me through some days. So when a friend and I got together at my house and 
made salads for lunch I was all in for this dressing. I thought it was a perfect topping for 
the vegetable ensemble we put together and I asked if I could use this recipe in my 
article. The leftover salad became my side dish for Jeri’s garlic linguine dish and I 
topped it with the remaining salad dressing.  

The original recipe came from Pinterest. 

Ingredients 

 Large avocado 
 Juice from one lemon 
 Coconut oil – the liquid kind that does not harden 
 Salt and pepper to taste 



Directions 

1. Remove the avocado from its hull and put into small bowl 
2. Add lemon juice and mix 
3. Add oil, how much depends on the consistency you want. I prefer mine thicker as 

you can see in the picture. 
4. Once you have the consistency you want salt and pepper to taste 

Bind It! I this would make an awesome dip as well. 

The lettuce in the salad came from our garden we planted at work. The salad also had 
fresh squash, which was a first for me. All of it went very well with the avocado salad 
dressing.  

 

 



Tried and True – April Lunch Dates – by Marcy Lytle 

I love lunch dates with a friend.  There’s nothing more comforting than sitting at a table over a 
meal, and talking with a friend or a small group of friends.  Hearing what they’ve been up to, 
laughing together over funny stories about our kids, or even listening to their frustrations and 
offering to pray for them is always a good thing…when lunch with a friend is healthy and happy.   

However, lunch with a friend or a group of friends can turn sour when gossip ensues, envy or 
jealousy raises its ugly green head, or frustration turns to accusation and criticism and everyone 
ends up feeling dirty or stepped on, when the food is consumed. 

Since it’s a fresh, new month, here’s an acronym for the month of APRIL that will remind us all 
of the proper etiquette when it comes to lunching with friends! 

Arrive on time.  Sure, there are circumstances that keep us from getting there at the right 

time, like a flat tire, or an unexpected disaster.  But showing up on a regular basis 15 minutes or 
more late to the table is just rude.  It says to your friend, “My time is more important than yours.” 
Get there as close to your agreed time as possible, and show up with a smile. 

Preserve what is shared.  If you’re meeting a friend and she shares a dream, or a fear, or a 

circumstance she’d like you to pray about, then preserve it.  Keep it with lid on, twisted shut, 
only to be opened when you’re with her again.  If you do this, you will soon be trusted, and the 
trust will be returned to you as well. 

Reach out and care.  Is your friend going through a hard time with an aging mom?  Is she 

recovering from an illness that sent her to the hospital?  Is she dealing with an ungrateful child 
that is causing her angst?  Think about that before you arrive, and maybe show up with a small 
gift…if you’re able to do so.  At the very least, remember to ask how she is doing. 

Initiate conversation.  Think beforehand of things to talk about, so that you both don’t just start 

rambling and complaining about all of the other people you both know.  I’ve had great 
conversations with friends over gardening, a good book I’ve read, or something new I’ve bought 
and used.  She too shares things that interest her, and we have a great time learning and loving 
our time together! 

Laugh often. Go on, smile, and laugh out loud.  Enjoy the food you’re eating and learn to 

laugh at your own shortcomings, your own snafus and your own memories of good times that 
you share.  Reminisce together about something cute the kids did, something funny that 
happened to both of you back then, or a funny something you read on the internet.  Laughing 
will heal both of your souls and do your mind a world of good! 

This is just one month, and I’m sure you could create an acronym for each month of the year 
when it comes to lunching with friends.  Lunch dates can be some of the most intimate 



expressions of friendship.  And if you haven’t had one in a while, then phone a friend and invite 
her to join you.  It can be in a park, in a restaurant, or even sitting in a fast-food place in your 
cars, with the windows rolled down! 

April.  Lunch Dates.  A Good Thing. 
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Practical Parenting - Free Range- by Marcy Lytle 

It’s a popular concept – free range chickens – which according to Wikipedia means “chickens 
kept with a fence that restricts their movements very little.” The thought is that the chickens 
receive more locomotion and sunlight, as opposed to their counterparts raised indoors.  This 
then produces a better quality chicken. 

It’s also a popular concept – free range parenting – which according to Wikipedia means 
“raising children in the spirit of encouraging them to function independently in proper 
accordance of their age of development with a reasonable acceptance of realistic personal 
risks.” This then produces well-rounded, healthy children… 

But does it? 

I suppose the counterpart to free range parenting is hovering.  And no one wants to be hovered 
over, because it then becomes smothering, and we all know what smothering does – it kills.   

It’s interesting how different generations come up with their own definitions and rules (or no 
rules) when it comes to parenting.  We parents all want to correct the mistakes our parents 
made, in hopes that our children will then turn out perfect…or at least somewhat perfect.  And 
just what that means differs among parents, as well.  Perfect kids might mean ones who clean 
their rooms, talk nicely to their elders, and do their homework and make good grades.  For 
others, it might mean that they are free thinkers, not under anyone’s authority, and able to learn 
what they wish in their own time and in their own way. 

Just like many things in life, when parenting either of these methods gets out of balance, we 
have disturbed children who are confused about life and all sorts of things.  

But my focus here is primarily on the free range concept.  It might play out like this: let the 
children dictate their own bedtime, wear whatever they please, eat when they feel like it, play or 
not play with others depending on their mood, and obey or not – unless it’s dangerous – and 
then the reason for the rule is explained until the kid can write a two-page essay on why it’s 
dangerous to play with fire. 

The main problem, or let’s say “ditch,” we can fall into when parenting in the free-range style is 
when we allow the reins to be so loose at too early of an age, before children have even 
developed their character, and they pick up an attitude with their freedom.  For example, if 
they’re never required to do chores, dress appropriately for an event, or sit still and quiet when 
someone is speaking, this free range roaming can turn into disdain, arrogance, and downright 
rudeness toward others who are different than they are – an attitude which most all parents do 
NOT want to see in their kiddos. 

And the problem might be with us, the parents.  Because…sometimes we parent out of hurt and 
judgment against society, our own parents, or those we’ve deemed inferior than ourselves.  
Maybe we had parents who required us to be on time when coming in from a date and there 
was stiff punishment if the rules weren’t obeyed, so we vowed we’d never impose that rigidity on 
our kids.  Maybe we went to a school that required uniforms and we never felt free to express 



ourselves in the way we dressed and wore our hair.  Or maybe we sat in church and heard lists 
of do’s and don’ts and we never met up, and continued to fail again and again at being “good 
enough.” 

That’s the danger in free range parenting, when it stems out of anger and hurt.  Any action that 
stems or is rooted in those two wounds is not healthy, or wise, especially in the area of 
parenting. 

If we sit and think about the why’s of our loose parenting style, and we realize we’re just kicking 
back at those who kicked at us, it would be a super good thing to ask the Lord to heal that 
wound and set us free – free from the past and the ways we were treated. 

This then frees us to hear clearly, parent wisely, and make effective choices that bless our kids 
instead of test them to see if they can grow up in this experiment of parenting that we’re trying 
out on them, because our test tube broke wide open. 

Parenting isn’t a chemistry experiment.  It’s a high calling from Him, and he places in his Word 
some very loving words about blessing our children, disciplining them in love, and guiding them 
in the truth. 

I personally had to check my heart many times when I parented my kids.  I had flashbacks of my 
own frustrations with my parents and was tempted to parent in the opposite manner, instead of 
taking time to consider and pray about options, and then do what was best. 

Did I make mistakes?  I sure did, and my kids can name them, I’m sure.  And you will, too. 

But don’t let your kids wander too far, so that they end up falling in a ditch where they cannot 
get out, because you weren’t watching or let the reins out a bit too far.  Ask for counsel, seek 
Him, and above all – love your children as He loves us – and never lets us stray too far from the 
tender care of his loving eye. Not because He’s a hovering God, but because he’s a God who 
knows best.  And he can share that best with parents, when we ask him for it, regarding our 
kids. 

Free range chickens might be a good thing to buy, but free range children aren’t necessarily a 
good thing to raise. 

 



I Don’t Do Teens – Sleepovers – by Marcy Lytle 

I was often amazed when my son or daughter invited a friend to sleep over, their parents said 
yes, and yet I had never met that friend’s parents…at all.  I knew nothing about them, and they 
knew nothing about me.  Why would those parents let their kids come sleep at my house?  
There are so many things to consider when sending our kids off, to sleep at another person’s 
house, even as teenagers.  Your teen will not want you to ask questions, be concerned, or even 
request to meet the parents, but there are so many reasons why you should do all of those 
things… 

1. Ask about other siblings in the home – are there older brothers present?  I knew a 
teen girl who was visited in the night by an older brother, and it traumatized this girl for 
life.   

2. Meet the parents.  Will the parents even be home?  Do the parents have any sort of 
parameters or rules in place, at all?  Teens left to themselves at night are vulnerable and 
tempted to do all sorts of things…that can turn out all sorts of wrong. 

3. Definitely meet the teen.  Who is this guy or girl that’s inviting your son or daughter to 
spend the night?  Invite that teen to hang out with your own family and watch his/her 
behavior.  Are they honoring and respectful?  Just in casual conversation, ask them what 
their parents do, and about their brothers or sisters.  Kids sometimes share so much, 
when other adults are interested in them. 

4. Suggest that the first sleepover be at your house.  Provide entertainment and 
snacks.  Make it fun and inviting.  Set limits, but give freedom, as you wisely discern 
what your kids are able to handle and who this other kid is, away from home. 

5. Make sure your teen has a phone when you do allow her to go.  Tell here she is free to 
call you any time at all, if she feels uncomfortable in the home, with the family, or if she 
is asked to do something illegal.   

Those are just five simple things to consider.  But most of all, train your teens to be confident in 
who they are and what they will allow themselves to do.  Don’t make them fearful of you or of 
God.  Instead, build relationship with your sons and daughters, teaching them of God’s great 
love for them.  Invite them often into prayer time, sharing the Word with them, so that they are 
grounded in a father/child relationship with HIM and know how to discern and obey out of love. 

Teens are almost adults, but not quite.  And we are always the parents, as long as they live in 
our homes.  Letting them go and experience and do is all part of releasing them into the world.  
But they need to know and be aware that there is always freedom to turn from what others are 
doing and come back home, should they feel the need to do so.  And they need to be assured 
that the right thing to do is always the best, even if they are teased for not following the crowd. 

Sleepovers can be some of the most fun memories teens make together, when friends laugh, 
watch movies, eat snacks and stay up late being silly.  But sleepovers can also end in disaster 
when signs are ignored, parents are not present, or activities become dangerous or lethal. 

Love your teens.  Watch them grow.  And let them go… with wisdom and care that He gives you 
when you ask. 



Life as We Know It – Oneness by Erica Simmons 

 

I’m standing in the kitchen on Saturday, the day before my article is due, and God whispers a 

word to my heart: oneness. I smile because this is an answer to an allusive feeling I have as a 

single parent.  

When sharing the travails of single parenting, I often lament the fact that I am ALWAYS the one 

who has to take care of things. I learned early on that being consistent when dealing with the 

boys’ behavior was very important. Letting misbehavior slide because I was too tired, too busy 

or too lazy sent a message that Mommy only takes care of things when she is angry or 

frustrated.  

A few months ago, I was thinking about writing about this, how as a single parent I have to 

parent from my areas of strengths and weaknesses. Meaning that in a two-parent family, 

partners might balance each other out where one is weak (i.e. in saving, it might be a strength 

for the other parent,) so there is balance in that area. Praise God that He tells us that where we 

are weak He makes us strong. So His word to me yesterday, oneness, articulated the essence 

of what I want in raising the boys…someone to be strong where I am weak.  

His message to me, after? That’s what I have with Him, my Heavenly Father. As I draw near to 

Him and align my parenting with His truth, there is now a sense of peace when dealing with 

parenting issues. The good news about this truth is that I don’t have to carry the burden, not just 

alone, but at all.  The bad news about this message, if it gets done wrong, it is my fault. It’s like 

being in a relationship with someone who always thinks they are right, and in this case He is.  

There is no arguing about who is wrong, no need for marriage counseling, just me getting into 

His presence and stepping into that oneness, aligning my heart to His heart, listening to the 

words He whispers to me and acting in His truth. 

Two weeks ago this simple word whispered to me may not have been heard by my heart. The 

reason for that is I had let my circumstances get in the way. What changed that was a women’s 

retreat I attended. It was an amazingly sweet time with God. A time spent letting go of old things 

that bring death and embracing new things that bring life in a refreshing way. One of those 

things was His presence in my life. I remember His presence from an early age, even before I 

knew who He was. Every night He was there as I went to bed, comforting me. I wanted that 

awareness back. And over the course of the weekend I was able to put my heart in a place that 

since then has allowed me to easily be in His presence again. Now He greets me in the morning 



when I purposely center my heart and mind on Him. As I start my days with Him, it is amazing 

how easily I hear Him throughout the day…as I did Saturday morning in my kitchen.  

Oneness. 

With Him and His ways. 

Later that morning as I was looking at our budget (for years I have kept my budget in an excel 

spreadsheet) and lately the need has outweighed our resources. Last week, one of my co-

workers came to me and asked me to be her accountability partner. She was going through 

Financial Peace course and did not want her children to fuss at her because of the state of her 

finances. I agreed to do it and told her I would in turn share mine and go through the journey 

with her, as I too have been through the course, but let things get back out of control. As I was 

making my March budget to share with her, I was putting in the numbers and I looked at my 

bottom line and there was a SURPLUS of money! I double-checked to make sure all my 

financial obligations were all included. I found a couple new things missing, but even after 

adding them AND the increase in the mortgage (because of higher taxes) it was still a positive 

number! I did re-work the insurance on the boys’ car the previous weekend, and was not fully 

aware of that impact on my overall budget. Just like that – a source of tremendous stress for 

months – Poof!  Gone! We were even able to save money as a family this month.  

I also had to have a talk with my son Jordan about his grades and how his love of playing Vain 

Glory was impacting them. As with all talks, with him it started with a lot of frustration on his part. 

This, in turn, frustrated me! But when I stepped into truth, my frustration went away and his 

understanding and cooperation in the situation increased. Rules have been put into place that 

he readily complies with. I think this the first conversation I have had with him that I did not have 

to later come back and apologize for saying the right thing the wrong way.  

Oneness. 

Aligning my heart to His heart. 

His strength working in my areas of weakness. 

Ladies, this is indescribably wonderful and only the beginning…  

 

 



 



 A Night to Remember – From Death…to Life – by Marcy Lytle 

Death is a hard thing to explain to children, because we as adults don’t even really understand 
why it occurs to the young and the old on any given day.  And resurrection from the dead? Well, 
that’s surely a hard one to explain, since none of us has experienced watching someone 
actually emerge from a grave and show up on the streets!  But dying and resurrecting, it’s vital 
to understanding our relationship with Jesus. 

So why not take this month, the month that we celebrate Jesus’ death and resurrection, and 
bring the family together for a little learnin’ about what it means to die and come back to life, and 
why it’s so important to believe! 

Let’s look at a few symbols of death…and life…and see if we can’t end with a celebration this 
Easter! 

Preparation:  You’ll need a small seed, a cross of any kind, a package of yeast, and a loaf of 
fresh bread to enjoy by all. 

A tiny seed – Examine this little bitty seed and see if you can break it apart and see all of the 
life inside of it (can’t be done).  However, when this tiny seed is planted and watered and 
receives sunlight, it grows into an enormous plant.  How does that happen? (It’s a miracle that 
cannot be explained). 

Jesus says this in John 12:24 "Truly, truly, I say to you, unless a grain of wheat falls into the 
earth and dies, it remains alone; but if it dies, it bears much fruit.”   

The tiny seed is good for nothing until it’s planted, dies, and comes to life.  It then feeds masses 
because of its death and resurrection. 

A cross – Back in the day when Jesus walked the earth, criminals were hung from crosses, 
having their feet and hands nailed to the wood, and then they died. Their bodies fell limp and 
they lived no more, because this was their punishment for all the wrongs they had done. 

Jesus was accused by people of claiming to be God in the flesh, the Savior of the World, but 
they didn’t want to believe it.  He came in humility instead of in arrogance, as they expected a 
King would come.  But this was all in God’s plan, for Jesus to die on a cross, so that he could 
then defeat death once and for all, which he did! He rose again! 

Yeast – Did you know that yeast is a single-cell fungus? Ewww, that sound gross, right?  And 
yet we include yeast in the making of this yummy stuff we call bread. Yeast makes our bread 
rise, it strengthens the dough, and makes the final shaping of it easier.  It looks like a little 
powder that has no life in it, but when mixed into the ingredients for the bread, it gives life! 

Let’s enjoy our tasty bread and give thanks for Jesus, the bread of life!  His death on the cross 
is like yeast in our lives – as we invite him into our hearts – he causes life to begin, makes faith 
arise, and strengthens us and shapes us into his image – so that we are tasty to the world! 



Fingernails and Hair – Look at your nails on your fingers.  You can cut them but they grow 
back.  You can’t see how it happens, but even if you shave your head, or trim your nails 
completely, within a few days you see signs of growth.  Your fingernails and hair may look like 
dead, limp parts of your body, but they are full of life!  Isn’t that incredible? 

Here are some interesting facts about hair:  80-100 hairs fall out of your head every day, but you 
still have over 100,000 hair follicles left!  Even if it appears you have no hair on your body in 
certain places, there are about 5 million of them!  There is always gradual loss and replacement 
of hair. 

What does all of this have to do with Easter?  And what about people dying from sickness and 
tragedy? 

God set a plan in motion to conquer death through Jesus’ life on earth – a sinless life – his 
death and resurrection.  So even though death occurs, for those who believe in Jesus, it’s only 
temporary.  Because of his great love that nailed him to the cross for us, we who believe will live 
again! 

Just like a tiny seed that dies in the ground and brings forth life, when we surrender our lives to 
him, we bring forth fruit as well! 

Just because Jesus died on a cross, he did it for us – so that we don’t have to receive 
punishment for all that we do wrong.  He already paid the price and received punishment for us! 
That’s love! 

Just like yeast causes life and expansion and taste, so does faith when it’s mixed in our minds 
and hearts and we yield to God’s word that we read and hear. 

Just like our fingernails and hair are full of life and growth and there are an unbelievable amount 
of both on our bodies, when we love Jesus – he fills our whole heart so that it’s pumping with life 
and growth and love for all! 

Yes, Jesus died on the cross.  But he rose again from death and lives forever – and so will we! 

Yes, people die on this earth.  But those who believe will only be in the ground temporarily.  
Jesus is coming again to cause those dead bones to come to life! 

All we have to do is believe, receive his love, and let Him go to work making amazing things 
grow – like love for the unlovely, forgiveness for those who hate us, and worship to the One who 
made us. 

Easter is indeed a good time of year to remember that even in death…amazing things are going 
on…and life emerges that can never be stopped! 
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The Family Practice – Those Words – by Rachel Toalson 

The other day I was writing at my computer, not even the one on kid-duty, when my 9-year-old 
burst into my room to tell me that he needed me to make him another makeshift book, right now, 
because he had an idea and he had to follow through on it. He did not consider that I might be 
busy, that I might have been right in the middle of my own splendid sentence, that he was being 
nothing more than a pest to a working mother who was not on kid-duty. 
 
This is my boy who will fight until he’s red in the face and empty of words—strong-willed, 
persistent, passionate. These are some of the words we use to describe him on the good days. 
On the bad days, those words sound more like stubborn, implacable, annoying. 
 
Today was one of the bad days. 
 
I told him I was working, I couldn’t help him right now, and he told me I’m the worst parent ever, 
that I never let him do anything. I told him to please go downstairs and shut my door, and he 
told me he hated me. I watched him leave and turned my music louder, texting his daddy our 
exchange so he could address the important issues and I could get back to work (Though it was 
not a productive kind of work, since words twisted and turned in my mind.) 
 
I wish he were different, those words said. 
 
Many days, more than I’d like to admit, this thought startles me from its hiding place. When my 
twins pick up Hot Wheels and shove them into their pockets on their way to their room for naps, 
this thought follows them. When my 6-year-old won’t stop whining because he’s tired and 
cranky, this thought competes with his volume. When my 7-year-old can’t stop pestering me 
about can he have his technology time now, this thought rises to meet him. 
 
My kids are creative and crafty and tenacious. All of these are good traits to have when you’re 
an adult. All of them can be challenging in children. 
 
I don’t always see the wonder of who they are. I don’t always accept who they are. 
 
There is a gift in accepting one another, in saying who you are already is enough. That’s not to 
say we don’t teach them to put their clothes where they go or how to be more disciplined when 
readying themselves for school or how to make it in the toilet instead of all over the perimeter. It 
just means that who they are deep down—strong-willed, persistent, passionate, creative, crafty, 
challenging, rowdy, daring, sensitive—is enough. 
 
Accepting our children for who they are says, I love you no matter what. 
Accepting our children for who they are says, There is nothing you could ever do that would 
change my love. 
Accepting our children for who they are says, You are my treasure, my gift, my darling child, and 
when you forget your song, I will sing it. 



 
Maybe we grew up in homes where this message was left unsaid. Maybe we know its lack. 
Maybe we have searched and searched and searched for our worth. If so, it is both more 
challenging and more important that we ignite this legacy of worth in our children. 
 
Sometimes acceptance looks like reminding him who he is when he’s struggling with a math 
worksheet and wants to give up. Sometimes it looks like saving him from himself (without 
scowling or berating or yelling) when he reaches for that technology device and he’s already 
had his allotted time for the day. Sometimes it means letting them make mistakes, keeping a 
cool head, and then letting them fix those mistakes. 
 
Sometimes it means simply sitting, being, seeing who they are today. 
 
So before I get back to work, I take out a notecard and draw a picture of my 9-year-old and me 
on one side and scrawl words on the other. I love you. Always and forever. Just as you are. 
 
And I can hardly wait to deliver this note. 
 
How to better accept our children: 
 
1. When you find yourself (as you probably will, occasionally—or frequently if you’re me) 
wishing your children would change, try to build a habit of immediately finding three positive 
things about who they are. This is something we’ve put into practice with our kids. When they 
get angry at their brothers or call names or strike, they recite their three positive qualities about 
the offender. Sometimes all it takes to promote acceptance is opening eyes. Our brains tend 
toward negativity, but we can teach it to grasp positivity. 
 
2. Each year on their birthday, write a letter to your children. Read those letters on the hard 
days. Sometimes a bit of perspective helps us see how the years tend to smooth things out. The 
things we worried about when our children were 3 are not the same things we worry about when 
they’re 5, which are not the same things we worry about when they’re 10. Time heals. 
 
3. Practice merciful acceptance of yourself. Ironically (or perhaps not so), the things that we find 
most unacceptable in our children are usually what we find unacceptable in ourselves or 
something someone in our childhood found unacceptable in us. It’s worthwhile to dig down to 
these cuts and bruises and begin to practice our own self-acceptance.�
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Strengthening Your Core - Peak or Off Peak? by Marcy Lytle 

We recently went on a vacation in February to New Mexico, because the flight cost was so 
incredibly cheap this time of year!  We knew it was off-peak season for vacationing, but we 
decided to give it a try and make it fun – even if we got snowed in while there (which would have 
been heaven, to me).  The vacation ended up being so fun, but there were a few things to note, 
traveling in the off-season: 

 A few places were closed 
 We had to watch the weather forecast  
 It was cold 
 There were fewer people at attractions, which was great! 
 Air fare was lower, as well as hotel room prices 

I think the third item in that list proved to be the best part of traveling in the off-peak season.  We 
visited Jemez Hot Springs and had an entire warm soak to ourselves!  We rode a tram up a 
snow-covered mountain and didn’t have to wait in line.  And every place we went was like that, 
we got right in and took our time, no crowds whatsoever. 

Since most families have to wait until school is out, traveling in the peak season is the only 
choice.  However, peak season has its advantages and disadvantages as well! 

 Crowds are everywhere 
 Air fare and hotel prices are high 
 Everything is open and booming 
 Warm weather is pleasing 

As my husband and I were talking about the pleasures of our trip, even though a few stores 
were closed in the winter season, I thought about how, as Christians, we like to live in the peak 
season of our lives at all times.  In fact, we avoid having to “suffer” through a non-peak season.  
In other words, we want everything open to us to enjoy daily – with “closed” signs nowhere in 
sight.  We want our surroundings to be perfect, and for every part of life to be bustling with life 
and excitement around every turn of the road.  After all, the off-peak season of life is usually 
dotted with closures or failures, losses or pain, and dark clouds and rain that falls too often and 
creates potholes on roads where we want to travel.  Who wants to live in the off-peak season of 
life? Usually, no one! 

Just like we discovered the beauty of traveling in the off-season for hiking and road-tripping, 
there were others who traveled to our same destination and would have called it the peak 
season – for skiers and snow lovers.  It just depended on the activity we were seeking, which 
determined what we called the actual trip. 

I ended up smiling at this thought:  God is with us on every road we travel and there really never 
is an off-peak season, at least not one defined in our minds as unprofitable and disappointing.  
He’s always at work clearing roads, opening and closing doors, and offering us a respite from 
the heat.  In fact, it’s in the off-peak seasons that he draws us in to sit with him by a cozy fire to 



rest, and enjoy Him and Him alone.  He’s also with us in the peak seasons of life where our 
daily adventures are on open roads, free of debris or obstacles, and where smooth sailing 
seems to be available and affordable, because generally, “life is good.” 

I don’t know where you’re traveling today.  You might be seeing nothing but “closed” doors and 
treacherous roads ahead.  Or perhaps, you’re in a season of blue skies and clear water for 
swimming.  But know this.  God is with us in every season, and for every season there is a 
purpose… 

Peak or off-peak. 

Ecclesiastes 3:1 

To every thing there is a season, and a time to every purpose under the heaven: 



Under the Influence – There Ought to Be – by Marcy Lytle 

My daughter has a friend.  That friend has three autistic siblings.  They have tried to find a 
church to attend, but it hasn’t been a good experience…because the autistic siblings were found 
to be disturbing to those sitting around them.  So this young lady and her family stay home, 
away from the other “family” that could love on them and encourage them, because they don’t 
want to be a spectacle or an oddity to be avoided. 

I have a friend.  She comes to church alone, because her husband has told her not to ask him, 
because he won’t come.  In fact, she is not allowed to play “Christian” music in her home when 
he’s around.  This is a hard life to live, one of worshiping alone in private constantly, because 
her spouse will not share the very life she loves to live.  She shows up alone, week after week, 
and most people don’t know what her life is like…at home. 

You have a friend.  Maybe he’s a widower, she’s disfigured, or a couple you know recently lost a 
child.  They show up at church looking for a handshake, hoping someone will pray with them, or 
just looking for a place to feel the presence of a loving God demonstrated by other people who 
love him.   These friends show up, maybe once, maybe twice, depending on the reception they 
receive when they come. 

And sometimes, a few people notice the autistic boy sitting on the back seat next to his fearful 
mom, who is hoping he won’t make a peep at least for a few minutes while the preacher is 
talking.  Sometimes, just a smile from another mother across the aisle is all that mom needs to 
keep her seated instead of bolting.  Sometimes, the lonely lady without her husband is pleased 
when other women include her in their conversations, and invite her to lunch, instead of climbing 
into cars with other couples and sharing meals together.  Sometimes, the disfigured young 
person is elated when a few teens come by to introduce themselves and ask her what school 
she goes to, and then invite her to join their next youth outing. 

The thing is, that sometimes, none of the above occurs because we’re all too busy looking at 
our own shortcomings and disappointments, which oftentimes only includes a small annoyance 
that our shoes didn’t match our outfit that day, or we feel bloated, or our mind is on our list of 
chores we left undone at home before we came to church that morning.  I’ve been guilty of 
being so self-absorbed that I didn’t care to see who showed up on the seat next to me. I only 
wanted to get home myself, so I could go to a movie or eat – because gosh – I’m hungry at the 
moment! 

There ought to be a place for everyone when they show up at a building full of people who 
claim to be lovers of God and lovers of others as they love themselves.  We should actually be 
looking for visitors so that we can welcome them and make them feel at home.  We most 
definitely should know those whom we’ve been attending church with for years, and be praying 
for their spouses who don’t yet know Him.  And we for sure need to be sensitive to newcomers 
who look sad, lonely, or different than we do, so that they feel loved and accepted, and received 
with open arms. 



I don’t know what can be done to make our young kids learn this artful form of loving others, 
instead of congregating in bunches and giggling and excluding.  I don’t know what can be 
changed to make the adults less aware of their own cares and more aware of the cares of 
others.  And I’m not sure how we can reach out to all of the hurting and invite them into our 
huddle where they can feel loved and accepted and secure. 

But I do know that we can improve and look away and look out, we can open our hands and our 
hearts and our ears, and we can listen and learn and love…like Jesus did.  It just takes a willing 
heart and a request to Him, to invite Him to whisper in our ears and say, “Look over there.  
Smile at that person.” 

I have to remind myself often to put down my phone (yes, even in church), to look up around me 
(instead of at my unpainted fingernails), and to stop to say hello (instead of rushing to leave) on 
any given Sunday morning. 

It’s one of the reasons we have church…to welcome the lonely, the outcast, and those who are 
hurting.  No one should ever feel alone, outcast, or odd when they show up beside us, just 
because we’re too busy to notice, or too irritated to care. 

There ought to be a place for every single person when a body of believers gathers to worship.  
And they ought to feel welcome and loved.  But they won’t, if we don’t look at them and see. 



Beauty for Ashes – Melted – by Pam Charro 

I have walked with God for more than half of my life.   
 

I have known his Word well during that time.   
 

I've spent considerable hours alone with him in my living room, in the dark, before anyone 
else was awake.   

 
I've taken countless classes and seminars, trying to be closer to him.   

 
I've known my weak areas and why I was the way I was.   

 
I've had hours and hours of counseling and therapy to try and just believe that God is who 
he says he is.   

 
But none of this did much to change me.  I simply could not receive his love for me beyond a 
certain level. 
 
I have been so frustrated, going over and over the same ground and feeling so helpless 
because I truly wanted to see him for who he really was.  I felt the years going by and I knew the 
quality of my life could be so much better if I could just learn how to receive the approval, 
gentleness, respect and honor that he felt toward me.   
 
I felt completely powerless to change. 
 
Recently, along with my church, I did a three-week fast to start off 2017.  Boy, did I need it! And 
God has so honored it.  One of the key things he did was show me that he alone can melt the 
ice in my heart.  I spent years feeling responsible for my own healing, but God has waited all 
this time for me to just surrender to my own helplessness so that he could open my eyes to his 
kindness toward me.  He showed me that what I needed to do was receive, just receive, the 
revelation of who he really is.  That has meant sitting, waiting, being patient, and trusting that he 
will do it in his timing.   
 
I am learning to look forward to sitting with God while he completes his work in this way.  It is 
exciting to watch the ice melt with God's warmth.  I look forward to the transformation I am 
headed into, like a new flower opening up in springtime. 
�



Healthy Habits – Playing in the Rain – by Marcy Lytle 

Kids love to play in the rain, but we adults avoid it at all costs.  We don’t want to get wet, mess 
up our hair, or ruin our belongings.  And that makes perfect sense.  After all, why get all dressed 
up to go out, and arrive all soggy and ruined? 

However…there are times when we really ought to join our kids, our spouse, or just ourselves, 
out in the rain.  Why? Because there are some very good things that can happen when we play 
in the rain (not when it’s thundering and lightning, of course…). 

1. It gives us a chance to use that cute new umbrella we bought.  Have you seen the one 
that folds in backwards so that you don’t get wet when getting in the car? 

2. We can wear those rubber boots we stashed in the back of the closet and forgot about, 
and our feet will actually feel comfortable and cozy, while we splash with abandon. 

3. Standing in the rain with our mouths open wide – it’s not just a kids’ song – it is actually 
liberating and symbolic of receiving a downpour from heaven. 

4. Going barefoot in the rain might even feel better than wearing boots!  Watching the 
water wash over our bare feet can remind us of how Jesus took the towel and washed 
the feet of his followers, and we too can remind ourselves of how Jesus washes us clean 
as well! 

5. Walking in the rain enables you to see puddles, colors in the water, streams flowing and 
pretty gray clouds above and reminds you that the sun is there – it’s just covered up for 
a bit so the rain can fall.  A good reason to smile, and smile big! 

6. Sit in the car, if you just can’t bear to get wet, and watch the raindrops roll down your 
windows.  Each of you pick one, and let the drop race to the bottom, and see who wins.  
A simple activity sometimes clears your minds. 

7. Try closing your eyes and just listening to the rain fall.  You can do this from inside your 
car, outside on your patio or on your bed at night.  Turn off all other noises and just 
listen… 

8. When is the last time you sang in the rain? Or have you, ever?  You could watch Singing 
in the Rain and be inspired to do so, or just open your umbrella and start singing out 
loud, whatever your heart feels like singing! 

9. Puddle jumping might be a great exercise for you and your partner or for you alone!  Be 
sure to wear non-slip shoes, though!  This is guaranteed to make you laugh out loud – 
which is also a healthy activity as well! 

10. Take a kid with you.  Kids aren’t afraid of a little water, they enjoy every drop, and they 
will definitely want to splash with you.  Observe their laughter, their freedom, and their 
joy, as they react differently to the same rain that falls on both of you, from the way you 
normally respond to a downpour… 

 
Be sure to watch the weather to make sure no electrical sky activity is in your area before you 
head out, but take advantage of April showers and enjoy. If it’s just a cloudy day with a steady 
downpour of rain, try venturing out with umbrella…or not…and enjoying that wet stuff.   Get a 
little wet and see if you don’t long for another rain shower soon, after the sun returns… 



Created for Life – Discovering Honor – by Ginny Hurley 
 
 
Are you feeling disqualified, devalued, stepped over, too young or over the hill, tossed 
aside, and forgotten?   
 
We live in a culture of multi-tasking, rapidly changing technology, and degrees and 
labels required for jobs and tasks.  Our culture is changing so quickly that even 
Christians get caught up in Darwin’s idea of survival of the fittest.  Observing others from 
a system of worldly value instead of from Heaven’s eyes, sets us on a treadmill of 
judgment and dishonoring evaluation.  Before long the ones evaluating everyone else 
become the new ones falling behind or getting old.  No one is exempt… 
 
UNLESS, they know whose they are and their identity as a son or daughter of the One 
who created them, their Heavenly Father.  The only way to remain in honor is to 
experience the love of the Father and be transformed by the renewing of our minds by 
Holy Spirit.  Only then are we able to reciprocate love and honor those around us.   
 
Jesus is love.  He can’t help it.  Wherever He is, love abounds.  If we realize our value in 
and to Him, we can highly esteem everyone.   
 

1 John 4:18  
“There is no fear in love.   

But perfect love drives out fear, because fear has to do with punishment.   
The one who fears is not made perfect in love.” 

  
We think we are justified in withholding love, because someone did something wrong, 
offended us, or didn’t meet the standard.  It actually becomes our way of punishing 
them, when in truth, if we are in Him, we would do the opposite thing.  We would choose 
love over judgment.  It changes the atmosphere, causes trust to arise, and creates a 
safe place for others to fail, including us!   
 
I have seen and experienced various situations where people were made to feel shame 
and embarrassment because of performance or position.  It breaks my heart.  
Leadership is called to encourage, uplift, and serve…period.  When Jesus is around, He 
corrects us when we need it, and we feel free and hopeful.  If we feel condemned or 
ashamed, it is not Jesus!  Repentance is wonderful and afterwards, joyful. 
 
Jesus is the answer to sin.  When sin is present, Jesus is always the solution.  Jesus 
always showed honor by fulfilling the law of love.  He never removed His love and He 
hasn’t changed.  The greatest leader ever born exemplified a life of sacrificial love.  He 
made His children look good.  He still does.  By honoring the least of these, He created 
an atmosphere of unconditional love, peace, and safety.  Sinners flocked to Him, 
children adored Him, and women felt safe with Him.  While the very ones who judged 
and persecuted Him were the ones who saw the Kingdom right in front of them, and 
missed it.   
 
Honor is a core value that changes the atmosphere and can change an entire culture.  It 
is possessed by love.  Without honor, we feel insecure and hopeless.  Freedom is 
impossible because our value is based on a changing variable.  In Christ Jesus, honor is 
core.  It is impossible to be in Him and dishonor others.   



Love grows in a culture of honor.   
 
If we are not feeling valued and treasured, we must ask God where He is.   
 
Are we believing lies about ourselves; listening to the opinions of others, or are we 
transforming our minds into the truth of the gospel?   
 
It is simplicity itself.  God loves us so much that He sent Jesus to make a way for us to 
enter His kingdom.  We just receive His gift freely and with open arms.  There is no cost, 
and all people everywhere are free to enter.  It is the choice we are all given, the love of 
law, or the law of love.   
 
I choose the law of love which displays honor every time! 



 

 

 

 

 
MARRIAGE 

 
 
 
 

 



In This Together - One Unexpected Night by Charissa Corbin 
 
One of the perks of the dark winters in Alaska is the miraculous sight of the aurora (northern 
lights).  
 
I can’t begin to tell you how it works. I watched a 30-minute video on the science behind the 
lights that went way over my head. And honestly, I dozed off after 10 minutes! What I do know is 
that the lights are an earthly manifestation of a solar storm occurring millions of miles away. The 
magnitude of the solar winds affects the aurora that we see. Sometimes they are dim, come and 
go within minutes. Other times they light up the night sky with all shades of green, yellow and 
pink.  
 
The other night, we heard that the lights were dancing and brighter than they had been in a long 
time. It was around 10pm, our daughter had long been asleep, and my husband had to work the 
next day. We decided to pack up our baby in the car and go hunting for the aurora. (The further 
out of the city one goes, the better visibility one has.)  
 
When we found a good spot, we pulled over, got out of the car and just stood still in 
amazement. We watched as shades of green and pink danced across the sky. Other rays of 
light burst from the main stream and created their own show. Our baby was sound asleep in the 
car seat, and my husband and I had a rare moment of complete silence and stillness.  
 

Just the two of us, gazing upon one of God’s most beautiful works. 
 
Reflecting back on that night, I realized how much of my days, weeks, months are planned. 
Don’t get me wrong. Planning is good. And especially with a baby, I need some order in my life. 
However, it is important to leave room for spontaneity.  
 
As my husband and I celebrate our sixth anniversary this month, I pray that we continue to find 
the joys of unplanned events, that we take off in search for a new adventure, even not knowing 
what’s ahead.  
 
No matter if we’re the planner or the go-with-the-flow spouse, may we always remember the 
little moments that take us by surprise, those unexpected nights, and fill our hearts with joy.   
 
 
 
 
 
 



Date Night Fun – The Great Outdoors – by Marcy Lytle 

Winter is really over…spring is really here…and summer is not yet to be!  It’s the perfect time of 
year to enjoy the great outdoors!  April can be cold or warm, sunny or rainy, but either way, it’s 
time to enjoy time out of the car and the restaurant and in the house – and into the breezes and 
the scenery and the sounds of the season! 

On the patio - Go on, clean up the kids’ toys and get them put away.  Dust off the chairs that 
have been vacant for too long.  Create a romantic atmosphere for just you and him.  Make your 
normal meal, but place it on a cute tray with cloth napkins and fun smoothies to drink…and take 
it all outside.  Crank up a little music of your favorite artist and play it, or just opt to listen to the 
sounds of nature in your own backyard.  If you have a fire pit, light it.  If you don’t, then light 
some candles.  Do this often, right at home, right outside your door. Just you and him. 

On the grass – It’s time for a picnic, and no, they’re not just for special rare occasions or just for 
kids.  They’re absolutely fun to put together and even more fun to go on – with him!  If you don’t 
have a basket, get one.  This will inspire you to fill it often. Make sure to include a huge blanket, 
any food you want to pack and eat, a game or two, maybe a book, and an activity – like a kite or 
a Frisbee.  Finally, pick a spot.  Invite him out (and don’t forget the ant spray!) 

On the trails – Our city has so many trails, I think one could visit a different one almost every 
day of the year.  Most neighborhoods have trails, as do parks, and even office buildings now 
have trails near them, for the employees.  Make it a goal to hit a trail at least once a week, hand 
in hand, and then enjoy dessert and/or coffee when you’re through at your favorite spot with 
outdoor seating.  Don’t insert earplugs, keep your ears open for conversation!  Check out these 
new shoes for walking. 

On the roof – We recently enjoyed a lovely evening on the roof of the building where our 
friends works. He had access and permission, and the spot we chose overlooked our city.  We 
brought a small table and chairs, and music, of course.  And we brought food.  This can be 
prepared ahead of time or picked up on the way, whatever works for you!  We also brought 
candles to light.  After our moonlit dinner, we danced on the roof and told stories and observed 
the moon high in the sky over the buildings downtown. This was a favorite for all four of us!  

On the water – Is there a spot in your city where you can rent a pedal boat, take a cruise, or 
just canoe out over a lake and enjoy the open “seas?”  This is a great time of year for this, 
before it gets unbearably hot.  Search and find the perfect place, and then show up and go out.   
It might be a fun time to sneak a little gift in your bag to give him, while out away from the shore.  
Use your legs to pedal or your arms for rowing, or just sit in each other’s embrace while the sun 
sets away from city’s busyness, at least for a little while. 

Yes, all of the above take a little effort to search out a place, think up some grub, pack up a few 
things, and make a plan.  But once you’ve done all five of the above, you then have five places 
and experiences to do over and over again – because you will love them so much!   

�



After 30 Years - Day and Night – by Marcy Lytle  

There’s such a contrast between the darkness of the night and the light of the day, isn’t there?  
That’s why we say, when we are noting differences in two people, two things, or two 
circumstances that we say, “They are as different as day and night.” 

In fact, most couples say that at some point in their marriage.  After a few months, we realize 
that he just won’t budge from in front of the television, and we can’t stand to sit and veg out in 
front of that rectangle on the wall, and we think to ourselves, “We have nothing in common!”  
Add a few years to the marriage, and we’ve come to see that he needs down time, alone time 
away by himself, before he can be of any use or value to the family, which now includes a 
couple of kids.  We don’t like that because we don’t have that luxury, and even if we did, we 
pride ourselves in the fact that we want the company of our family, so we chalk up another 
difference that is quite annoying, between these guys we’ve married and us.  Fast forward a few 
decades, and if we’ve continued in that same mode, we’ve declared that our differences are 
indeed a mile longer than our similarities, and we are going our own ways.  He is off doing his 
thing, we are hanging with our friends, and our differences – our day and night stark differences 
– have driven us to opposite sides of a boxing ring.  And we only come together in the middle to 
fight, once in a while, to see who wins. 

That’s no way to live, and that’s not a marriage, at all.  But focusing on our differences will drive 
us to that sort of existence. 

I think my husband and I are as different as day and night, when it comes to some areas.  He 
laughs at corny jokes (and makes them up, as well), and I don’t even crack a smile – because 
well, they’re corny.  He enjoys big breakfasts with bananas and toast and sausage, and I barely 
enjoy a bagel.  Oh, and he hates ketchup on fries.  He says it ruins the taste, and I say ketchup 
enhances the flavor, greatly.  He enjoys the commercials on television and I daydream or get up 
to get a snack, when a commercial comes on.  In fact, I try to DVR shows so that I don’t have to 
watch them!  He, on the other hand, enjoys each commercial as much as he does the show 
itself.   

Those are just a few of the things that make us as different as day and night, and they’re things 
I didn’t know when we first married. But over time, we’ve learned about all of these differences.  
And there have been times when those differences drove us to opposite corners.   

However, since our kids have left home and we are alone once again (and boy does that 
happen so fast!) we are focusing on the things that are not stark differences, but things we’ve 
learned to enjoy…together. 

We both love going to the movies.   We sometimes prefer different genres, but we take turns 
choosing the film.  We both love going for walks.  He likes a change of scenery when we do, 
and I just want to walk anywhere, any time.  We both enjoy traveling, and planning the trips 
together is half of the fun.  He really enjoys lingering in museums, and I really enjoy shopping at 
new stores, so we do a little of both. 



We’ve learned, through hard knocks, and time and pressure, that coming to the center of the 
ring just to box and fight doesn’t make for good entertainment in a marriage.  Coming to the 
middle to dance and sing, does.   

We can all find our differences, like the kinds we notice between day and night.  But it takes 
work and prayer and determination to find those similarities that will hold us together in a tight 
embrace, whether the sun is shining or the moon is high in the sky. 

Look to see where you’re living most of the time.  Apart in your corners, awaiting your turn to 
swing at him?  Or looking at him longingly, awaiting that next dance… 

(I just asked him if he’d like to go for a walk with me, umbrella in hand, in the rain, and he said 
“Yes.”  So go on, ask him…for whatever it is you desire to do…) 



 

 

 

 

 
ENCOURAGEMENT 

 
 
 
 

 



Soldiers with Lipstick – The Mystery of Silence – by Rachel Critz 

Have you ever felt lonely?  

Like you stand in the midst of a room of people yet still feel as if you are alone? Or you walk 
past an adorable couple on the street and feel emptiness inside of you? Or you simply lay in 
bed at night feeling so overwhelmed by loneliness you have to occupy yourself with your phone 
or TV to keep that feeling away? 

Proverbs 18:24says, 

“One who has unreliable friends soon comes to ruin, 

but there is a friend who sticks closer than a brother.” 

So what really do you feel when you lay on your phone at night talking to your friends? You feel 
as if it removes the loneliness? You feel as if you do not have to worry about the anxiety of 
being alone now that you have a physical object to fill the void? Maybe you aren’t talking to your 
friends. Maybe you are watching YouTube videos or Netflix or playing 8 Ball Pool, I don’t know. I 
mean for me, my friends aren’t awake around the time I feel the loneliness creep in, so I result 
to YouTube or Netflix. It is a great way to avoid being alone, right?  

Honestly, no.  

Occupying your mind with a physical object to fill in the gap of loneliness is only a temporary 
matter. Before you know it, when that phone screen shuts off, reality sets in again and you are 
stuck in the same old cycle again and again, every night. What if I told you that the feeling of 
loneliness is exactly what you need? Does it sound right to avoid the feeling because society 
says loneliness is what should be feared? Because society says if you are a human and you are 
lonely, you are doomed to anxiety?  

Being alone is not bad. And it does not mean a person can fill in that loneliness. Even married 
couples need space every once in a while because the human soul craves that alone time.  

Mark 1:12-13 reads, 

“Immediately the Spirit compelled Him to go out into the wilderness.  

And He was in the wilderness forty days being tempted by Satan;  

and He was with the wild beasts, and the angels were ministering to him.” 

In this verse we read that even Jesus was called out to be alone with the Spirit to pray through 
trials he experienced with Satan while angels spoke in scriptures to Him as He sat quietly in the 
wilderness.  

Being alone should not be feared. I struggled with loneliness, especially at night. So I decided to 
turn on some worship music and lay quietly one night, instead of watching YouTube. And that 
night, I received the best sleep in months.  



Do not be afraid of loneliness because of what society says about it. Even your King, Jesus 
Christ craved loneliness to rest his mind and soul so he could face Satan face to face through 
scriptures and prayer. You will not avoid loneliness with physical objects; let loneliness sink in, 
and just listen. One of the most beautiful sounds I have ever heard was one day I went out to 
my backyard where we have this wooded area and I just sat, listening to the birds and random 
shuffles in the leaves from bunnies hopping around.  

The Lord created Adam into a lonely world but in God’s will, he gave him animals, and a woman 
to accompany Adam in the rest of his days. 

While loneliness should not be feared, here’s a little reminder that you are never alone. God is 
with you everywhere you walk, stand, or lay. Yet due to our human nature, it’s nearly impossible 
to get rid of the feeling of loneliness. I want to let you know that God moves in the mystery of 
silence.  

Next time you feel that loneliness, allow it to sink in because God is moving, and will never stop 
moving. You just have to move with his rhythm, even if that moving requires you to sit still in his 
presence.�



Firmly Planted - From Clay to Compost – by Dina Cavazos  

I have what’s known in gardening circles as “clay” soil. Not the best growing medium, so I’m 
constantly adding things to the soil to make it better. Shale to help it drain, natural additives, 
sometimes sand, and compost--lots of compost. We know compost is organic matter that’s 
been broken down through a decaying process into a very rich fertilizer that makes the soil 
healthy and rich in nutrients. The more varied the organic matter, the richer and more life-giving 
it is. This conditioning of soil takes time. Clay will never become something else, but the addition 
of soil amenities creates a rich composite of elements that, together, make fertile soil. 

Recently, I went to a three day retreat that was very different from what I’m used to. The 
spiritual tradition was different, the prayers were different, the music was different, and I didn’t 
know anyone. Just leaving home takes me out of my comfort zone, so here I was with 
strangeness in every form. New, yet not so new, ideas, unfamiliar terminology, music that’s not 
my style, prayers said in unison rather than free-form, women in leadership positions I seldom 
see—strange and a little uncomfortable.  

But the people I met were loving and open, seeking to live truthfully and honestly and learn 
more about life with God, like I was. The material—presented in a different framework, with 
different words than I’m used to—rang true. Still, it felt unfamiliar and foreign.  I wonder if my 
clay soil might feel (if feelings it had) a bit like that as I add in the stuff that will only make it 
better and more productive. Left as is, its plant-growing capability is limited to what can survive 
clay soil. With the addition of compost, it has more Life in it and is much more useful. 

As I’m doing my job as Master Gardener in my backyard, I understand and embrace more and 
more that God is doing His job as Master Gardener of my life. This analogy is simplistic 
compared to the reality. With Jesus, “in whom I live and move and have my being” (Acts 17:28), 
all my past and present experiences, every person I meet, every different expression of Truth, 
every pain and sorrow, every disappointment and victory.....all act as compost, enriching the 
hard clay of my own humanity. But so much more than being enriched—it’s transformed. As I 
said last month, “the single most therapeutic, the most comforting, and the most centering 
remedy for my broken life” is letting God in—that is, letting Him in through His Son Jesus. 

 Jesus is the Transformer. 

Can our experiences and the ups and downs of life make good compost without Jesus? Yes, I 
believe the soil is enriched. But I can tell you it’s not transformed and made new in a way only a 
supernatural God can do.  

Do you feel like you’re missing something?  

You have all the components of compost, but still no Life?  

There is a remedy for that. 

In Him was life, and the life was the light of men. 

John 1:4 



 



Saddle Up - Times of Change – by Melissa Critz 
 
The once fluffy fur, that made Domingo appear as a marshmallow, now falls off in 
droves. Why? Another seasonal change is occurring.  
 
I love having my equine buddies in my ‘backyard’ now. Since I am their caretaker 24/7, I 
get to experience all their quirky traits and curious antics. I experience the impatient 
pawing of my medicine-hat paint as I feed his ‘brother’ first who is the alpha of the two 
and will take away whatever Mingo gets if Elijah isn’t fed first. Due to their anxious 
pacing and perkiness with alert eyes and heads held high, I know when a fall storm is 
approaching. And as a harbinger of spring, the coat changes in my horses (mostly 
Mingo) are obvious with so much hair loss and brightening of the coat due to more hours 
of the sun.  
 
One day while I was grooming Domingo and watching his fur come out in thick clumps, I 
reflected on how we also have harbingers in our own lives – things that signal the 
coming on of some kind of change or something new. Life, as we all know, is full of 
changes. Sometimes we hear people refer to this as a season that we are in. I have 
been in seasons such as: a season where friends are getting married, a season where 
friends are having children, a season where friends’ kids grow up and leave the house, a 
season where friends are dealing with elderly parents. There are many others, of course. 
Sometimes it seems like these seasons of life are just upon us. We look up and 
suddenly find ourselves in the middle, but didn’t happen to notice that it had a beginning.   
 
I do believe that the Lord gives us clues as to when the season is coming, such as with 
Domingo’s fur changes: it starts thickening even in August, well before fall begins in 
Texas, and it starts falling out in February, well before spring really is upon us. These 
clues, don’t you think, might help us be prepared for the change that is coming?  
 
Let me give you an example. For the past 23 years, I have had children a part of my life, 
my own children. Of those 23 years, I have home schooled them for 19 years. I know 
that this season will end, even though I don’t know if I am ready for it to end. However, it 
has been coming to an end. My oldest did just move out for good. She is in grad school 
and has a job that pays enough for her to get an apartment. I knew this was going to 
happen – her moving out - BUT I just didn’t want to recognize the signs: not coming 
home as much during the college years, finding other avenues of play other than with us 
at home, finding her own job and deciding to go to grad school in another town. Yes, the 
signs were there, but I just didn’t want to ‘notice’ them as – this means the end of a 
season for myself – motherhood, home school teacher, daily guide, daily presence.  
 
The end of this season was also quite obvious with her huge desire for independence – 
making her own decisions about where to go and what to do – even in terms of 
vacations. If I had been more aware of the signs, then I think the transition would have 
been much easier, emotionally. I recall all of the immediate family helping her to move 
into her 3rd floor apartment over Christmas break. It was a bitterly cold day in Texas but 
we pressed through and got all those boxes and pieces of furniture up those flights of 
stairs. Once we had her settled and after a bit of grocery shopping, we all hugged her 
and said our goodbyes. I positioned myself in the truck for the 1-1/2 hour drive home and 
it hit me – she is in her own place, she is settled, she is in her home. I was rather side 
swiped. She won’t be planning trips to come home for spring break or for Christmas or 
for summer break. That is it. She is home.  



 
However, the signs had been there. She did seek us out for advice on how to apartment 
hunt and what to look for. She did gather all her important folders and start her own files 
with car maintenance, insurance, medical. It was all there. But I just glanced over it. I 
didn’t see how concrete it was becoming.  
 
Just like there are signs that the seasons change, I believe that God gives us these 
signs in our life with relationships with others. I also believe that it’s healthy to be aware 
of these signs. There are certainly times in our lives where we are surprised but there 
are times where the change is gradual and the signals are there.  
 
Be aware.  
 
Don’t be so busy with the ‘stuff’ in life that you are unaware of the change that is 
approaching.  
 
Relish the moments.  
 
Know that your independent-acting 13 year old will one day be on his own –  and the 
signals are already there – but relish that time.  
 
Don’t let it suddenly be on you.  
 
Embrace the season that you are in and the changes that are happening, even as 
gradual as they are, that lead to the next season.  
 
KNOW the season you are in.  
 
This will help you to notice the signals of change as well and help you to know what to 
expect as much as possible. Take the time to groom your horse and notice the coat 
changes as the present season doesn’t last forever. Change will come. There are 
always times of change. And through it all, the Lord is ever present. He is always with 
you, helping you through every change.  

 
“God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble.” 

Psalm 46:1 



Moving Forward – More Blessed – by Pam  Charro 
 

In Acts 20:35, Jesus is mentioned by Peter as saying, 
 

“It is more blessed to give than to receive.” 
 

Seems like kind of a paradox, doesn't it? 
 
I must admit that it is taking me some time to see how that can be true.  I mean, who doesn't 
love to receive?  Even in my 50's, I still love my birthday parties and being the recipient of gifts, 
attention and affection. And I love anniversaries and Valentine's Day when Joe and my children 
give me cards, candy and flowers.  It's so nice to be reminded that I am loved and 
appreciated!  And as far as giving, I don't exactly always feel like it, especially when I don't 
always trust that my sacrifice is really needed.  So many people seem to be pretending to be in 
need when they are really just taking advantage of givers who mean well.   
 
How is it necessarily more blessed to be the giver?   
 
At the risk of sounding unspiritual, sometimes I'm just not on board with all of that. 
 
Recently, though, it's starting to make a little more sense.  When I receive, sure, it's nice.  But it 
sort of ends with that…people like or love me and I get something that makes me feel good. 
 
However, something greater happens when I obey God in bringing his love to a person or 
cause. When I give my time, money or emotional energy to a needy person, there's a chance 
God might do something in the supernatural that I could never do on my own.  Hearts can melt, 
walls can come down, and a wounded soul might feel love for the first time that God has always 
wanted that person to feel. I might get to be part of a miracle, all because the Lord allowed me 
to partner with him in something greater than myself.  There's a real joy in that, an indescribable 
joy! 
 
I don't always know the effect that my giving will have, but I do know that taking my eyes off of 
myself and surrendering to a greater cause has never brought me any harm. Getting to 
participate in the divine nature by being generous, obedient and Christ-like always feels good in 
a way that receiving really can't compete with. 
 

John 12:24 says, 
"Truly, truly, I say to you, unless a kernel of  

wheat falls to the ground and dies,  
it remains only a single seed.  

But if it dies, it produces many seeds." 
�



Real Stories – Give Him a Chance – by Gabbi Crowhurst 
 
God sent His son, Jesus to the earth, He died for our sins on the cross then rose to life again 
after three days.  If you believe in Him you will go to Heaven when you die, if not you will go to 
hell… 
 
Nearly every American has heard this story. As believers, we know this is true.  But it is easy to 
fall prey to the idea that Christianity consists of believing in God and asking for forgiveness 
when we mess up.  When God sees a culture that practices Christianity in this way, he weeps.  
He says to us, “I have so much more for you if you will only let me show you.”  You see, God 
does not get caught up in how many times we mess up, or our sinful past, or how many people 
we convert to Christianity.  In fact, He is not even interested in what we can do for Him.  Instead, 
His deepest desire is for us to see and know how much He loves us.  He invites us to live 
in the freedom of knowing how deep, wide, infinite, relentless, passionate, and perfect His love 
for us is.  Our heart’s response to this is to live out our heavenly purpose.   
 
God looks at you and he sees the beauty, talents, quirks, special uniqueness, and potential He 
created you with.  To realize this truth is to be freed from yourself and the faults that you see. 
God did not create you to believe that Jesus died on a cross for your sins and continue to live 
life like everyone else.  He created you to be loved by Him and be so filled up with His spirit that 
it overflows into every portion of your life!   
 
Because of this, don’t stop pursuing.  As God continues to love on you and grow you, He is 
continually inviting you to something new. When you comprehend God’s love you can 
understand two things: 
 
1) You may be weak, but He is completely all-powerful.   
2) He is your strength, and He will be the one to work in and through you if you allow Him.   
 
I encourage you to spend time in prayer with the Lord.  It may be hard at first, but remember 
that God desires to be with you.  In time, you will hear His sweet small voice reminding you of 
His love.  When you are ready, God will reveal to you a new step to take towards Him and 
towards His purpose for you.  If fear is holding you back, talk to Him about it.  God will meet you 
where you are and reassure you.  He will give you a small step to take to show you that He will 
be faithful with bigger things if you trust Him.  Remember that the Lord goes before you and 
walks with you.  He is preparing the way for you and fighting your battles ahead of you, and at 
the same time He is right beside you, holding your hand through every step of your journey.    
 
And finally, don’t pursue alone.  Sometimes life is hard and we fall down, but others are there to 
pick us up.  This is the reason God asks us to be involved in a community of Christian believers.  
As believers, we are called to be different from the world.  We are called to love others, 
encourage one another, speak life into every situation, and focus on the good things our Lord 
has created.  But when we are only surrounded by people not living for Christ, whether they 
claim to be believers or not, our spiritual growth is stunted.  When we are around those who are 
being led by the same values and chasing after the same perfect God, we are pulled back in the 
right direction even if we turn astray.   
 
In my life, I have seen such a difference when I am being filled up by God’s love, relentlessly 
pursuing God’s heart, and surrounding myself with others who are doing the same.   
 
Here is what I have seen time and time again in my life: 



 
 When I am not allowing myself to receive God’s grace, I turn to finding fulfillment in sin.   
 As a teenage girl, I tend to try and find my value and acceptance in how others view me.  

I forget that I am already beautiful and priceless in the eyes of my savior.   
 When I am not pursuing God, I find myself comparing my talents to others and living for 

myself.  I compare my talents to others because I can so easily see the gifting of others 
but not in myself.   

 Without God reminding me of the ways he has gifted me, I forget that I am made with a 
purpose and designed with a specific plan in mind.  I try to make my own way instead of 
following where He guides me.   

 When I am surrounded by a broken community, I find that my friends and I do not live 
and act in love.  We do not cheer each other on, we tear each other down.  We do not 
love each other well.   

 But when I am with my godly relationships, I am refreshed when I am feeling 
discouraged, I am inspired by their faith, and I am led in the right direction in difficult 
situations.   

 
Colossians 2:2-3 says,  

“My goal is that they may be encouraged in heart and united in love,  
so that they may have the full riches of complete understanding,  
in order that they may know the mystery of God, namely, Christ,  
in whom are hidden all the treasures of wisdom and knowledge.” 

 
In this verse, Paul is talking about the Colossians saying in the first part that his desire is for 
them to be in Christian community, “encouraged in heart and united in love.” When he refers to 
“the full riches of complete understanding” he is talking about the understanding of who God is 
and how deeply He loves us. In the last part of the verse when Paul refers to the “mystery of 
God” and the “treasures of wisdom and knowledge,” he is talking about the gifts that come with 
complete pursuit of Him.  God wants to live in love with fellow believers and understand His 
grace and adoration for us, that we may access all of the hidden treasures of walking with Him.   
 
His desire is to bless us; He just wants us to give Him the chance.  

�
�
Gabbi Crowhurst is 16 years old and lives in Flower Mound, Texas.  She is a junior at Coram Deo Academy, a 
private Christian school, and attends Valley Creek Church.  She enjoys spending time with friends, serving at 
church, and playing volleyball and soccer for her school teams.  �
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FRESH THYME - 10 Things to Do Instead 

We can all walk away, quit, give up, and turn the other way never to return again…and 
sometimes that’s the right thing to do.  However, more often than not, it’s the last thing we 
should do, and we need to know the difference.  How do we know?  We just do, when we stop 
and consider the why’s and the truth of the moment… 

1. When Facebook friends slander, gripe and criticize and rant, we get off and quit.  Why 
shouldn’t we stay on and compliment, share good news, encourage and rave, instead? 

2. When church becomes boring, people get annoying, and the teaching lasts too long, we 
decide to stop going.  Why shouldn’t we stay and make it exciting, shake the hands of 
those who bother us, and suggest solutions, instead? 

3. When we grow cold, he grows fat, and the kids are all gone, and we’re now suddenly 
free, we leave the marriage and quit.  Why shouldn’t we stir the flames, invite him on a 
date, and get to know this man we’re left with, instead? 

4. When the answer never comes, or silence is His answer, or when we pray and then she 
dies…we quit and vow to never believe again.  Why shouldn’t we put our trust in the One 
who loves us and lean on Him instead of our own understanding, instead? 

5. When we walk and we run and we jump and we starve, and when we cut out and we 
change habits and we’re still the same size we were, we throw up our hands and give 
up.  Why shouldn’t we walk and run and jump and eat and have fun, and fall in love with 
how we’re made and who we are, instead? 

6. When we’ve argued, we’ve reasoned, we’ve explained and we’ve screamed, and there’s 
still no resolution, we throw up our hands and walk away.  Why shouldn’t we be the one 
to stop first, to be silent, to forgive, and to realize that we’re all human and different, 
instead? 

7. When we’ve tried and we’ve failed, we’ve studied and not passed, we’ve given our all 
and fell backwards, we then call ourselves losers.  Why shouldn’t we enlist help, pray for 
wisdom, try once again, and then accept the outcome and trust that maybe there’s 
another path, instead? 

8. When we’ve taught him, we’ve patronized her, and we’ve given a full 18 years of lives to 
them all and they flounder, they fall and they wander, we judge ourselves and we 
wonder.  Why shouldn’t we release them, and bless them, and pray for them and then 
place them in the hands of their Maker, instead? 

9. When we’ve had counsel, stood in line for prayer, raised a hand for help and then still 
hurt and walked in fear and writhed with pain, we decide it’s not for us – that healing 
power He has.  Why shouldn’t we give thanks in the pain, keep believing in the rain, and 
ask again and again, instead? 

10. When we’ve shown up and we’ve cared and we’ve loved and we’ve given, and that 
parent that left us is still distant and mean, we hang our head in shame feeling unworthy 
and unloved.  Why shouldn’t we believe that God loves us, enough that He died for us, 
enough that He’s with us, and that He alone is enough, when family is gone, instead? 

Whatever you’re quitting, you’re stopping or you’re vowing to never return to, make sure there’s 
not a better option…instead.�



FRESH THYME – Different but Same - by Marcy Lytle 

Don’t call me religious if I’m offended by curse words and words I didn’t grow up hearing, 
because that’s just my fabric, the part of me that’s me, different than you.  Just like you don’t 
want to be judged by what you say, don’t judge me for what you say or what I don’t say.  I don’t 
think I’m better than you, so don’t point at me and say that I do. 

Don’t call me a prude if I don’t drink when we go out for dinner, because that’s the way I grew 
up, with a preacher for a dad who abhorred and stayed away from anything alcoholic.  I never 
grew fond or desired it or wanted it, so it’s not part of my dinner, on my table or in my home.  
But what you drink is yours to decide, and so is mine, so don’t call me anything except your 
friend. 

Don’t call me one of “those” because I go to church on Sunday and enjoy the getting up and the 
arriving, and the staying and the doing.  It’s how I grew up, and it’s in my blood, and I feel a part 
and want to give and want to grow with others in a building of many.  If you don’t want to come, I 
don’t judge you.  So don’t judge me. 

Don’t think I’m boring because I don’t laugh at the jokes that make fun of marriage, use words 
about sex, or slander the president.  Sometimes I laugh at the oddest things that won’t make 
you laugh at all, and that’s okay, we’re different, we’re good, and yet we’re the same.   

Don’t think I’m missing out because I won’t go here or go there or do this or do that, because it’s 
what you do and it’s what I should do if I’m real and all that.  I have my own convictions, my own 
life to live, my own conscience, my own relationships, and they’re good and they’re mine.  You 
can pray for me if you like, but don’t judge me because… 

We’re all different and yet the same. 

But sometimes I get angry, get irritated, get offended, and get judged.  Not because of my skin 
or my color, my gender or my mother, but because of my life and how I live it that’s different 
than yours. 

As a Christian, I’m not supposed to point fingers, make assumptions or judge your actions, so 
don’t do it to me, because I have feelings, too.  Just because I don’t do, or do what you do, 
doesn’t make me avoidable, unapproachable or an iceberg. It makes me just me and who I am 
and who I want to be in this life. 

If you find me at church on any Sunday morning, sipping water with lemon on a date night out, 
or watching a movie that’s without horror and not laughing when she slams him, then just say to 
yourself, “That’s her,” and then smile.   

I’m different than you, and yet we’re all the same. 

And if you invite me to dinner but you’re afraid to pop the bottle, or you use a word that’s all 
yours and you think you’ve offended, please know that I too am looking at you – hoping you’ll 
realize I love you and love who you are.  I can sit right next to you, talk to you, and see you, and 
enjoy your presence, and want to be with you. 



Even if you’re not there on a Sunday, and you’re smokin’ on Wednesday, I’m still your friend as 
long as I know your name, which I do because you’re you – different but same. 

I’m not your judge, and you’re not mine, and I’m not to say if you’ve crossed a line, and you’re 
not to say if I’ve drawn a line.  If I think you’re all wrong, and I shun you because of it, then pray 
for me, won’t you? Because that’s not the crux of it.  And if you think I’m a brat and a bore and a 
Christian to blame, for ills that you feel against all things religious then shame…on both of us for 
not getting it, not doing it, not believing it. 

Mark 12:30-31 

Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with all your mind and with 
all your strength. ’The second is this: ‘Love your neighbor as yourself.’ There is no 

commandment greater than these.” 
 

�



FRESH THYME – Fragrant or Just Smoke? – by Marcy Lytle 

I absolutely love burning candles, and I’ve actually included specific fragrant candles and where 
to buy them in many articles, and even in giveaways in the magazine.  Candles that are fragrant 
and fill up the room can completely change my day from boring to beautiful.  However, there 
have been times when I was fooled at a store, and I bought a candle that smelled great before I 
bought it, but fizzled out after a couple of burns.  I’ve since learned to pay extra for those 
candles that burn long and smell up a room, and I’ve learned to ask before I buy, “Do these 
indeed burn fragrantly?” 

So what does that have to do with life, living, or anything at all, other than burning candles? 

I was thinking about being fragrant, and how I too want to emit a pleasant aroma when I’m in a 
room full of people.  But there are times when I know that I do not.  I am actually emitting a lot of 
other odors that are not pleasant at all, or I’m pretending to burn and smell fragrant, when 
nothing is being enjoyed by those around me except black soot that stains. 

Candles have to be made from the right type of wax.  It’s important for the burn.  I too have to 
be something that is moldable and shapeable, if I’m going to emit a fragrance that others enjoy 
when I’m around.  A cold, stony heart does not make for a good burn. 

Just adding extra oil won’t enhance the fragrance of a candle.  I’ve read that just adding extra oil 
only creates pools of it, and actually creates a fire hazard.  There has to be a proper 
measurement.  There have been times in my life when I’ve tried to “act” spiritual and holy and 
friendly by just adding lofty words, fake smiles, and pretending to be nice, when all I want to do 
is leave and be gone.  That just plain stinks.  And people around me can tell I’m not being real. 

High grade fragrances must be used.  I like that phrase “high grade.”  I too need a higher grade 
(one from HIM) of fragrance, because my own scent is not that pleasant.  Burning flesh smells 
horrible, as does burning hair. But a burning passion for Jesus is something people will be 
drawn to, if it’s genuine and coming from a relationship with Him. 

Know where the throw comes from.  This is referring to the melt pool of the candle wax, which 
creates a heat updraft that spreads the fragrance in your home.  Isn’t that so cool?  Usually, the 
people who are the most pleasant in a room are those who’ve been humbled by life’s heated 
circumstances and have realized that their only worth is in Jesus.  They then melt in his 
presence, and that heat creates something that wafts through the room and draws people to 
them…and ultimately to Him. 

Next time you buy a candle, pay extra if you have to for one that really fills up a room.  
Otherwise, there’s no use in buying one that just burns and looks pretty, and the only evidence 
of fragrance is written on the label – not actually enjoyed by those around it. 

And the next time you spend time with Him, ask him to melt your heart, to make you moldable, 
to take the heat of the moment and turn it into something fragrant, and to throw His fragrance 
from every word and look that you give to those around you. 



FRESH THYME - The Lonely List – by Marcy Lytle 

Loneliness is not pleasant for those who have loneliness forced upon them.  If one loses a 
spouse, loneliness is haunting.  When kids grow up and leave the house, loneliness creates an 
ache in the pit of the stomach.  When a friend moves away and that friend was a best friend, 
loneliness brings tears.  And when one just feels alone, even though surrounded by many, it’s 
heartbreaking.   In fact, according to one list in Psychology Today, loneliness can be as 
dangerous as smoking, increasing risk of death by 14%. 

I think everyone, at some point in their lives, feels lonely.  And it doesn’t hurt to have a list 
before us of things to remind us, to surround us and to be near us, in order for loneliness to 
subside: 

 When feeling imprisoned and away from everyone you love, either literally or because of 
circumstances, begin to sing.  Music fills voids in the heart like nothing else. 

 When you’ve withdrawn into solitude by choice for a time to be refreshed, don’t stay 
there and live there.  Enter back into friendship with others. 

 When kids have recently left, start a project of remodeling or redecorating and use bright 
colors and lots of light. 

 When death has interrupted your life and loneliness is as dark as midnight, cry and cry 
hard. And call a friend who’s waiting to know how to help and reach out. 

 When that friend is now across the country, set an appointed time to visit via phone or 
facetime, and keep it.  And invite a new friend to lunch, to start some new traditions. 

 When loneliness is just a feeling that hovers over you, even in the middle of people, 
seek out prayer from friends who will storm heaven until that cloud dissipates. 

 When you’re isolated because of where you live, far away from family and friends, make 
plans to visit or have them visit, mark it on the calendar, and then invite a new local 
friend over. 

 When there’s no one to shop with, watch a movie with, or just to sit with over a cup of 
coffee, pray and ask God to bring someone and then look, expecting and waiting. 

 When fear cripples and prohibits you from asking to join others or for others to join you, 
fight it with faith in a God who will give you boldness to ask.  Sometimes, there’s another 
fearful person waiting, too. 

 When loneliness seems like it’s speaking and you don’t want to listen, sit still and pray 
and experience and bask in his presence, like enjoying sunlight through a window 
without curtains. 

 When loneliness is there because your heart aches for a partner, ask a friend to believe 
with you and ask with you and look with you, and partner with HIM until the other one 
comes… 

Loneliness cannot always be remedied by the above list, but it’s a start.  It’s something to read 
and pray over and keep near, when you have the strength to do and reach out.  And you will.  
Because of this promise… 

Psalm 68:6 



God sets the lonely in families, he leads out the prisoners with singing… 
�
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Seven 4 You – Snapping Photos – by Marcy Lytle 

I’m not a photographer, by any stretch of the imagination.  I don’t even own a fancy camera. I 
just have a cell phone.  So for those of us who aren’t photographers but we are moms, sisters, 
aunts, grandmothers and wear all sorts of other hats, it’s helpful to have a few pointers on 
snapping photos.  And I’ve learned a few tricks from observing other photos on all forms of 
social media.  These hints won’t end up in a book anywhere, but I’ve found them to be useful 
and produce good results! 

Background is key.  If you want your photo subject to be the main thing, then make sure the 
background isn’t cluttered with other junk.  For example, if you’re taking a photo of that beautiful 
meal you just made, or your new bowl you just purchased, clear out the clutter behind your 
subject – like all the jars and papers on the counter behind.  It makes for a much prettier picture! 

Lighting is essential.  Light streaming in from a window behind your subject will create 
shadows in the picture.  And if it’s too dark, your photo won’t be clear or sharp.  But even after 
you’ve taken a photo, use that lighting filter on your phone! Edit, then choose light, and then 
darken or lighten.  I find more often than not that the lighter I go, the better the picture looks! 

Add one thing.  I’ve noticed in food photos, for example, if they’re snapping strawberry banana 
bread let’s say…then they add a couple of fresh strawberries on the plate for that extra 
something.   Any time you’re plating food, that little extra herb, garnish or ingredient alongside 
the main dish wakes up the photo and screams, “I’m ready, take my picture!”  And it usually 
turns out so well… 

Get the angle right.  If you’re snapping your shoes, then place the camera low and get your 
feet straight across from the camera, or snap it from your eye level, looking down on top of your 
feet.  If you’re photographing children, kneel down and face them so that you’re at their level.  
The angle at which you snap changes the distortion or the balance of what you’re 
shooting…every time. 

Use those filters! I mentioned the lighting filter above. But there are all sorts of filters on your 
phone.  I’ve found that chrome works great for hiding wrinkles and shadows on faces.  But it’s 
not good for food – because it makes the food look unreal – something you don’t want to 
present.  Spend 30 minutes one day playing with the filters in the editing feature of your camera, 
and then find your own favorites. 

Train yourself to look. I’ve realized that I’ve missed so many photo opportunities just because 
I wasn’t looking or thinking.  Yesterday, a bird lit on top of one of my potted plants and I 
snapped a great photo through the window and it came out to be very interesting. (see photo 
above) One time we were picnicking and I saw two trees twisted together like lovers, and the 
photo came out so nice.  Stop to snap that beautiful flower, his working hands, her pretty gaze, 
or that sunset that takes your breath away.  You’ll start noticing more around you and become 
more grateful, as well! 

Get outdoors.  There really is the best lighting, the most amazing subjects, the most brilliant 
colors…all outside the four walls of your home.  Make sure there aren’t unwanted shadows on 



your subject, or that the people in your photo aren’t squinting.  And look around and choose the 
best backdrop. It could be a field of color, a stately tree, a swing set at a playground, or anything 
at all!  Be creative. 

Once you start practicing just a few new things, you’ll find your photos really pop with interest, 
color, and even speak to the viewer…just like art.  Have fun.  Grab your camera and get those 
candid shots.  And always be ready to be amazed by what comes into view on any given day at 
any given moment…and click! 

 

 

 



The Dressing – Small & Subtle – by Marcy Lytle 

With all the florals and bold colors this spring/summer, it’s fun to pair them with small and subtle 
accessories, for a pretty and balanced look.   There are all sorts of cute necklaces, bracelets, 
rings and other accessories that shine brilliantly against a backdrop of flowers, geometric 
designs, bright oranges and blues…and even those prairie ruffles and frills.  Look at what we’ve 
found out there! 

Pendant so Pretty.  This circular charm is available at Charming Charlie for only eight bucks!  
It’s elegant and yet its geometric shape gives it structure, and this would look simply stunning 
against one of your pretty dresses this season! 

Beaded Bracelets – Look at this set of several beaded bracelets that you can choose to wear 
together or separately, something to go with everything in your closet!  If you’re sporting one of 
those cool blouses this season with all the extra fabric and shape, try a subtle bracelet like one 
of these from Maurices.   

The Stars at Night.  These star earrings are a new arrival at H&M and are just simply an outline 
of something celestial that can be worn with your graphic tees this season, or hanging above a 
super colorful dress you’re wearing for a night out.   

Chain Choker.  Chokers are still in for this spring/summer, and this simple chain choker made 
with metal wire is simple yet makes a statement.  Wear it with a tee underneath a jacket, when 
you’re headed to work, and it adds a little something that says a heck of a lot – as it graces your 
neck on a weekday!  It’s also from H&M! 

Simply Brown.  I absolutely love brown in the summer season, in watches, shoes, belts, etc.  
This color looks great against white and khaki, and even black.  Instead of a chunky, wide-
banded watch, check out this thin knotted leather watch from Charming Charlie. It will go with 
everything you have and everything you’re buying… 

Rings…Really.  Look at this set of 10 different rings!  Again, these can be worn separately or 
together, depending on your mood and your outfit.  They are from World Market, where there 
are all sorts of unique jewelry and accessory pieces.  If you watch their ads, these pieces will go 
on sale soon!  These are fun to pop on and play with. 

Spiral Splendor.  I LOVE these earrings for those of us who have double pierced ears!  Look 
how simple and yet spectacular these look – so different and so pretty! They spiral through 
BOTH of the holes in your ears! These are from Uncommon Goods and wee bit pricey, but 
maybe a splurge for yourself?   

If you’re wearing the bolds of spring, pair them with the subtles of spring, and you’ll have 
yourself a beautiful ensemble.  Accessories sometimes make a silent outfit start to sing!  And 
these subtle ones on your ears, wrists, and necks will do the trick.   

Buy one. Buy them all… 

�



Selah’s Style – It’s Back! – by Selah Irwin 
 
The $20.00 challenge is back!  I did it before and I’m doing it again! 
 
Do you think it is possible to find an adorable outfit for.....wait for it...... only $20?  
 
Let’s find out! 
 
I embarked to my favorite shopping experience Target to duel with this nearly impossible task. I 
headed straight to the girls department to scour the sale section. What did my eyes behold? A 
glorious skirt with all of my favorite colors for only $6! 
Now...... what to pair with it? 
 
If only there was a cool pop cycle shirt within my budget. Oh wait! There is! Perfect match and 
only $5! Cha Ching!  
 
There was only one thing left to do. Accessorize!  
 
Like a little mouse, I scurried to the clearance section in hopes of finding something to hug my 
head. It was my lucky day. A very beautiful head band for $1.70 in just the right color was 
waiting there for me! 
 
On the way to the cash register I stopped at the dollar section just to see what fortune might be 
hidden. I was able to snag a summer ice cream bag for $3, a stunning pair of sun glasses for 
$1, and a few stylish bracelets to top me off at a grand total of $20! 
 
Voila! A beautiful outfit was born! With a little creativity and perseverance you too can meet the 
$20 challenge. Just remember, you can always find a hidden gem in the clearance corner! 
 
�



 

In the Kitchen with the Boys – Effortless Eating – by Erica Simmons  

“Bind It or Loose It” is changing its name to the above.  How do you like it? The effort to 
continually find new recipes my sons were willing to try was getting harder and harder. So we 
will be sharing the regular meals we cook and our way of cooking them, in hopes that you too 
will enjoy them with your kids without a lot of effort! 

Summer Squash 

Summer squash taught me a powerful life lesson. Never say what you don’t like if you have 
never tried it. I remember all my life telling people, “I do not like squash.” My mom never 
questioned me, so I never did either. I don’t recall what prompted me to try it for the first time, 
but – oh my – did I love me some squash when I did get around to tasting it. Turns out, my boys 
like squash, too. A few weeks ago when I told them they needed to eat more veggies and asked 
what they wanted Jordan replied, “Squash. You never cook squash.” “If I never cook squash 
how did you ever eat it?” I asked (children…and their hyperboles.) Therefore, we cooked 
squash. I will warn you. As a kid, I used to tell my mom that she actually put squash in her 
onions and not the other way around, so this recipe is very onion heavy, but simple. 

Ingredients 

3 medium Summer Squash 
Onions 
1/3 cup Water 
1 tablespoon butter or margarine 
Salt 
Pepper 
Bacon drippings (optional) 
 
Directions 
 

1. Slice the squash and steam in water about 15 minutes stir occasionally (this can be 
lengthened or shortened based on whether you add onions and how firm you want them 
to be after cooking). 

 
2. Slice onions and add to the squash cooking an additional 10 to 15 minutes or to desired 

tenderness. 
 

3. Add butter, salt and pepper to taste  
 

4. Add bacon drippings (optional) 
 

5. Ready to serve once butter or margarine is melted. 
 
Serve as a side to your favorite meat dish or…we love ours with meatloaf and mashed potatoes. 
 
 
 
 



Tostada Nachos 
 
This is one of Jordan’s favorite meals whenever we go out to eat at a Mexican restaurant. His 
favorite all-time is the one at Mesa Rosa in Round Rock, Texas on Hwy. 620. We sometimes 
cook all of our meals for the week on the weekend, and these nachos were on our list this 
month. As we were working, Jordan declared these would be his lunch for the day. 
 
Ingredients 
 
2 pounds of ground beef – this is to last a meal or two for the week 
Two packs of Taco Bell Taco seasoning mix 
Tostada tortillas 
10 oz can Refried Beans (your favorite flavor) 
Cheese (we like the Colby Jack/Cheddar blend) 
Sour Cream 
Pico 
Any other toppings you prefer – Jordan said the only thing that would have made them better 
was guacamole, and I forgot to get some. 
 
 
Directions 
 

1. Pre-heat the oven to 375 
2. Brown the meat drain and prepare taco meat according to the directions on the 

seasoning pack. 
3. Prepare the beans in a medium pan 
4. Using a rubber tipped mixing spoon spread the refried beans on the tostados 
5. Top with ground, beef, and cheese 
6. Place in the oven and cook until cheese is melted and bubbling 
7. Top with your favorite toppings and enjoy 

 
 
Glazed Pork Chops 
 
Since Jerimiah is increasing his cooking skills through culinary training, I had him season the 
pork chops we were going to cook. This led to him showing off his searing skills and eventually 
to the glazed pork chops. My original plan was to bake them and then put BBQ sauce on them. 
His way turned out so much better. For one, seeing my baby so proud of how well he seared the 
pork chop was priceless.  Secondly, the impromptu search for a glaze that used the ingredients 
we had yielded a glaze that was simple to make and one we are sure to use again. 
 
Ingredients  
 
Pork Chops 
1 tablespoon soy sauce 
2 tablespoons vegetable oil 
1 tablespoon Worcestershire sauce 
1 teaspoon lemon juice  

      2 tablespoons brown sugar 
      2 tablespoons ketchup 



Directions 

1. Season pork chops with your favorite seasoning (optional). Doing so did not clash with 
the glaze, as we originally did not intend to use this glaze. 

2. To sear the pork chop, use a heavy skillet (cast iron is best) heat to hot and place as 
many pork chop as can fit.  

a. According to Jerimiah the key to searing is to wait for the meat to release itself 
from the pan as opposed to pulling it up. Check the meat and if the meat does 
not completely release, wait for meat to completely release. Flip and repeat for 
the remainder of the pork chops. 

3. Turn oven to Broil at 525. 
4. In a small bowl, thoroughly blend soy sauce, vegetable oil, Worcestershire sauce, lemon 

juice, brown sugar, and ketchup. 
5. Place pork chops in a medium baking dish, and baste with sauce on both sides. 
6. Broil pork chops 10 minutes in the preheated oven. The pork chop should be mostly 

done from the searing. This is only to seal the glaze. 

We added a side of roasted potatoes with, purple onions, bell pepper and mushrooms, 
seasoned with garlic salt and basil.    

 



Tried and True – What Momma Said – by Marcy Lytle 

There are lots of old wives’ tales out there still floating around that are just plain comical, and 
crazy.  For example, when I was a teenager I was told not to wash my hair at “that time of the 
month.” I never was quite sure why, but I was so afraid to do it because of that unknown 
“something bad” that might happen if I did it!  What my momma said held power over me, and I 
just decided that if on the off-chance it were true, why do it?  That’s just funny now, but there are 
SOME things my momma told me that have proved to be true…after all these years! 

Wash it off.  Momma said to never go to bed with your makeup on.  And I’ve found that to be a 
good rule of thumb.  I wash my face every single night, no matter how late it is when I fall over 
onto my pillow.  This cleans those pores so they can breathe at night, and it keeps my pillow 
fresh and white…or whatever color it’s supposed to be, instead of stained with makeup and 
mascara. Yeck.  According to The Oz Blog, it’s important to rid our faces of all that bacteria from 
the day so that our skin can renew itself at night! 

Wear a sweater.  My mom used to come in my room and say, “Aren’t you cold?” as she shut 
my window that I had opened and handed me a sweater to wear.  It didn’t matter whether or not 
I was actually cold, because Mom thought I was, so mom handed me a solution to the coldness.  
Now, I take a sweater with me everywhere I go!  The movie theater is freezing, as are some 
restaurants, so I love to have a wrap handy for just those occasions.  Momma was right! 

Speak and say hello.  If my mom told me once, she told me a thousand times.  “Go say hi to  
_____” and I would walk slowly towards that person, shake their hand, say hello, and then 
retreat to my room or outside where I could escape all that adult chatter.  But what momma said 
is polite and good, to speak to people in a room.  It’s nice to walk over to her “over there” and 
acknowledge that you’ve seen her, ask her how she is, and genuinely smile at those who show 
up, happen to be near, or visit your church or home.  There’s something magical that takes 
place in a person when they’re noticed – they feel important. And that’s why momma said to do 
it. 

You can’t take it with you. That is my mom’s motto in life, regarding money. She is one of the 
most generous women I know, and she often states that very fact that when she’s gone, the 
money’s not going with her.  Yes, of course, we have to be wise and save and all of that.  But 
giving is more of a blessing than receiving, right?  Someone else said that!  My mom gives 
lavishly to her kids and grandkids and great grandkids, and she genuinely wants to know what 
they want so that she can help provide.  I want to carry on that tradition and love…because it 
really is great to give.  And it doesn’t always have to be money… 

Color is important.  It might be her fingernails, the necklace that matches her outfit perfectly, or 
the dark hue that covers the gray, but my mom is all about color.  I have always seen her 
present herself in beauty on the outside that reflects the beauty on the inside.  She’s almost 90 
and she still takes time to pain her fingernails to match the outfit she’s wearing.  I don’t always 
wear polish, but I’ve gleaned from watching my mom that it’s like creating a piece of art when 
getting dressed.  And there’s such fun and pleasure in doing that, so I pay attention to color, to 
detail, and to all of that external stuff…only after the inward parts are tended to first!   



All things in moderation.  Diets come and go, fads and fitbits appear and disappear, and 
conversations will always revolve around what we did and did not eat, or what we’ve cut out this 
past week…but momma says “phooey” to all that.  She says eat all things, just don’t overdo it, 
and eat little bits of each delicious thing set before you.  Mom never gorges on any one thing or 
cuts anything out of her diet.  (Of course, if you have health issues you have to).  However, 
most of us fret and worry and beat ourselves up if we eat a cookie on a Wednesday.  Mainly, I 
get from mom that I’m not to follow after fads…just because.  I’m to think for myself, be wise, 
and be practical.  Eat and enjoy, don’t overeat and obsess.  It’s just plain good advice, from 
momma. 

Mother’s Day is this month, and it might be fun to remember a few things your momma told you 
that you scoffed at, laughed at, or ignored…that have proved to be true after all these years.  
Maybe your mom told you horrible things and was a less than stellar example.  Or maybe your 
mom was such a hovering mom that you don’t even want to remember what all she made you 
do.  But on this one day, take time to look and think about anything at all that was good that she 
said or did…or find a mom you admire and do this for her.  Thank her for her wisdom, note it, 
and then share it with your own daughters or granddaughters. 

Happy Mother’s Day, Momma. 
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Practical Parenting - Whoa…Where’s the Please? – by Marcy Lytle 

I think teaching our kids to say “please” and “thank you” is one of the most promising gifts we 
can give our little children…as they grow into big adults.   

Kids just come out demanding to be fed, insisting on their own way, and crying for milk when 
they’re hungry.  So it stands to reason, and it seems so obvious, that they’re not going to be 
courteous to us as their parents or to others around them, unless we teach them to be.  And it’s 
so evident as we watch our babies grow into talking toddlers and we hear them play… 

“Daddy, may I please go outside and play?” I heard her say.   

“Give me the toy!” I heard the same little girl demand. 

My daughter has three children ages five and under, and they’re all at different stages in their 
words of kindness, and they often oscillate back and forth between being demanding and being 
considerate, all in a given day…maybe even in one hour.  One will grab a toy and shout, “That’s 
mine,” and then later (after correction and a stern look) ask politely, “May I please have a turn?” 

The sad thing to see is teens that haven’t learned this common courtesy and they’re now no 
longer toddlers, but little adults, and they’re still demanding, insisting and stomping their way 
through life.  And once they’re teens, it’s hard to go back and get them to correct what should 
have been corrected back when they were first learning to talk. 

So how does a parent do this? 

First, start out saying please and thank you to them, as you interact with them while cooking 
and cleaning and doing.  Let them also hear you say it to others when shopping, visiting, and 
even to your spouse! This may seem obvious, but we forget too often that our little ones will 
mimic the slightest sarcasm they hear out of our mouths one time, but it takes several times for 
them to mimic and sustain kindness.  Interesting, isn’t it? 

Secondly, withhold what they’re demanding until they can ask nicely.  Don’t respond to temper 
tantrums when they throw them, so that they can go outside when you’ve said no.  Stand your 
ground, even if it means they hate you for a moment.  We all succumb at times because we’re 
tired, but as much as possible we need to be the parent.  They will learn quicker to be kind, 
when we are consistent to insist upon it. 

Thirdly, lay aside old wounds from your own parents.  Maybe your parents demanded too much 
from you, that you sit still and never speak until spoken to, or they were harsh in their discipline.  
You aren’t your parents, and you can correct the harshness with good parenting, loving 
discipline with firmness and affirmation.  When your kids speak kindly, reward them with a hug 
and a high five.  When they thank you, tell them what a pleasure it was to give to them. 

Those are three simple things to do as a parent, but sometimes they are so hard.  Kids are 
trying, we grow weary, and it’s easier on some days to let them run amuck and kick and scream, 
while we throw up our hands and give up. 



However, pray and ask the Lord to enable you to be strong and firm and loving, as he gives you 
strength.  And on those tired days, take a rest and then get back to the job of parenting and 
teaching kindness and gratitude, and allow yourself some grace. 

Your kids aren’t going to be kind at all times, always remember to say please before asking, or 
even write thank you notes like you want them to, as they grow older and hopefully wiser.  But if 
you’ve been kind, they’ve seen you ask nicely, and the atmosphere of the home is one of 
common courtesy, your kids are more likely to grow up to be someone who’s invited over, asked 
to stay, and then given responsibilities which make you smile. 

Hang in there.  Please…   

 



I Don’t Do Teens - So the Bible is Boring – by Marcy Lytle 

To be the Book of all Books and the Book of Life, and the Word from God, and the Story of all 
Stories, it sure is hard to get our teens to read the Bible, at least most of them.  And maybe it’s 
because we don’t read the Bible either, much.  Except when we’re desperate, and then we seek 
a word of encouragement.  Except when we need direction and clarity, and then we look up 
familiar verses to guide us.  Except when we feel guilty, and then we read a few verses to 
please Him. 

I get it.  But I don’t think we rarely read because the Bible is boring.  It’s anything but boring!  It 
might be because of the following: 

 It’s huge! 
 It’s full of so many stories, where does one start? 
 It’s got words that we think are churchy and religious. 
 It’s convicting. 
 It’s a battle. 

We send our kids to classes, we tell them the importance of reading the Bible, and we preach to 
them that it’s full of hope and life, and yet…many of us never crack open this all-encompassing 
Word to find out what it really says.  Memorizing verses is great, teaching our kids the books of 
the Bible and where to find them is awesome, but leaving home with this on their list of favorite 
reading material?  Well, how do we do that? 

Here are a few things to help us all love the Word, find it applicable, and desire to read it. 

Search for relevant subjects.  If your teen is struggling with identity, for example, then search 
out stories about that very thing, or scriptures that will speak to their heart.  Teach them to use 
helps on the internet, like Bible Gateway, where they can type in a word and all of the verses 
come up.  This trains them to use the Word to grow. 

Use it as a personal praise book.  Show your teens where the verses that glorify God and his 
name and his works are, and give them a journal to write them down, to use in their own times 
of private worship.  Worship with them, and quote verses aloud about the majesty of God, his 
wonders in the skies, his power all around us, and change the atmosphere of your home.  This 
teaches them to honor His name. 

Give them a story a month to read.  Not the ones they learned in children’s church, but the 
ones that might be more applicable to them now, in their teen years.  Here are a few:  Gideon 
and his army that was reduced – this will teach them that God can do great things with small 
armies.  The shepherd’s love in Psalm 23 – this will help them picture the protection and 
guidance of Jesus in their lives.  I Corinthians 13 – the love chapter – this will prepare them as 
they begin to date and look for a mate, and what true love looks like. 

Ask them what’s stirring in their minds.  Are they struggling with purpose in life?  Are they 
worried about relationships with friends?  Teach them to turn to the pages of the Bible for 
encouragement and strength when they feel weak.  There are verses about friends all 



throughout the bible, and how Jesus is a friend closer than a brother.  There are verses of hope 
and assurance and good things for our future, like Jeremiah 29:11.  This shows them that often 
what’s stirring in their spirits or minds is often what God is wanting to speak to, to heal, to 
mature, and to bless. 

Show them God.  Find all of the verses that speak about his power (in creation), his amazing 
wonders (in healing and provision), his great love (in sending his only Son), and his gifts and 
fruits (joy, peace, heaven, etc.)  This will cause them to see Him, to love Him, to never doubt 
Him, and to serve Him. 

That’s just five ways to use the Bible as a resource, instead of a bedside or bookshelf dust-
catcher.  If your teens enjoy reading on an electronic device, go for it.  Get them all of the apps 
out there to help train them and teach them the Word.  If they enjoy holding a book full of pages 
they can turn, go shopping with them to find one that suits their fancy – in bright pink or classic 
black – and have their name engraved on the cover.  Or maybe they like pulling cards or turning 
pages on a calendar.  There are all sorts of ways to engage them in the Word in ways that whet 
their appetite for more. 

And who knows, maybe you’ll find yourself reading and loving and longing for more, as well. 

Here are a few apps/ideas your teens might enjoy: 

Josh McDowell’s Youth Devotions 

NIV Teen Study Bible 

Unpackin It (Faith, Sports, Life) 

Student Devos 
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Life as We Know It - Applying God’s Truth – by Erica Simmons 

As I establish relationships with others, there develops solid, comfortable spaces of sharing 

about each other’s lives. These relationships naturally grow into sources of advice about the 

different issues we face in life. As a single parent, these relationships for me take on even more 

importance as I seek reassurance that I am making good decisions in regards to how I am 

addressing the issues that have come up with raising my boys. I strongly believe that these 

avenues of advice and instruction are fully endorsed by our Heavenly Father, but only so far. 

For me, having established an amazing relationship with a family of strong faith has helped me 

to LEARN how to seek God when I have to address issues with my boys. I have used these 

relationships as an example of how to deal with problems, but I have to be careful to not let 

these relationships take the place of God’s counsel when dealing with what our family goes 

through. This principle was expressed perfectly in our Tuesday women’s meeting. 

 

We are currently doing a Beth Moore study called “Living Free” and it talks about 5 principles, 

which if we take hold of, will lead us to a life of freedom in Christ. The first principle is 

demolishing strongholds, and the main tool of the enemy in this area is lies. One of the women 

shared something she learned from one of the moms of her friend. She shared how this mom 

would allow her children to vent out their frustration with a given situation and when they 

finished she simply asked one question, “What is the truth?”  I was secretly blown away.  You 

see, I have been learning how to deal with what the boys do wrong from other Christian 

couples, but I sometimes struggled with teaching them how to deal with certain things. I decided 

this was how I was going to handle things with the boys, from now on.  Of course, that was 

easier said than done, because I know this particular family had given their children a stronger 

foundation than I have currently given my boys. The question, “What is the truth?” needs to be 

answered by them, and if they don’t have deposited in them what is needed to draw the right 

answer, this method will not work. Instead of being discouraged by this, I am simply determined 

to start guiding them in how to seek these answers themselves, in God’s word.  

As it turns out, applying God’s truth would soon be something I, myself, would soon need. 

 

A while back, I discovered Jordan had been partaking in an activity that I was not too happy 

about. After a couple months of discovering just how much he was involved, we were finally 



able to put some distance between some of the fallout. A few weeks ago, I found he had dipped 

his toe back into the troubling waters we had just navigated our way through. When I was 

confronted with this what took me aback was not the discovery of his behavior, but the 

immediate and overwhelming peace. It was a peace that was so far beyond my comprehension 

or understanding. Peace is one of the many gifts of God and, like all gifts, it has to be accepted. 

I would love to say that I just accepted that peace and walked in it but, alas, I did not.  

After a little while, I started to question it. This can’t be right, I have to deal with this, to say 

something. So the preaching at him began, as well as the fussing about the giving up the hard 

earned four months of getting past this, etc. I recall telling my son I was not going to let him drag 

me back to that place we were four months ago. The truth of the matter is I am the ONLY one 

who can make that decision. I can either accept God’s peace about this situation, apply His 

truth, or I can make it about me: my trying to logically explain to my son the slippery slope he 

was on and the possible future repercussions. After a good night’s rest, I chose to accept His 

peace and apply His truth. His truth about His peace in John 14:27 … peace I leave with you; 

my peace I give you. I do not give to you as the world (or well-intentioned friends) gives. Do not 

let your hearts be troubled and do not be afraid.  

I have nothing to fear. Not for Jordan’s future or about how I handle it, as long as I apply God’s 

truth (His word) to this and any situation.  Therefore I will stay the course, I have put back into 

place some of the practices that got us to four months ago, and I am learning to put a more 

powerful tool than anything to work for us - the power of continued prayer. Sometimes, I want to 

walk through things, wrap them up, place them in a box and store them in the places where 

tough memories go to fade. There is nothing wrong with that, I just happen to do it too soon this 

time or did I?  Could it be that I just rebuked an attack of the enemy, by standing firmly on God’s 

truth? The enemy has no new tricks, just our fears and weaknesses that give him power.  

This time around I chose not to give him that power.  



A Night to Remember – A Mom’s Wish – by Marcy Lytle 

Mother’s Day is this month, and I thought…what is that moms want their kids to know the 
most…besides loving God with all their hearts?  Well, it’s that second command, isn’t it?  To 
love others as they love themselves.  That’s a hard one to teach kids, because it’s mostly all 
about their wants, their desires, and their needs…from day one.  Toddlers don’t even have to be 
taught how to grab, whine, or stomp to get their way.  So what can we do as a family to cultivate 
loving others? 

Preparation: Prior to the lesson, ask the family for one full week to collect change and one 
dollar bills in a jar.  (Let the kids search your purse for this!).  Arrive at the study around the 
table with a pad and paper in hand, and a calendar, for writing down ideas.  And finally, have 
available construction paper, markers, and stickers.  You’ll need your Bibles, too! 

The best way to cultivate loving others is by example.  So this month’s devo is going to be 
practical ways of loving others and ways to do that. 

Jesus gave us this command in Mark 12:30, 31: 

Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your  

soul and with all your mind and with all your strength.  

The second is this: ‘Love your neighbor as yourself.  

There is no commandment greater than these. 

What do we do for ourselves?  We clothe ourselves, feed ourselves, clean our environment, and 
provide entertainment and rest for ourselves, as well as spiritual growth.  So this month, we’re 
going to do those things for others!  We might not be able to do them all, but we can at least try 
a few! 

Hand-me-downs are great, aren’t they?  Especially, when they’ve barely been worn.  But what 
if…we bought one new outfit for a friend, one that’s never been worn, one with the tags still on 
it, one that smells fresh and free of stain?  Plan a date this month to shop for one dress or one 
outfit for a neighbor kid or a friend at church.  Wrap it up, leave it on their doorstep, and write a 
note telling them how much they are loved.  It could be a necklace, a cool pair of socks, or 
anything your family can afford! 

Food is a necessity of life, and food that someone else has prepared for us is even better!  No 
clean up or work involved – just eating!  Brainstorm a fun snack bag to put together for a 
family in your church or neighborhood. Write down their name.  It can include homemade 
brownies, or chips and salsa.  Bag it up, add a note, and hand it to them right away while it’s still 
fresh.   

When the family works together in the yard, the work is less painful, and the job gets done so 
fast!  And when the job is complete, it feels so good to look at what’s been accomplished!  
Maybe there’s an elderly couple near you that could use a bit of sprucing up in their yard, or just 



a pretty plant for their front porch.  Cut and plant one from your yard, or offer a hand next time 
you see them.  Or present them with a fresh plant in a pretty pot! Talk among yourselves now, 
and write down the couple of your choosing! 

Isn’t a movie night out so fun, or a play night in the park, or a picnic out with the family?  Maybe 
your family could offer to keep another family’s kids for one evening, while that couple goes out 
on a date!  Or your family could invite another one for a picnic in the park – two families enjoying 
the great outdoors!  Pick up the phone now and invite that family and then write the date 
down! 

Finally, studying and learning the Word of God together is essential for family growth.  It enables 
each one to be reminded of God’s love and then all of that reminding makes us stronger and 
more at peace, and strengthens us to love others.  Think of a great verse (or verses) in the 
Bible that might encourage a particular person in need or one who seems a bit down, and write 
it down.  Get out the crafts and together make a pretty card for this person, and make a date to 
give it to them. 

What did your family decide to do?  It just takes a little time to sit down, pause in our busy lives, 
and purpose to love others.  It’s part of loving God. It’s like this pretty flower pictured above, 
where we are the plant leaning toward the light, and when the when blows, we scatter seeds of 
kindness all over our little world.  

And it’s so rewarding…to give rather than to receive. 

�



The Family Practice – Reduce the Damage – by Rachel Toalson 
 
Every morning, my boys and I step out of our house and walk half a mile down the road to my 
boys’ school. 
 
I won’t be doing this much longer with one of my boys, because he will be done with this school 
and on to the next, and I feel a great, large, hollow ache in me because of this. Not just for the 
growing up that has happened in a flash but for the large hole he will leave in his absence. 
 
You see, this is my boy who cares deeply about the earth. He is the one who sees those pieces 
of paper someone carelessly left on the ground and gathers them all to put in our recycling 
when we get back home. He is the one who told me one time, after reading a book about global 
warming, that we should get rid of our air conditioner, because it’s really hard on the 
environment. He is the one who challenges us to reuse our trash and rethink our choices. 
 
It was this boy who first suggested that we walk to school with a trash bag. We don’t always 
remember, because mornings can be a mad dash to get out the door on time, and sometimes 
we forget to bring a bag in the craziness of grabbing backpacks and making lunches and 
searching for shoes, even though there’s a place shoes are supposed to go. 
 
I find myself wishing, when I see the astounding amount of trash waiting for us on our walk—
and we live in a relatively nice neighborhood—that people cared more about the environment, 
like my 9-year-old. And then I go back to my day and realize that I don’t always think about the 
environment, either. 
 
Some say that the earth will pass away, and this is true. But I believe that God has also given us 
this earth to care for, and we must do our part. This makes it important for me to find ways that I 
can reduce the damage I do to it on a daily basis. 
 
We used to be really diligent with our purchasing choices, because one of the best ways to 
show we care for the earth is with our wallet. But life gets busy. Eco-friendly gets a little 
inconvenient sometimes. We aren’t as conscious as we used to be, because we went 
underwater for a while, and it was hard to see the sun. 
 
But we’ve begun to revise our choices. We’ve begun, once more, to pay more attention. We’ve 
begun to do the hard thing because it’s right, because it’s an earth we have been given to care 
for, because our children are always watching. 
 
This is the most important piece. If we want our children to carry a love for the environment into 
their adult lives, if we want them to become a generation that protects and cares for our 
environment, we have to do our part. We must have conversations. Talk about the choices 
we’ve made. Help them help us. 
 
It’s important for our children to know that they can always make a difference, however small it 
seems. Cultural Anthropologist Margaret Mead once said, “Never doubt that a small group of 
thoughtful, committed citizens can change the world; indeed, it’s the only thing that ever has.” 
 
A small group of thoughtful, committed citizens sounds to me a whole lot like a family. 
 
So plant a tree. Trade plastic for glass. Throw out the water bottles and get a reusable one 
instead. Open the windows. The earth is astounding. 



 
Some ways to care for the environment as a family: 
 
1. Make a regular trash round in your neighborhood. Go for a walk as a family and bring with 
you a trash bag (eco-friendly, of course). This is a great way to teach kids about caring for the 
neighborhood in specific and the earth in general. Do it especially after some kind of holiday—
like Halloween—when trash tends to accumulate at the edges of things. This is an easy way for 
kids to make a difference. 
 
2. Use reusable everything. From water bottles to lunch containers for the kids, make sure that 
what you buy is something that can be washed, dried and used many times over the years. 
Sure, it’s convenient to use paper, but paper contributes to deforestation. Sure, it’s convenient 
to use disposable plastic bags for our kids’ packed lunches, but the construction of plastic (yes, 
even baggies) emits harmful substances into the air we all have to breathe. Choose what’s right 
over what’s easy. And talk to your children about why you do it. They need to understand why 
it’s important that they bring their lunch containers home rather than add to the trash at school. 
Challenge yourself to become a zero-trash home (We’re not there yet. But we’re trying.). 
 
3. Read some environmental books together. It’s always great to read together as a family and 
learn ways you can become even more effective in your efforts to save our wonderful earth. Do 
fun activities like tracing your carbon footprint. Work on more energy efficient projects together 
(there are books out there with activities for kids).  
 
Bonus: Practice everyday “grounding.” “Grounding” is an activity that is really very simple. Toss 
off the shoes and get outside barefoot. Do this as a family. Stand in your backyard and feel the 
energy of the earth thrum through you. Look at the sky. Close your eyes. Imagine that you are 
one with the earth that God made and gave. “Grounding,” amazingly, has been shown to reduce 
stress and anxiety among those who practice it daily. 
�
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Under the Influence – Anticipation – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ll be the first to admit. I anticipate doom.  When something is looming on the horizon, I bring it 
into full view so that I can see it, deal with it, and be ready to face it – long before it ever comes 
– or it might not ever come.  For example, when planning a trip I start thinking about when it will 
be over, how sad that will be, and I start feeling down about it weeks before I ever leave on the 
trip!  How pitiful is that! 

However, we live in an environment of anticipating doom, don’t we?  If we don’t eat the latest 
healthiest food concoctions, we’re sure to contract some horrible disease, or our skin will start to 
sag, or even worse – we might have a heart attack and die.  It’s all there – it presents itself to us 
each morning when we open up our internet browser.  If we watch the news at night, there it is 
again.  The latest trend among teens, some crazy game they’re playing, is one that killed a 
young girl last week.  So we then start thinking, looking, wondering, and worrying about whether 
or not our teens are involved in things like that.  And even out in the shopping arena, we see 
mannequins of an extreme small size that is totally unreal, yet we look and yearn and think and 
worry that if we don’t look good, have that, buy those shoes, etc. we won’t fit in, be adored, or 
look young…anymore. 

We live in a world that’s FULL of anticipating doomsday.  Political news alone will send us all 
reeling into a panic, if we let it! 

I’m about to be 60 this fall.  And I’ve thought about it for years now, once I passed the 55 year 
mark, because then it was only five years out.  And here it is, just a few months away.  60 
“sounds old” to me.  And another decade means more aches and pains and well…or does it? 

Wait! 

I’ve been thinking lately that it takes a lot less effort, is a lot more healthy, and it’s surely the 
right thing to do, to anticipate good…instead of doom! In a song by Carly Simon (from the 70’s!) 
part of the lyrics say this: “We can never know about the days to come but we think about them 
anyway.”  Aren’t we a crazy bunch?  We think and ponder and worry and fret over days ahead 
of us, days we are never even guaranteed will come. 

Psalm 62:5 says, 

My soul, wait thou only upon God; for my expectation is from him. 

I read this verse this very morning and I felt like a change is needed in me.  I need to train my 
mind to expect and look and wait for only what God has in store for me.  And he has promised 
that it will all work together for good. 

That means as I approach another decade of life, I can look forward to increased wisdom, more 
opportunities to give, rest from the busyness of life, strength to endure hardship with aging 
parents, joy of playing with grandkids, pleasures of sharing the word with the younger women, 
and so much more!  When I expect and anticipate the things from His hand, my soul will be 
satisfied and content! 



I’m trying to change my thought process even when I’m planning for trips.  I’m trying to learn 
that old saying and words of wisdom, to live one day at a time.  I’m sure there’s a reason God 
told us to pray “Give us this day our daily bread.” He wants us to learn to be content and enjoy 
the moment – the now moments!  It’s the reason he told that big group of people in the Old 
Testament to only eat what he provided daily, not to hoard it up for later…in case doomsday 
hits. 

I know many people who store essentials in the case of a hurricane, who stash away cash and 
things in case of emergencies. I’m not referring to those sorts of activities…unless they’re 
prompted totally out of fear. 

I’m referring to our thoughts, those whispers in our ears that bad things are down the road and 
then we sit and dwell on them, cry over them, and worry about them…before that bend in the 
road ever comes.  And more often than not, that bend gets straightened out before we ever 
make that journey.  But the truth is that EVEN IF that bend comes, that sharp turn takes us by 
surprise, and we end up in a ditch – He’s there.  He’s with us constantly, and I’m awfully sure 
he’s whispering something else in our ears that will drown out the doomsday thoughts… 

John 66:3 

The Spirit gives life; the flesh counts for nothing.  

The words I have spoken to you—they are full of the Spirit and life. 

 

�



Strengthening Your Core – The Stapler – by Marcy Lytle 

I think it had been years since we’d seen it in the house.  There were times we could have used 
it, but we just got by with paper clips, a folder, or nothing at all.  It was surely somewhere tucked 
away in a cabinet or a drawer…but where?  No time to look for it. So week after week, month 
after month, and even a few years of not having it, we just dealt with loose sheets, aggravation, 
and no way to bind it all together that would really hold.   

I’m referring to the proverbial stapler.  Everyone has one, don’t they?  Yet we had lost ours and 
couldn’t find it…for a few years!  Finally, the other day I went out and spent a whole five bucks 
on a new one, and I felt like I’d won the lottery!  I had some sheets of paper that needed to be 
bound together and with one click, I was sighing and realizing out loud, “Why did I take so long 
to just go out and get a stapler?”  Life has just become easy once again! 

There are probably a thousand things in life that would enhance our days, brighten our moods, 
and make us skip like a lamb, but we keep limping along and stumbling in the dark, because 
we’re too busy or lazy or neglectful to take a few minutes or bucks and buy a stapler, for 
example.  I have no idea why I took so long to get another one, but I kept thinking the one at 
home would surely turn up…somewhere.  Meanwhile, my office organization suffered spills of 
paper, ugly folds, and borrowing someone else’s clicker when I arrived with my stack of a paper 
in hand. 

Why? 

I asked myself that same question…and more. 

 Why do we keep feeling depressed and alone, when we can pick up our phone and call 
a friend? 

 Why do we continue to feel dowdy and frumpy, when we can clean out the closet and 
create a fresh look? 

 Why do we keep hating her and envying the other, when we are so blessed, and we 
have been forgiven? 

 Why do we keep wondering what it would be wear that, when we have the boldness to 
try it? 

 Why do we keep wearing shoes that hurt our feet and makeup that takes hours to apply, 
when we have the freedom to go shoeless and bare our clean faces? 

 Why do we live in shame and guilt from a past that no longer defines us? 
 Why do we sit miserably at home night after night, instead of planning, going, and doing 

and having fun? 
 Why do wish we had more family time instead of in the car time, when we have control 

over our calendars? 
 Why do we want to eat healthier meals, but we never step foot in a farmer’s market on 

the weekend? 
 Why do we keep fumbling with loose papers instead of forking out a few bucks for a 

stapler? 



I think I could sit here all day and continue this list of the things we settle for, deal with, and think 
about that are destroying our days, our moods, and our lives…one little peck at a time…like a 
woodpecker drilling away and boring a hole in a perfectly good trunk on a tree!  At first the noise 
is maddening and deafening, but if one listens to it long enough, the constant pecking becomes 
part of life and is no longer heard… 

What’s annoying you?  What have you been putting up with?  What can you change? 

I can’t tell you how excited I was to staple my first batch of papers together.  I just wanted to 
hold them, flip through them, and marvel at that tiny staple that had been missing from my home 
for too long.  Every time there were papers to cart or carry or keep together, I had just dealt with 
having no way to bind them. 

That’s a silly thing, isn’t it?   

But now I have one. I bought a stapler, and I’m happy.  And I’m thinking daily about other things, 
small and large, that I can do to enhance life, brighten my mood, and make life easier…by just 
one small action…one small expense… 

And I know I’ll receive one great blessing and change for the better. 



Healthy Habits – Reading Rules – by Marcy Lytle 

I’m not an avid reader, never have been.  I know some who read for hours a day and their kids 
follow suit, but it wasn’t so in my family.  However, I do love to read.  It’s just that too often I 
don’t make time for it.  But when I do, there are so many benefits I reap from letting reading rule 
my time instead of chores, obligations or guilt. 

Here’s why I don’t read as often as I’d like: 

 I’m busy doing other things 
 I feel guilty for reading, as it seems to be a “waste of time” 
 I’m not sure what to read 

That’s the top three reasons I think most of don’t read as often as we’d like to.  We don’t know 
what’s good out there to pick up and read, or to download and enjoy.  I know some listen to 
audio books on trips, but I just really prefer a paper book in hand.  We also get so busy 
cleaning, carpooling, visiting, working, cooking, etc. that reading just isn’t a pastime we can 
afford.  It’s more of a luxury for the beach…whenever…or if ever we get there.  And finally, I’m 
not sure where the guilt comes from, but it’s there.  Reading just seems to be such as self-
absorbing activity that we just keep spinning that wheel to get our lists checked off, so that any 
time left for us to enjoy a story is nil, nada, not happening. 

When I do take the time to be still and read, all sorts of good things take place, and here are the 
top three, again… 

 I escape to another world from the busy one in which I live 
 I throw off that guilt blanket and bask in the sunshine of a good story 
 I’m excited for the thrill of a hunt of the next good book 

All of those things are good for my health, my sanity, and my sound mind. 

So, what am I reading? What are you reading?  Here’s my top three: 

 The Bible – it’s full of life and hope and encouragement – and it’s neglected too often 
 Something on the best seller list – I love a good novel, and the most recent one I 

enjoyed was Little Beach Street Bakery – it even inspired me to bake bread! 
 Magazines – I enjoy the fashion ideas, the recipes, the home décor tips, and the fact 

that magazines are an easy read, when I just have a few minutes. 

If you’re an avid reader, good for you.  I bet you’re healthy in so many areas.  If you’re like me 
and you pushed reading aside in favor of doing, then stop and consider picking up a book again.  
Read with your kids, or to them.  Read with him, or aloud to him.  Carve out family time to all sit 
quietly and read, paint, draw, or write.  Make reading a part of your routine, and learn to love it 
once again. 

You’ll sleep better, dream more, and enjoy Him.  And that will add years to your life! 



Beauty for Ashes – Cinderella – by Pam Charro 
 
We all have heard the story, ever since we were little girls.  Beautiful maiden starts out with a 
promising life, but through a twist of tragic events, ends up nothing more than a cleaning woman 
in her own home, mistreated by the very people who are supposed to be her family.  No one is 
left to defend her, and it looks like this will continue to be the way life is. Until ... 
 
Everything changes when the prince holds a dance.  He is looking for a wife, and every maiden 
in the area is to attend.  What are the odds that our girl will even have a chance?  After all, she 
is only a scullery maid.  Even her own family can't see the treasure that she is, so why would 
anyone else? 
 
Cinderella does, however, win the lottery, in a manner of speaking.  She marries the prince, 
becomes a princess, and is freed from her life of slavery!  She is finally able to be the beauty 
she always should have been. 
 
I never questioned how she was able to embrace her future until I found myself in a similar 
situation.  Now that the King of Heaven has chosen me, how do I see myself as royalty?  I have 
spent most of my life unsure of my identity, hoping enough people out there will like me so I can 
think I'm a nice person, and insecure or even brokenhearted when someone didn't like me. And 
surely, one day a man will love me and then I'll be completely secure.  Oh, the weight I've 
unfairly put on others!  No one deserves to have that kind of power, and I don't think most 
people want it.  But I just didn't know any other way to live, since I was so new at having life 
spoken over me.   
 

How was I expected to know that I was valuable? 
 
I've come to the conclusion that God understands.  It's okay that I am having difficulty seeing 
myself the way he sees me.  He knows what the world is like and how tough it's been living in it 
apart from him.  He knew what he was getting when he chose me and he is not disappointed.  I 
only need to depend on him to finish the work he started in me, and the Bible promises that he 
is faithful to do that.   
 
So what do I do when I start feeling frustrated? 
 
1.  Speak God's truth over my life.  He sees a princess, and he is always right. 
2.  Spend time with God.  His presence calms and restores. 
3.  Thank him for his grace and patience, and the certainty of his promises. 
4.  Go bless someone! 
 
No matter how foreign a concept royalty may be, I was meant for it and I will become more 
comfortable with it in time.  Like Cinderella, I already live in the palace.  I just need to unlearn 
being a scullery maid. 
�



Created for Life – Rescue Ralph – by Ginny Hurley 

  
Hey, everybody, I’m Ralph!  I’m gonna tell you about my adventures from my own perspective, 
not my human’s.  She’s one heck of a lady, but sometimes she paints the picture a bit too pink, 
if ya know what I mean.  All things counted, she kinda sees the glass full, while I have to look 
out and see what’s coming.  Like the other morning, lo and behold, some critter was attempting 
to invade our domain out back.  Well, I scooted out there as quick as a blink to rout that 
sucker.  My human, her name is Ginny, grabbed her camera on her phone and of all things, 
took pictures of that rascal!  I have to protect that lady.  She seems to think the world was made 
for her pleasure and keeps me on my paws every minute.  Of course, except when I am dozing 
just a bit!  Well, on with my story… 
 
I have designated myself as Ginny’s personal protector because she thinks some unseen angel, 
or spirit, watches over her.  She talks out loud to someone named Jesus while she sits outside 
or in her chair.  I sniff around and don’t smell a thing, nothing on the counter or kitchen table that 
I can sense!  Suddenly, she will burst into song and leap around!  Can you believe it?  It’s quite 
extraordinary!  Heck!  I leap around and bounce, too!  It’s great fun and my tongue hangs out, 
just thinking about it!   
 
One day, I heard some banging in the backyard that sent chills up my spine.  I flew out my dog 
door only to find it blocked off!  No problem, after I steadied myself from the stun, I inched my 
nose along the bottom and sides…it took a while… but ‘glory’, as my human would say, I was 
free!  Outside on our lawn was a stranger!  I woofed, “STRANGER!”  And panic set in. What to 
do?  RUN! 
 
That stranger had started knocking down our fence!  I didn’t even look around.  I bounded over 
the debris like a cat on fire!  Hammering, sawing, drilling!  Those sounds were terrifying!  I was 
gone like the wind!  
 
After a few blocks, I screeched to my feet!  What had I done?  I had left my human 
unprotected!  As I looked around, I realized that I was LOST!  I had belted out of there so fast I 
didn’t look where I was going! Of course there were some sniffs along the way.  Did I tell you 
about the cat?  Oh, I’m getting off track.  It took a while, but I finally sniffed my way back home, 
just as Ginny drove up in The Boggles, as she calls her car. She didn’t look any too pleased, but 
ran over and picked me up, squeezed me to smithereens, and smothered me with kisses!  Now 
isn’t that like a human?  My human!  
         
She carried me to the backyard and introduced me to Avan, the fence destroyer!  She seemed 
mighty pleased with him and made me go back inside.  I was carted off to the bedroom, locks 
included!  Have you ever?  I was out there protecting her, and she had the gall to close me up 
inside.  Well, it actually felt pretty safe and comfortable.  You know I sleep under the bed to 
protect my humans, so I scurried under there till that loud ruckus stopped.  My human went off 
to work and somehow, I felt pretty loved and safe!  What do you know!  I’m here to watch over 
her, and somehow it switched to her watching over me!   
 
Maybe that Jesus she talks to, watches over me, too…   
 
That thought is for another day, cause I am drifting into dreams of hamburgers… 
  

Psalm 121:7-8 



“The Lord will preserve you from all evil; He shall preserve your soul.  The Lord shall preserve 
your going out and your coming in. From this day forth, and forevermore!” 
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In This Together – The Life of a Moose – by Charissa Corbin 
 
Over the past several weeks we have had the enjoyable company of a mama moose and her 
baby. What a life they have. They slowly graze the snow-ridden ground in search of whatever 
green plant is etching its way to life. Since that requires SO much work, they gracefully fall into a 
slumber, and start the whole process over again. Eat, sleep, move and repeat. That is the life of 
a moose.  
 
Since they have chosen our yard as their nesting grounds, it is only fitting to name them so that 
they are truly apart of our family. I now introduce to you the newest members of our family, 
Bertha and Bea.  (I told my husband that instead of getting a dog we now have moose!) 
 
As I watch the sweet interaction of Bertha and Bea, I can’t help but think of my own baby girl. 
What is amazing to me is that Bertha had no baby books to read, friends or family to tell of their 
experiences, birthing classes to attend, or even a husband to walk her through the process. This 
mom had no support system when giving birth, yet she naturally knew what to do, and now 
walks proudly through our yard, tending to her calf without a care in the world.  
 
Unlike Bertha’s go-with-the-flow attitude, my husband and I did everything we could to be 
prepared for parenthood. With a type A husband like mine, we researched every “must-have” 
baby item to ensure we were getting the best quality product. We did the birthing classes, read 
the books, prayed a lot, and thought we were ready. The preparation was good but it didn’t 
equip us for the change that would occur in our marriage.  
 
Our conversations quickly changed from the simplicity of, “Where should we go this weekend?” 
to the utter panic of, “Oh my, gosh! Is she still breathing? She coughed! Does she have a cold? I 
think we need to call the doctor.”  
 
During the first couple months of her life, our daughter consumed our conversations, which left 
very little room for us. As we got through the foggy, sleep deprived months of having a newborn, 
I realized how much I missed us. I missed our simple conversations of weekend plans, our 
mornings of sleeping in, and quality time with just Matt and me. All of my energy was focused on 
meeting the needs of my daughter and I neglected the fact that our marriage had needs as well. 
It needed nurturing, daily focus, and humble love.  
 
As I look at Bertha and Bea, a verse comes to mind from Matthew 6:26:  
 

“Look at the birds of the air; they do not sow or reap or store away in barns,  
and yet your heavenly Father feeds them.  

Are you not much more valuable than they?” 
 
If God provides for the basic needs of the birds of the air and for the moose roaming our yard, 
surely he cares for the needs of our children and marriages! By surrendering my anxious heart 
to the Lord, I now free up room to shower my husband with love, serve him daily, and nurture 
our marriage.  
 
My life may not be as simple as the life of Bertha and Bea, but if I can trust in the Lord to meet 
the needs of my family, I can channel my energy to what God has called me to be – a daughter 
of Christ, a devoted wife, and a loving mother.  
 
That is the life I intend to live.  



Date Night Fun – The Crawl – by Marcy Lytle 

We recently went on a hotel crawl in the downtown part of Austin, Texas and loved it.  It was so 
fun that we wanted to do it again.  So this started me thinking about other date night ideas that 
involve crawling from place to place.  Not literally crawling.  That wouldn’t be fun.  But making 
the evening all about a theme, and then moving from spot to spot until the night is done.  Go on, 
try some of these ideas, or come up with your own! 

Hotel Crawl – This probably can only happen in a big city with high rise hotels.  So if you don’t 
live in one, drive to one!  Find about 4-5 hotels with big lobbies, ones that also have 
bars/restaurants in said lobbies, and walk to each one.  Order an appetizer in each, or a drink, 
or a dessert, and people watch.  We happened upon a night when bands were playing in the 
lobbies.  What a fun night!  Try wearing these comfy shoes for the walk! 

Coffee Shop Crawl – Find a long boulevard or street that extends the length of your town and 
scout out 3-4 coffee shops.  (Be sure to note closing times!)  Start at one for a pastry, one to sit 
outdoors and sip a beverage, and one for playing a game or reading.  This is a fun way to try 
other things on the menus aside from just coffee.  (Which is good for me, because I despise 
coffee!)  Try this fun card game to carry along! 

Fast Food Crawl – This is a great idea for a rainy evening, or a night when you just want to 
talk, eat, and enjoy the night sky from the comfort of your car.  Find new places you’ve not tried 
before, and start with an appetizer at one, another appetizer at the second, entrée at the next, 
and dessert at the last!  You can totally pack your own drinks, to save that bit of money.  And 
bring along topics of conversation, like these fun conversation cards. 

Outdoor Shopping Center Crawl – This is a fave!  Pick a center that has a coffee shop, 
clothes stores, shoe stores, gelato or ice cream shop, an outdoor patio restaurant, or bench, 
etc.  And plan your date accordingly.  Each of you pick one store you’d like to scour, then make 
the rest of the date about food, music, coffee, dessert, or whatever stops you can find along the 
way from the beginning of the mall to the farthest end! 

Park Crawl – This is a fun idea.  Pack a lunch, a blanket, kites or games, some great drink 
options, and books for reading.  Peruse your city or area and find 4-5 parks.  Start at one and 
lay out the blanket for sipping and sitting.  At the next one, sit at a picnic table and dine.  At the 
third, swing and enjoy the breezes with a bit of kite flying.  And at one last park, enjoy dessert 
for two as you find a bench for people watching.  Give thanks for all that is good in your lives. 

What other crawls can you think of?  The best thing about a crawl is it takes up quite a bit of the 
evening, there is never a dull moment, and you’re moving, talking, and eating.  What more could 
you want in a fun time together? 



After 30 Years – The Calendar – by Marcy Lytle 

There’s this paper thing affixed to my refrigerator that is seriously a lifeline in my marriage.  It’s 
called a calendar.  Yes, my husband and I both have calendars on our phones, but the one on 
the fridge keeps us from many arguments, frustrations, and confusion.  It took while to realize it, 
but I soon figured out that keeping that calendar up to date was essential to my sanity…and our 
communication with each other… 

Here’s why and how: 

 Each month I circle the birthdays and important events, because yes – he forgets the 
birth dates of even our own children and the exact number they are in the month.   

 Each month he circles a date night out for the two of us, one that he plans, not me.  I 
love that, and look forward to that night as it approaches. 

 Each month I write out planned to-do’s that both of us have, so that we are aware of 
timelines of when things are due – like projects on the house, taxes we must pay, 
commitments we have made.  This has staved off many arguments about when we said 
we’d do things, or what we said yes to. 

 Each month the weekends and special day trips are penciled in so that he knows to be 
off work, or off call, and we both know that fun and relaxation is just days away! 

 Each month our weekly routines are written in, like groups we attend, parents we visit, or 
birthday parties and weddings we’re attending. 

I write them down, and he does too, and then we’ve trained ourselves to look at the calendar 
each morning and evening, so that not one of is caught accusing or stating, “I didn’t know that 
was happening,” or “You never told me we were doing that.”  Those statements, aimed at a 
spouse, can ruin a perfectly good day! 

Our calendar comes off the fridge occasionally, as we both sit down to go over upcoming 
months and trips and outings, and we both pencil them in together – and both get excited about 
what’s to come.  Since I’m the most anal about organization and scheduling, I’m usually the one 
who pencils in most events.  But he likes it.  The calendar keeps him organized, too, and it’s one 
of those small realizations in our marriage that has a huge impact on our relationship. 

Just this morning, he said he forgot to wish someone a happy birthday but then he realized…oh, 
it’s not until tomorrow!  And I looked and saw that he had a date night planned for us, so I’ll 
know to decline any other invitations that arise for that night! 

The calendar is much akin to a paying for thousands of dollars for a marriage therapy session, 
only we don’t have to pay anything at all – except maybe $10 for the calendar – and we are 
reaping the benefits of a line of communication we never realized was so vital to our happiness! 

The calendars on our phones are great for personal use, but that beauty hanging on the fridge 
is the one that makes us sing for our supper instead of bicker over breakfast. And seriously, we 
both enjoy the beginning of each year when it’s time to hunt for a pretty new calendar for the 
fridge once again. 



It’s the little things that become huge that lead to arguments.  But it’s also the little things that 
become huge that lead to peace… 
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Soldiers with Lipstick – Set it Down – by Rachel Critz 

Have you ever heard the words, “You are always on your phone!”   

Yeah, me too.  

And usually, you hear that question from older people in your life, like your parents, friends’ 
parents, or your grandparents. Want to know why? The answer is very simple. They were not 
born into a rapidly changing world that is vastly evolving in technology. My mom will tell my 
siblings and I how she had to physically go to the library and actively search for the books she 
needed for school. Then she will go on about some library card and the time limit. And 
honestly…I don’t understand any of it.  

Can you guess why? It’s because Google exists. We can find the answer to any question within 
a matter of seconds.  

Why am I talking about this? It’s because our lives should not be based around social media 
and the society inside of it. I am not judging us at all for the fact that we were born into this world 
in the age of iPhones, Galaxy S4’s, or however many other phones that are out there. I take 
fault in this, too. I have come to the conclusion that we can’t change the way the world is, with 
everyone needing a phone. And when we do get a phone, we need this app and this theme on 
Instagram to look cool.  

If having an awesome theme on Instagram makes you happy then have it. I am not judging you. 
I have witnessed a few of my friends delete all social media, and when they told me that, I felt a 
sense of emptiness towards them because I thought, “Oh no, how are you going to live with 
yourself now?” “Wait, how are you going to like my pics on Instagram? I need that extra LIKE.” 
Yes, those were my thoughts, partly joking of course.  

But I really sat down and thought about it, and social media is an addiction.  

Our brains were not meant to look at a screen for hours on end. If it were true for us to be able 
to look at a phone for six hours straight, then half this generation would not be keeping up with 
the latest trend on glasses because they would be nearsighted.  

1 Corinthians 6:12 says, 

“All things are lawful for me, but not all things are helpful. 

All things are lawful for me, but I will not be enslaved by anything.” 

Having a phone with apps like Instagram or Snapchat is not a bad thing.  It just depends on how 
we decide to use them.  

If you know yourself, once you get on Instagram and you see that one account with those funny 
memes, and you know it is going to be another two hours with that phone in front of your eyes, 
just don’t do it. Of course, if you want to make yourself feel horrible about yourself, go to your 
settings and see how many hours you spend on one app. I did that.  



Let’s just say, I felt so guilty afterwards.  

I decided to really listen to my friends’ reasons as to why they deleted social media. What they 
said is exactly why I started spending less time on social media.  

“It got too addicting.”  

“If I did not get on snapchat and I lost that streak I would feel so bad about myself and people 
would actually get mad at me for losing our streak.”  

“I felt distant from everyone if I did not just send at least one snapchat.”  

“I just needed a break.”  

“It was more stressful rather than enjoyable.”  

We should be able to set our phones down at a dinner table and carry on a conversation with 
the people physically in front of us and ignore the texts we get on our phones. While actual 
human conversation is good, we still need to be able to put the phone down and spend some 
time with God. Imagine this. We could take those three hours on our phones, and just talk to 
God the whole time.  

I have been trying this lately and I get this sudden urge to get certain tasks done that will 
actually benefit me and the people around me.  

It is not bad to have a phone. 

We just need be wise with the time we put into using it.�



Firmly Planted – A Loving Whack – by Dina Cavazos 

 “Let each of you look out not only for his own interests, but also for the interests of others.” 
(Philippians 2:4) 

The words pierced my heart. If you had been in the room, you wouldn’t have heard a sound or 
felt the prick. You wouldn’t have perceived with any human sense that I had just received a 
personal message from God. It was a message that turned my feet onto a different path that 
day, and, by God’s grace, changed my heart. This is what happened... 

Continued certification in Texas A&M’s Master Gardener program requires at least 40 hours a 
year of volunteer work doing community gardening projects.  About six weeks before, I’d signed 
up to work at “Grace Meditation Garden.” All I knew is that it was a meditation garden—right up 
my alley.  

The morning of the work day came and I was feeling reluctant about volunteering.  I have so 
much to do in my own garden. It’s only going to get hotter so I need to get stuff planted now. I 
decided to look online and see how many had volunteered out of the six requested. I was the 
only one. Good, I thought to myself, maybe it will be cancelled. I sent a text and when I got no 
response I called the mobile number. No answer. 

 I went back to my reading in Philippians and read “Let each of you look out not only for his own 
interests, but also for the interests of others.”  WHACK! Have you ever been whacked by God? 
Maybe I need to rethink this. I read the contact info that said “Home phone preferred” and called 
the number. A voice on the other said, “No, it’s not cancelled and I’m counting on you being 
there!”  No way out, especially after that whack. 

The 20 minute drive down Hwy. 29 to Taylor, Texas was time to acknowledge my self-
centeredness and reflect. Forgive me and help me think of others, not just my own agenda and 
projects. It’s so easy to let the work of the garden dominate the real ministry of the garden. If it’s 
really for God and of God, then it’s God’s work, not mine. Time to surrender, again, my time and 
effort—time to realign my priorities. 

Tucked back in an old neighborhood I found Grace Place, a low-income senior living center on 
Grace Lane.  Amid bags of compost, vermiculite, buckets, and various tools spilling out of her 
SUV, a tiny woman named (guess what!) Grace emerged to welcome me. I was immediately 
humbled and glad I came. As we worked, I found out she was 85 years old, and she told me the 
extraordinary way she came to be the founder of Grace Place almost forty years ago. Grace 
Meditation Garden was to be her personal gift to the elderly residents so they can enjoy the 
beauty of a garden and have a peaceful place to sit.  

As I planted plants and she shoveled dirt from a huge pile into a small plastic wheelbarrow, I 
was more and more humbled and awed by this tiny dynamo. When I offered to help move the 
dirt, she responded it was “too heavy”. Really?!  My amazement kept growing as she told me 
about herself: she lives alone on seven acres, has donkeys, chickens, bees, and a garden, and 
is making it into a self-sustaining “safe place.”  She ministers to kids at the park on Sunday 
morning while their siblings are competing in sports—giving them bracelets and trinkets and 



showing them a video about Jesus. We discovered a shared history in working for the local 
county health department. She retired 20 years before I did but we knew some of the same 
people! Slowly but steadily she worked. In time, I’m sure she would complete the project single-
handedly without anyone’s help, but my body and soul committed to see it through alongside 
her. Who wouldn’t? This was a divinely arranged meeting. God knew I was too absorbed in my 
own work and needed to turn my heart towards giving. He knew Grace needed help. 

When I came home, I had more peace about the prayer garden—God’s in charge of its purpose 
and timing and the work I do in it. My heart was more settled knowing that I’ll accomplish what is 
needful and important as long as my focus is on Him, not my own “doing.”  Jesus the Christ, the 
living and powerful Word, gave me a loving, gentle “whack” to show my heart was straying and 
brought my focus back on Him so I can be more firmly planted in the way of truth.  

How about you? Have you opened the door to Jesus? He’s the Living Word, the Way to life with 
God.  

For the word of God is living and powerful, and sharper than any two-edged sword, 
piercing even to the division of soul and spirit, and of joints and marrow, and is a 

discerner of the thoughts and intents of the heart.  

(Hebrews 4:12) 

 



Saddle Up - Life Line – by Melissa Critz 
  
It’s about mid-afternoon and the horses have made their way to the backside of the 
house. I tear myself away from my indoor chores, grab my work boots and sunglasses, 
and head out to start the outdoor chores. After throwing my equine boys some hay and 
locking them in the back pasture, I head to the hose tap in order to get the troughs filled.  
 
I have two troughs – one on either side of the fence between the back pasture and the 
front pasture. I fill them up daily, unless I am going to clean them. Then the horses drink 
them down until it’s not so hard to empty them and scrub out the unwanted algae build-
up. While I fill the troughs, I hang out by them. I have discovered if I go in the house or 
head to another chore then I will forget that the hose is on and a new pond is created 
down stream from the troughs.  
 
While I was standing by the trough area, both horses headed over and started to drink 
their fill of the refreshing coolness. I love to watch them do this. You can see such 
contentment in their relaxed eyes. Their ears twitch back and forth with each draw of 
water and gulp due to some muscle reaction, I guess. It is of vital importance for horses 
to stay hydrated…well-hydrated. With their diet consisting of grass and grain, they need 
the water to work all that through their system. If horses aren’t drinking water as needed 
then they can colic, and experience a horsey tummy ache that can be fatal, more often 
than not.  
 
Water.  
 
It’s vital for life.  
 
Thankfully, God created in his creations the natural need for water. Animals search for it. 
It’s a life need. It’s a life line.  I read that a person can only last three days without water.  
Our bodies are about 55-60% water. Water…it’s vital for living.  
 
Do you know what else is vital?  
 
Jesus Christ.  
 
He is vital for living.  
 
And not only for this life on earth, but for everlasting life, for eternal life - Jesus – He’s a 
life need. He is our life line. Sure, there are people in this world that live without Him but 
that’s in terms of this life on earth. Those that call Jesus Lord know that this life is only 
temporary. We have live eternal with our Lord. Y 
 
You know that saying YOLO? You Only Live Once?  
 
I know that people use that at times when they are trying to accomplish an almost 
impossible feat for themselves. I know it’s good to use something to make you press 
through. I get it. But as a Christian, you have life after death. You don’t only live once. 
You actually get to live eternally with the Creator of the Universe! Knowing this really 
makes you realize that Jesus is the life line. You cannot be without Him. When you truly 
realize this and give your life to Him, I believe you will realize that His Word is a life line. 
Prayer is a life line. Giving your all in worship to Him is a life line.  



If you don’t know Jesus as your Savior, then know this.  
 
He is waiting.  
 
He loves you and accepts you just as you are.  
 
Get to know who your life line is.  
 
If you are a Christian, then I challenge you to rethink about Jesus as a life line – read the 
Word, pray the Word, seek the Word.  
 
We may be able to last three days without water but truly we cannot last a day without 
talking with our Lord. Our Spirit man needs to be feed and strengthened or our life line 
weakens tremendously. We can find that time in the day to just be with Him.  
 

 If you drive around town, then turn off the radio and listen. Or pour out your heart 
to Him.  

 If you travel a lot, then put in the earbuds and listen to a recording of the Word.  
 If you have wee littles at home, it’s is vital that you have some time with Him.  

 
Throw that apron over your head as Susanna Wesley did and cry out to Him. Whatever 
season that you are in, find that place on the porch or in the corner of the breakroom or 
in that transport that gets you around and go to your life line.  
 
Jesus is our life line and we need to know Him and be with Him. He is right here. 
 
Always.  
 
Waiting with open arms and open ears.  



Moving Forward – All the More Exciting – by Pam Charro 
 
Today is the anniversary of the day that I first became a mother.   
 
21 years ago, my son was born, and it was the beginning of an adventure that has forever left 
its mark on me.  It's hard for me to believe that I haven't always been a parent!  It sure seems 
like I have never been without children. 
 
My youngest son is also about to leave the nest in a couple of months, and it's a very sobering 
time for me.  I honestly can't imagine what life will be like when all of my children are 
grown.  Yes, I do have one more, a daughter that God blessed me with in my later years, and 
I'm very grateful for her.  But I have to face the fact that she will also grow up before I know it, 
and I wonder what I will be doing when that day all too quickly gets here.  I have, in so many 
ways, made mothering the center of my life.  The funny thing is, I clearly remember being 
frustrated when my children were small, wondering when I would get to be the other parts of 
myself that had been put on hold.  Those days are now approaching faster than I would like 
them to! 
 
I was very emotional when I discussed this with the Lord not too long ago.  I felt he had been 
waiting for me to bring it up to him, because it didn't take him long to respond.   
 
He simply said, "I want you to worship me."   
 
I wasn't sure what that meant, whether or not he was saying I am to be singing in the church 
worship team or if I am to simply take my level of adoration higher.  One thing I did understand, 
however:   
 

When I make God my center, the other areas will fall into place.   
He will be faithful to fill in the holes that will be there when my children are grown and gone. 

 
That doesn't mean I still won't cry.  It just means that, with God, I will always have a "next" to 
look forward to in my life.   
 
I can't imagine what it will be like.   
 
Maybe that will make it all the more exciting. 
�



Real Stories – Needles & Newness – by Amanda Hurley 

I started crocheting a few years ago, learning to make beanies to try and curb my husband's 
spending habit on his beanie collection. I watched YouTube videos, making hat after hat; in 
various colors, not realizing that I was actually doing it completely wrong. I had been working 
from bottom to top, ending up with no give, no stretch to it. I began making infinity scarves to 
give as gifts to family and friends, before stopping altogether. Most people have outlets or 
hobbies to cope with everyday life. I found that crocheting helped me cope with my anxiety. 
Through repetitive motions, I was able to look past things in my life that were stressful and, at 
times, too much. I believe that everyone has a healthy outlet or hobby to help them with life, 
work, and overall stress. 

In November of 2015, I made a baby blanket. My husband and I had decided we wanted to 
have a baby. I thought that maybe, if I made a blanket, made the preparations for a baby, the 
universe would give to me in kind. Orange and tan, something neutral, that I could give to my 
little bundle of joy. In January, I saw the two lines, and I could not have been more elated. I 
began making baby blankets, baby hats for my future baby. One month later, my sister-in-law 
got pregnant. I started working on a large, multicolored baby blanket for my upcoming niece. Six 
months in to my pregnancy, my sister called to tell me that she, too, was pregnant. I learned 
how to read crochet patterns, and started making stuffed animals to send to her. Nothing 
brought me more joy than making something for my niece or my own future child.  

I could not believe that I was going to have a child. 

Me. 

Someone who had only dreamt of having a 'happily ever after.' 

I spent most of my time crocheting beanies, hats, and stuffed animals. It brought me joy to know 
that these tiny items were going to be cherished for years to come. Photos and memories would 
be filled with the things that I had made for these children.  

On September 22, 2016, my life changed forever. I had the most beautiful baby boy, Brendan 
Theodore: 6 lbs, 5 oz, 19 1/2 inches tall. In the six short months since I've had him, I've 
experienced more love, more fear, more happiness than I could have ever imagined possible. 
Months of no sleep, feeding difficulties, and teething pain that have undoubtedly been more 
rewarding than anything else I could have done in my life. My husband and I have grown closer 
together through all the struggles of parenthood, and we have only begun. Trading nights of 
sleep, days of rest, and every other feeding is nothing new to this household! I am honored to 
have my best friend and partner in crime doing this by my side. Brendan could not be a happier 
child.  

At the end of 2016, my best friend and I started getting together at her house, and crocheting 
various things, for fun. I had been selling a few things at work, here and there – scarves, little 
animals, etc. In January of 2017, we decided to officially start a business. We named it Pretty 
Girls & Monkey Men, after the nicknames we gave to our children. Jordan, my best friend and 
business partner, has three beautiful children: Cain, 7, and Lonnie and Valerie, 5. She calls her 



daughters her pretty girls, and she called her son monkey, which I now also call my son.  

Jordan and I got all of our affairs in order and started selling. Setting up a webpage, an email, 
an inventory list, etc., we started taking orders, and divvying them up between us. I take care of 
customer facing, Jordan works on the background (inventory lists, budgets, and so on). We 
each make projects. We've made various sections, like Home, Baby (my personal favorite), and 
the custom orders we receive. Each of us have taken our talents and turned them into 
something that is both fun and lucrative.  

Jordan has taken her strengths in web building, Excel, and her creativity to the next level. I, as 
well as Jordan, feel very accomplished. We use what we already love doing to make a little 
extra money. When I am crocheting, I do not feel like I am working. It excites me to be able to 
take something that personally helps me, and use it to make other people happy. Knowing that 
the items I make are cherished by people, or given as gifts, is a wonderful feeling.  

From crocheting needles to a new life as mother to my little monkey…dreams do come true. 

 

 

Prettygirlsmonkeymen.com 
Facebook.com/prettygirlsmonkeymen  
Instagram.com/prettygirls.monkeymen 
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FRESH THYME - Coupon Frenzy – by Marcy Lytle 

When I was first married, money was tight, and I felt responsible for spending wisely, I really 
tried.  I saved the newspaper coupons, cut them out, tried to plan my meals around them, and 
then…  I showed up at the store without them. Or it took me two hours to buy groceries instead 
of one, because I was searching for the darn products on the coupons!  And then I’d quit…until I 
felt guilty again and started clipping. 

Now, it’s not clipping.  It’s using apps on our phones, scanning bar codes, saving emails, etc. 
and it’s actually quite maddening.  I get a whole slew of emails each morning with coupons for 
the crafts store, jewelry at another store, or buy one get one half off somewhere else.  And I 
want to scream, sometimes!  I love getting a bargain, and saving 50%, or buying two for one, 
but seriously there are some days I just can’t keep up.   

As time has progressed, I’ve gotten older, money’s not quite so tight any more, and I’ve 
loosened the straps of that backpack of guilt I carried around for so long. That backpack full of 
notes that said if I didn’t spend wisely, if I didn’t save here, if I didn’t buy that brand…I’d be a 
loser of some sort.  It even had tucked in its pockets little pennies that were animated and 
screamed, “A penny saved is a penny earned,” and other old adages I’d heard from 
somewhere… 

So am I saying to discard coupons and not use them?  Of course, not.   Now I have this method 
and a way of falling out of the frenzy into breathing, living, offering myself grace, and living 
within my means without fretting over whether or not I purchased the “best buy.”  And it goes 
something like this: 

 I have my favorite stores that I frequent often, and for those stores, I look for the emails 
for the coupons…and use them. 

 If I forget that I have them or accidentally – God forbid – they expire, I throw them in the 
trash or delete them from my inbox and say, “Oh well, there’ll be another one soon.” 

 I no longer use grocery coupons, although I’m sure they’re great and save tons, because 
I just don’t have the time to compare, go to different stores, and look for specific brands.  
I’ve let go of the guilt in this area. 

 When shopping on line, I search for a coupon and if there’s one I use it – and if there’s 
not – sometimes I wait and sometimes I don’t – depending on the moment. 

 When I’ve used a coupon and saved a bundle, I smile at my purchase, pat myself on the 
back and go on home, satisfied and happy that it worked, this time. 

There are some who cannot exist without coupons, and I get that.  It’s a necessity and a way of 
life, because of financial situations.  But if you’re in that boat, I hope you make couponing a 
game, a challenge, enlist the help of your kids, and cut yourself some slack when you don’t 
save a buck here or there.   

And if you’re like I was, buried under guilt and a pile of discounts, come on out.  The water’s 
great where I’m swimming and the freedom is even greater still.  There are still coupons floating 
to the surface, but you’re no longer scouring the bottom of the ocean to find them. 



We are to be wise and carry all of those other Proverbs 31 descriptions of a woman who is 
highly to be praised, but we’re also to “laugh at the days to come,” clothing ourselves in strength 
and dignity.  And those two banners don’t come from fretting, worrying, and striving to save a 
buck. They come from standing tall, knowing we can’t do it all, and realizing that’s a-okay. 

�
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FRESH THYME - Don’t Mess with My Hat – by Marcy Lytle 

You know the routine…  

You’re wearing a hat because it’s a “bad hair day.” After all, that’s when most of us wear hats, 
right?  You’re out on a date or with a group, and someone comes by and nudges your hat or 
takes it off your head, and you absolutely come unglued.  You quickly snatch it back, put it back 
in place, and hope no one saw that you haven’t washed your hair in days, didn’t even brush it, 
and you desperately need to color it, too.  And you’re mortified, because you realize that 
everyone in the room saw this tangled mess on top of your head when your cute hat was 
knocked off… 

Have you had that experience?  I have.  And others like it. 

There are all sorts of activities that we do that we don’t want anyone around to bother us, when 
we’re in the moment:  

 Putting on mascara – a nudge can be blinding! 
 Painting our nails – don’t even come near us. 
 Wearing heels – don’t ask us to walk quickly to the concert. 
 Removing our shoes – Seriously?  Wait until we’ve lotioned our heels and had a 

pedicure. 
 Cleaning the house – move out of our way, the vacuum is alive and well… 
 Reading a book – just wait until the end of this chapter…then ask. 
 Shopping – don’t stand there and stare at me, go sit on a chair “over there” while I look. 
 Getting dressed – get out of the closet, I have nothing to wear. 

It’s funny to think about how particular we all are, when doing “our” thing and wearing “that” 
outfit or accessory.  We do not want to be embarrassed, fall down, get smudged, let someone 
see our exposed feet, interrupt a job we’ve started, distract us from an engrossing story, mess 
up our fun, or be near us in moments of indecision. 

I’m probably the world’s worst at all of these, as I don’t like to be cuddled, nudged, talked to, or 
bothered when I’m in a “dither.” 

Sometimes, my husband grabs me anyway, when I’m all bothered with my to-do list and he 
hugs me tight, I release my tension, and I hug him back.  The day goes well, when I do that. 

Other times, he leaves the closet, goes out the front door and waits in the car, until I’m through 
tossing clothes and I arrive in the seat next to him, and he starts the car. Sometimes, we speak 
kindly to each other…or not… after that. 

There’s nothing wrong with wanting our hat to stay put, or warning others to steer clear because 
the vacuum is on the move.  Nothing wrong at all.  

But when something disturbs us on accident, or we do jab our eye, or we need to stop and pay 
attention to someone else for a second, then we need to stop and smile and laugh at the 



absurdity of it all, right?  I’m telling myself this even as I write, because my hat got knocked off 
recently and I was mad…just mad…at the person who jokingly removed it.   

Will I keep wearing hats?  You bet, I will, because I love them.  But please don’t mess with my 
hat, because you never know what’s underneath.   And I’ll try to offer the same consideration to 
you, when you’re painting your nails…and I walk by.   

�
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FRESH THYME - Shopping at Ross – by Marcy Lytle 

Yes, I do.  I go to the discount store, and actually Ross is one of my favorites.  I have friends 
who won’t step foot in the store, because it’s messy.  Especially at night and on the weekends, 
shoppers have been discourteous and left items strewn all over the place.  I have a husband 
who laughs at me as I gravitate toward the aisles he calls “the garage sale” items.  And I know 
many who don’t want to stand there and thumb through endless racks of clothes, looking for one 
jewel, among many outcasts.  I get it. 

But I love it.  

I know that the aisles are messy because the store doesn’t have personnel to clean up, and  
that’s part of why they can offer these huge discounts.  I like the aisles of mismatched goodies 
because I’ve come across an absolute treasure while hunting.  And I enjoy the racks of clothes, 
especially after a truck has arrived, because there is such a diverse group of clothes designers 
– not just the same old brands over and over again like in other department stores. 

Here are the things I consider when going to Ross, and the amazing fun I have while there: 

 The turnover is great.  Every week there are new shoes, bags, tops, and toys. 
 The prices are greater.  I’ve found Play Dough sets in the back for half the price of 

others.   
 The variety is enticing.  I can find shirts with details and oddities on them, instead of 

plain and boring lines. 
 Shoes are the best.  Name brand shoes end up on the shelves, as well as unique styles, 

which I love. 
 Bags, bags, bags.  From luggage to tote bags to really cute cross body bags, they have 

them all! 
 Yard art and summer tableware are fun.  Grab a cute flatware basket, a set of plates for 

outdoors, or a twirly metal windmill at a fraction of the cost elsewhere. 
 Toys are there.  Everywhere.  Look through them and stock up for visits, birthdays, and 

Christmas! 
 Surprises are hidden.  I’ve found my favorite lotion, a really cute tea towel, or a 

whimsical dish for the table, all while on the hunt for something else. 

I can’t go on enough about the fun it is to shop in this store that has such a variety of items on 
every aisle, amid all the chaos, at times.  And it definitely is a place to be avoided on holidays 
and weekends, because it’s full, the lines are long, and the floors are a mess.  But on a 
weekday or weeknight, it’s bliss. 

Yes, other stores are nice – like Crate and Barrel, Pottery Barn, J Crew and H&M – and I love 
them all.   

But there are days when I just want a little something new, I don’t want to spend much, I want to 
linger and look, and I want to take something home – and Ross is my one-stop. 



If you don’t like to shop, kids and messiness annoy you, and you like to hurry in and out, then I 
probably won’t see you when I go.  But if you’ve got 30 minutes on your lunch hour, an evening 
out for a bit, or even just need a quick look and a buy, stop in at Ross, and maybe I’ll see you 
there!   

�



FRESH THYME – Sic ‘em – by Marcy Lytle 

I’m not sure why we had this conversation, but on a recent road trip my husband and I started 
talking about the phrase “sic ‘em.” I know…we’re weird like that.  He had only heard it used 
when talking to a dog, and I had heard it used in sports, meaning to give it to the other team and 
defeat them!  I decided to look it up… 

It seems sic ‘em is usually used to command a dog to attack an annoying intruder, to get that 
intruder to leave one alone.  Maybe you’ve used it yourself, when playing outside with your dog 
and a cat runs by, and maybe you’re not so much a cat lover, so you say, “Sic ‘em!” and your 
dog scares the cat away. 

Sic ‘em can also mean to pursue something in an attack, like I mentioned, in reference to a 
game.    Maybe the team from behind is really pushing forward and gaining ground on the team 
that’s ahead, and someone will yell “Sic ‘em” to the person on defense who’s going after the 
carrier of the ball…to get to them and knock them down before they cross the goal. 

Either way, that command has some force behind it, doesn’t it?  It just sounds like a command 
to be obeyed!   

That night, after our funny conversation about this phrase, I woke up thinking of it again and 
how the letters S-I-C could also stand for something that I could use when I feel as though I’m 
the one being attacked, being pursued, or being harassed.  It could easily be an acronym for 
Stable in Christ.  

 In other words, when winds of discouragement blow against me and try to uproot my faith, I can 
yell, “Sic ‘em” to the lies.  And the truth that I am “stable in Christ” will run after them and send 
them reeling. 

In other words, when condemnation and shame rise up to make me stumble and cower and 
give up and bow out, I can yell, “Sic ‘em” to that feeling and the knowledge that I am “stable in 
Christ” will reaffirm my stance as a child of the King, one who is only loved…never condemned. 

In other words, when life is just plain pressurized and I feel like I’m about to blow my top like the 
cooker on the stove, I can yell “Sic ‘em” to that busyness, lists of to-do’s that’s a mile long, and 
worthiness that I feel only comes through accomplishment, and I will be set free as I realize I am 
“stable in Christ,” and nothing can move me. 

There are all sorts of phrases we yell at those out there in the world, especially to our animals or 
to teams playing on a field.  And it’s easy to yell when we’re sitting on the sidelines and they’re 
out there in the thick of the game. 

But what about when we’re in the thick of the game, and we’re the ones being pursued?   

Next time you’re losing ground and there’s an opposing force breathing down your neck, just 
turn around and yell, “Sic ‘em,” and think about your stability in Christ.  He says we might be 
pressed from all sides, persecuted, and knocked down but…not abandoned, not struck down 
and not destroyed. (II Corinthians 4). 



These are not just words we say, hoping we’ll survive the attack. They are wisdom, the truth, 
and faith in the One who has already defeated the attacker. 

“Sic ‘em.”  I like the sound of it. 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

June 2017 



 

 

 

 

 
TIPS 
 
 
 
 

 



Seven for You – Summer Ideas – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve been watching cooking shows for a while now, reading magazines with how-to articles, and 
learning myself how to repurpose things around the house.  It’s fun to find new ways to store or 
serve up food, organize or decorate in the home, or how to put things together using items we 
already have!  This month of June, here are a few ideas you might want to try this summer as 
you enter this next season of fun… 

 Storage bags – Yes, these are for storing things like leftovers.  But they can also be 
used for carrying your own air-popped popcorn into the movies!  The large Ziplock bags 
are great for this, and they can be taken in a large tote under your arm!  Little storage 
bags can be used for fruit snacks for kids (and adults!) Cut up fruit (add flavor if  you like, 
like apple jelly), insert, and zip – and line them up in the fridge for the taking.  If you have 
loose screws and bolts that you might need later, zip them up, place them in a drawer 
and label them with tape.  This way you don’t have a drawer of a 100 little pieces of 
metal scooting around when you open and shut. 

 Pimiento jars – or other tiny jars.  Keep them and use them for serving.  Let’s say 
you’re having people over and you want to give everyone a scoop of ice cream, or some 
granita you’ve made and stored in the freezer.  Place all your little short jars on a tray, 
scoop away, and serve!  It’s so fun to have small containers of different shapes, instead 
of a row of matching bowls that are too big for tiny bites! 

 Tablecloths – Keep several on hand, folded nicely in a closet, of all shapes and sizes – 
and use them.  Round ones can be pulled out for outdoor décor or dining.  Long ones 
can be taken in the car all summer long for impromptu picnics, to cover those nasty 
tables in the parks.  Whimsical and colorful ones can be used to decorate when 
company is coming – underneath your spread of food.  So fun! Did you know that Five 
Below has really cute cloths for $5? 

 Tea lights – I have a metal decorative container and it’s full of these tiny candles in a tin.  
They’re great for plopping in jars of all sizes to place down a table for dinner.  You can 
put them in tiny votive candle holders, and the tea lights don’t melt and make a mess.  
Remember those tiny jars you’ve been keeping from tip #2 up above?  Use them to 
house tea lights in arrays of three, on a shelf, or on your mantel!  There’s no reason to 
stay in the dark.  Create light for ambience.  It will make you smile. 

 Corn tortillas – Keep a stack of these in your fridge.  You can slice them in triangles 
and fry them up for the most delicious tortilla chips around – just sprinkle with salt right 
when you remove them from the oil to drain.  Use your slow cooker to cook a big piece 
of pork, then shred it and top it with avocado and cilantro, and serve up in warm tortillas.  
Take that leftover chicken and roll it up in tortillas, and make taquitos!  These little round 
circles of corn are amazingly versatile! 

 Ribbon – I love the bins at Michaels Stores up near the register, where there are spools 
of ribbon for sale for $1 or so, each.  I like to stock up on these because they’re 
patterned and of different widths, and so pretty.  I keep a roll of brown paper, and then 
use these pretty ribbons to adorn a simple gift.  Ribbons can be tied around your neck as 
a choker, plain and simple.  They can be tied around your hair, tucked underneath the 



back, for a headband.  And they can be used to tie the handles of a gift bag together, to 
keep it somewhat closed.  It’s so fun to have this stash of color in my giftwrap box. 

 Bugspray – I know it’s silly to include this item, but seriously, it’s a lifesaver.  Stock up 
on bottles, and place one just outside the back door, inside the console of your car, 
tucked in your picnic basket (in a zipper bag), in your beach or pool bag, and one right 
beside the front door before you head out.  You can find bug spray all-natural at 
Sunshine Farms.  And if you live in a muggy climate like I do, you’ll need several bottles 
strategically placed so that you aren’t caught off guard and end up with itchy bumps all 
over. 

What little items or ideas have you come up with, ones you use over and over, because it just 
makes life easier or more fun? 

Happy Summer… 

�



The Dressing – The Tank Top – by Marcy Lytle 

I’m pretty sure I own a tank top in almost every color there is, and I have them hanging on scarf 
hangers with hooks, because I wear this one piece of clothing nearly every single day of the 
year.  Tank tops are inexpensive, come in all colors, and they also come in varying widths and 
lengths, so one has to know what she’s doing when purchasing this closet staple!  Even in the 
summer months, I wear this piece of clothing and I can’t say that it makes me hot at all…but I 
can say it makes me all sorts of comfortable for several reasons… 

1. It’s like a body shaper.  Stretchy tanks, bought to snugly fit, can serve as a body 
shaper…and help keep your capris from sliding.  I have this pair of capri jeans that tends 
to stretch out during the day and come loose at the waist.  If I wear a stretchy tight tank 
under my top for the day to cover bulges, it serves as a shaper and almost like a belt, if I 
pull it down over the waistline! 

2. It covers your bra straps…hopefully.  Target has some nice tank tops that are wide 
enough to cover bra straps, and this is something we all need when wearing the wide 
boat-style necks that so many cute blouses have this season.  Off the shoulder doesn’t 
work for some, because they just can’t tolerate strapless bras.  So tanks that cover are 
the answer! 

3. It adds length to a short shirt.  I’ve done it, you’ve done it, we’ve all done it.  We’ve 
bought a shirt that fits perfectly until we wash it and forget to grab it right out of the dryer, 
and there it is – two inches shorter than when we first purchased it!  Argghhh!  No fear, 
though. If you’ve got tanks in staple colors like white, tan, and brown, you can slip one 
on underneath and it peeks out the bottom as if to say, “I’m the key piece, here!” and it 
is! 

4. It’s a sheer saver.  Some of this season’s blouses are sheer, cool, floral, beautiful, and 
cool!  But…they’re see-through.  Adding a cute tank underneath helps provide coverage, 
and can sometimes add just that right splash of color under a sheer blouse.  This is why 
you need so many of these wonderful shirts! 

5. It’s a layer.  There are kimonos and wraps, summer jackets and vests, and all sorts of 
outer wear…even for the summer season.  If you’ve got a solid color wrap, try a 
patterned tank underneath.  If your summer jacket is too tight to button or too hot to 
close up, then slip on a tank underneath and wear it open! Cute idea! 

6. It’s a neckline lifter.  I can’t wear low-cut blouses, I just can’t do it.  My bra shows, 
unwanted cleavage peeks out, and it’s just ugly.  Tanks that have a relatively high 
neckline can save all kinds of embarrassment, and they look rather cute as a contrast at 
the neckline, where you can then add a piece of jewelry…or not! 

7. Tanks are cheap!  My favorite place to get them is Rue 21 (where you can get all 
patterns and colors), Target (as mentioned above, the tanks there are long enough and 
wide enough to cover bra straps) and Cotton On (they sometimes have extra-long tanks 
which are great to have!).  There are sales sometimes where you can get 3-4 of these 
staples for under $20.  So stock up! 

I don’t find that tanks add unwanted warmth in the summer months. I only find that they add 
everything good, and I just can’t keep enough of them in stock.  White ones can get dingy, so be 



sure to wash them only with whites, in the washer!  Cotton ones can shrink in length, so be sure 
you read the labels.  And ones with skinny straps really don’t help a girl out at all, so avoid 
those! 

Here’s hoping that you find a treasure full of tanks for the summer season that you can wear all 
over town! 



Selah’s Style – The Troll Party Plan! – by Selah Irwin 
 
Let’s switch it up a little.  
 
I usually talk about fashion in this article, but today I want to give you a little taste of the party 
planning style of Selah! 
 
As you know, Trolls is my absolute favorite movie ever, so that is what I chose for my birthday 
party theme this year. Trolls is a great theme because of the bright colors, the rainbow, flowers 
and trollific fun!  
 
You can party this way till the day is done.  
 
The idea of the party was to have a station for each activity. The first stop when guests arrived 
was Poppy’s Hair Pavilion to get their hair done up like a troll. There was no shortage of fun and 
crazy decorations for the hair. We provided, spray, beautiful flowers, pom poms. pipe cleaners, 
headbands, and clips. So far, this party was off to a glorious start. 
 
Second stop was to make your own troll garden. We gave each guest a box with a house to 
paint, rocks, gems, grass seeds, flowers, glitter, stickers and a tiny troll. We saved the trolls 
from fear by providing shelter here. 
 
The next stop was something great that we should all appreciate - FOOD! It can fix any bad 
attitude! It was a simple meal of hot dogs, chips, and potato salad. We made it more creative by 
adding a rainbow shaped veggie tray that made us all want to say, “Hooray!” We also created 
individual rainbow fruit cups.  
 
Dessert was next on the agenda. Check out Cooper’s Cupcakes! This was a DIY cup cake 
decorating buffet. 
 
Games were up after dessert. We played Satin and Chenille’s Fashion challenge. We split into 
two teams. Each team had 5 minutes to make the best troll fashion possible. Here’s the catch. 
We only had toilet paper, foil, tape, tablecloths, and laundry pins. It was super fun and the outfits 
turned out incredible.  
 
In DJ Suki’s dance party we had the television set up to play "Just Dance." Did you notice how 
we made the top of the canopy look like Poppy’s hair?  
 
We rounded off the night with everyone settling down to relax under the stars to watch the Trolls 
movie. 
 
Everyone had a great time, especially me!  

If this was not enough excitement for you, there are more ideas and details on my Youtube 
channel Swaybee Cakes. My amazing brother Isaac put together a fantastic video of the whole 
experience! 

�



Tried and True – No More Gadgets – by Marcy Lytle 

I get so tired of seeing little stupid gadgets that appear on shelves at Father’s Day and again at 
Christmas – like an eight ball for his desk, a screwdriver pen, or a mug with deer antlers 
emerging from its sides.  Do dads really want those things?  I know if my husband receives 
those items they end up in the garage for use at a later time, and later will never come.  Surely, 
there are things we can give our dads that they really can use, really enjoy, and really want.  
Isn’t there? 

Last year, we asked some dads for ideas of things they like to receive, and we posted them.  
This year, we’re going to offer some suggestions of things to do with your dad, in memory of 
your dad, or for your dad…that are more thoughtful…and maybe more memorable than another 
funny tie or goofy socks. 

1. If he’s an outdoorsman, go fishing at the lake.  Find time to go fishing with the family, or 
with just you and him.  Especially if this is an activity you did with him as a child, he will 
enjoy doing it again with you as an adult. 

2. If he’s passed, make a dinner he would enjoy and talk about the best memories with 
your kids. I have a friend that does this – they make steak and potatoes – and they enjoy 
every bite together in memory of their awesome father. 

3. If he’s elderly, visit him and let him talk.  Interview him about the war, what he did as a 
child for fun, his first car, etc.  Enjoy ice cream floats together, as you visit.  The gift of 
time is priceless. 

4. If he’s a sports enthusiast, find tickets to a game and give them to him, for you and him.  
Or invite him to shoot hoops with you and your friends, and another friend’s dad.    

5. If he’s a music lover, search your area and find a coffee shop with live music, and invite 
him for a big slice of cake and cup of coffee, while you listen together…and stop by a 
music store on the way home to let him pick up a new album. 

6. If he’s a gardener, or enjoys yard work, offer to come spend a couple hours sitting 
outside with him while enjoying iced tea and cookies, or go with him to the garden center 
and buy something he picks out to plant.   

7. If he’s far away and you won’t get to see him, face time or skype him, and enjoy the 
same food together.  Call him ahead of time and ask him to make popcorn and pour a 
coke, and you do the same.  Then Skype and visit a long time.   

8. If he’s a movie buff, invite him out to see a movie of his choice, buy his snacks, and 
laugh when he laughs. 

9. If he loves the open road, go for a long drive out in the country with trail mix and sodas in 
the car, a map in his hand, and stops and fun along the way. 

10. If he’s discouraged due to health issues or loss of a job, print out encouraging verses, 
pray with him, and remind him of God’s goodness.  Then play a family game together, 
one that makes everyone laugh – like Charades. 

Father’s Day is just another Sunday on the calendar, but it’s a day to reflect, consider, offer 
time, and love on that man that you call dad.  If he’s out of your life and gone and this day is too 
sorrowful to swallow, then enjoy your heavenly Father by playing outside in his creation, or 



enjoying your own children, or eating to your heart’s content as you give thanks for HIS love that 
never fails.   
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Practical Parenting - Chicken and Fries – by Marcy Lytle 

I recently read a Facebook post about parenting that was meant to make readers smile or 
laugh, and I certainly did both.  It was a long list of things that parents strive to achieve to parent 
well these days, including feeding them the best foods, placing them in the best sports leagues 
and classes, etc. and then there was one line at the end that stated something like – and this is 
what all generations did before us – “feed them sometimes.”  I laughed, because it’s so true.  I 
see moms fret over the perfect diaper to use, the correct amount of exercise and play time to 
offer, the best ideas on discipline, etc. until I think what a daunting burden these moms are 
under! Why don’t they just ask us older moms who raised some pretty darn nice kids – our 
daughters and sons! 

There are some things to be concerned with, for sure.  Like allergies, disabilities, and struggles 
that are real.  But many things parents fret over can certainly be let go, in favor of a more 
pleasurable parenting experience than picking and prodding and perusing and panicking…aren’t 
there? 

Chicken and Fries – It won’t hurt your kids to eat this from the drive-through – when you’re in a 
hurry or don’t feel like making dinner.  It’s okay and it won’t hurt them, and they’ll squeal with 
delight over the little toy tucked inside the kid’s meal. 

Play at home – It’s good for kids to have down time with no practices to be at, appointments to 
make, or classes to sit still in.  In fact, it’s good for them to be at home, be bored, and have to 
come up with something to do – like create a fort out of blankets and chairs – or mix spices in 
water for muck soup! 

Sleeping and Napping – Our kids get tired and they need a nap, and need nighttime routines, 
for sure.  But if there’s an occasional outing that you want to attend with the kids, or maybe let 
them nap in the car while you enjoy some sunshine and cool breezes with the windows down – 
go for it!  Do what works for you and yours, not hers and them.  Routines are great, but an 
occasional delight is greater. 

Plain ole’ School – Okay, moms.  There are all sorts of choices out there for preschool, 
daycare, kindergarten and so on, and it’s overwhelming to consider and wonder which is the 
“best” for your child, where he’s going to thrive, and how he’s going to be perceived by your 
peers.  Sometimes, your neighborhood school is the best place!  You can walk him to school, he 
can have neighborhood friends that are in his class, and you can volunteer!  Those things are 
more valuable than prestige and high rankings.  And you can spend your dollars on fun things 
like vacations, instead of tuition! 

Messy floor, shut the door – You’re not supermom, and there is no such thing as that woman 
– she only exists on the pages of magazines!  If you want to have a play date, or invite another 
family to dinner, just learn to shut doors and leave them be, messy floors and all.  Having 
company doesn’t require that you present a spotless home from floor to floor, room to room.  Sit 
outside, sit in the living room and invite the kids to sit with you, and ban the rest of the house 
from all guests.  It’s your home, and you can do that. 



Leave them be – If you’re buying, checking out, and storing up piles of books to read on 
parenting, stop it.  If you’re puzzled by your child’s behavior or worried that he’s going to be 
behind, or fretting over his lack of artistic ability, let it go.  Pray.  Ask God to place people and 
resources in your life if there’s a real problem.  However, 9 times out of 10, there is no problem 
but us.  Every child advances, learns, and dresses herself differently and at different rates.  If 
your daughter hasn’t learned to tie her shoes and all of your friends’ kids have, congratulate 
them, and be happy. 

Wear your pearls – I hear all the time of moms who just can’t get dressed, put on makeup, or 
present themselves like they “think they should” – all perfect and pretty and pressed.  However, 
if you’ve got a strand of pearls or pearl studs, or one piece of beautiful jewelry – wear it.  Wear it 
when you mop, when you clean the toilet, and when you’ve got on nothing but a tshirt and 
shorts.  It will make you feel like the pearl or gem that you really are…seriously. 

Lighten up, moms.  Pile the kids in the car tonight and get them some chicken and fries.  Head 
to the park instead of another program or lesson, and just watch them play.  Get home a bit late 
and let them fall asleep in the car and sleep in their clothes…without a bath…sometimes.  It’s 
okay, you’re a good mom, and it won’t hurt your kids one bit.  In fact, your kids will emerge from 
the chaos of parenting with memories and freedoms they’ll pass on to their kids, and you’ll still 
be sane when they leave home… 

�



I Don’t Do Teenagers – No More Bandaids – by Marcy Lytle 

Being a mom of little kids is back breaking, tiring, and downright hard, because there’s never 
enough sleep, there are always cuts and scrapes to be bandaged, and bending and stooping 
never ends.  And then there are the teenage years, and there’s that one time in particular when 
we realize there’s no Bandaid, no hug, no new toy, and no nap that can fix the problem before 
you.  It usually hits you in the face that all of a sudden there’s this problem you cannot solve. 

What do I mean? 

When her first boy crush is not interested in her, like she thought he was.   

When his best friend, since elementary school, moves away. 

When she’s mistreated at a slumber party, by girls she thought were her friends. 

When he’s asked to be put in the game, but he continually sits the bench. 

Those are the times when we can give advice, spout off how things will get better and he’ll 
make new friends, offer a hug but she’ll slam her door and retreat, and we will want to speak but 
we have to be silent because the coach said so. 

I think these times, when we can’t fix the hurt, are the hardest.  It starts in the teen years and 
continues on, even after the kids leave home.  And we think it’s the most terrible thing in the 
world, but the reality is that it can be the best thing for them. 

If we’ve taught our kids scriptures, prayed with them and for them, lived a life before them of 
working through hard times, then there comes a time when our kids have to learn to lean in to 
Him, for themselves. 

 Unless they experience heartache, they won’t know that he’s the comforter. 
 Unless he’s lonely and experiences loss, he won’t know to read the scripture and find 

hope. 
 Unless she has friends that disappoint, she’ll always lean on people and find her identity 

there, not in Him. 
 Unless he sits the bench, he won’t realize the benefits of team work, obeying instruction, 

and humility - which build character. 

Imagine a yard full of swing sets, a porch with four posts, a car in the driveway, and walls made 
of brick.  That describes most of our lives with young kids, right? As they grow into the teenage 
years, they outgrow those swing sets, they step off the porch and away from our sight, they 
venture past our brick walls, and they get their own cars.  So all of the things we provided for 
them to lean on are now no longer fitting them, because they’re moving on…   

This is a good thing, indeed, though.  Our kids have to make that transition from childhood to 
adulthood when all of the cute stories they’ve heard, the words of wisdom we’ve given, and the 
songs they sing have been sung, to see if the ONE will be strong enough to lean on…and HE 
WILL. 



The best thing we can do as moms and dads of teens who no longer heal with Bandaids is point 
them to that strong tower, the name of Jesus, the tower to which they can run and find shelter 
and strength in all of the storms they’re facing.  In fact, we’ve used this same following verse 
over on the devotional page for family time together… 

Proverbs 18:10 says, 

The name of the LORD is a strong tower; The righteous runs into it and is safe. 

Trading in Bandaids for a strong tower – pretty good tradeoff – don’t you think? 

 

 

 



Life as We Know It - Joy and Pain Part 1: Jordan’s Story – by Erica Simmons 

 

Our Heavenly Father has provided His word to help guide us through our earthly life. As one of 

His followers I understand the importance of His word. I read it, I study it, I teach it and I attend 

church on a regular basis to hear it; yet how many times did I need a painful or hard lesson in 

not heeding it, to drive the message home.  As a parent, these are the type of lessons I fight 

hard for my boys not to have.  Unfortunately, this is not always the case.  

Jordan’s Story 

Sunday April 2 is the day it all began. It was one of those days that Jordan and I clashed as we 

were getting ready for church. I don’t remember what it was about; as so often is the case, when 

larger more important issues drown out the pettiness of life. I recall worship being especially 

good and remember praying for Jordan to hear something in the service that would touch his 

heart in relation to our disagreement. That’s important, because when he showed up beside me 

from upstairs with the youth, I thought that my prayer had been answered. “I need to talk to 

you,” he said. We got up and went into the foyer, where it did not take long for me to realize this 

was something else, totally different. He was agitated and could barely speak. Now I started to 

worry. “Jordan what is it?” I frantically asked, knowing it was bad. “It’s Izzy, they say she is 

dead,” he told me before crumpling into my arms in tears. Gut punched, there is no other way to 

describe it, the way I felt as I recalled seeing her just a few days before, and felt my child’s 

anguish. There has been no worse feeling for me than holding my broken child knowing there 

was nothing I could do to make the pain go away. 

I had a realization while supporting Jordan through this difficult situation. I was able to 

sympathize with him and thought the most difficult part would be getting him through the 

service, which was tough on him, but I was wrong. I did not experience the loss personally, so 

after the service I found myself packing away the trauma and moving on. For my son, who 

experienced the loss very personally, it would not be so easy.  This is a loss that he will not only 

feel for a long time, but I am learning it is also a powerful force that is bringing life into clarity. 

The following is a text message he sent me, used with his permission of course. 

 On Friday April 28 he wrote: 

I think I have a problem with not doing I just don’t want to do 
things and if I don’t want to do them I’m not going to and I need 
to start teaching myself to do things to actually go out and make 
relationships with people actually go out and make decent 



grades and I don’t think I’ve been doing that and so I’ve been 
really reflecting on myself and everything is so real lately I’m 
starting to realize that my life is changing and I can’t do anything 
about it and I don’t like where I am now but it is so familiar and 
having this thing with Izzy happen it’s put things in perspective 

My heart was singing for joy as I read this heartfelt text message, until I got to the end. My baby 

was finally saying the things I had been saying to him for the last two years. But the pain that 

drove him to finally see this is pain I would take on myself if I could, but I know that I can’t. I 

know that I will not be able to dictate how my boys learn more wisdom in this life, but I can take 

heart in God’s message in Romans 8:28 that:  

All things work together for good for those who love the Lord. 

Jordan’s text message to me has not just been words. He has lived them.  He has a new 

attitude that not only I see, but also at least one of his teachers sees. This teacher had reached 

out to me about one of his classes, that he needed to commit to doing some extra work to get 

over the hump this year. He has been able to settle in his heart his program of study. He wants 

to go into social work, specifically work with children, and anyone who knows Jordan will agree 

that he will be great at this.  

Though I am happy about the new and improved effort from Jordan, he still struggles with his 

loss and will continue to, as he learns to process. As Mom, it is my honor and privilege to walk 

with him through this. I am so fortunate that my boys still come and talk to me. It may not be as 

often as I want, but knowing they know they will come when life gets to be too much makes me 

happy. 

Next month, Jerimiah’s story… 

 



A Night to Remember - Strong Tower – by Marcy Lytle 

Our kids (and we do, too!) need to know the power in the name of Jesus.  They need to know 
(and we do, too!) that there is no other name by which we can be saved, and there is no name 
above the name of Jesus.  He is to be first in our lives, above all else.  And…he is to be our 
refuge, our hiding place, and our place of protection, when life gets tough. Life gets tough from 
the moment we breathe our first breath, even more so for some of our kids than others.  From 
learning disabilities that cause our kids to struggle, to physical disabilities or perceived 
shortcomings that make our kids targets, or to just hard family circumstances or other forces 
that blow against our kids – they need to know (and we do, too!) that Jesus is the safest place to 
which they can run. 

The name of the Lord is a strong tower.   

The righteous run to it and are safe  

– Proverbs 18:10 

Preparation:  Using a very large box, if you can find one, invite the kids draw or cut out a tower.  
Or you can use a small box, and use action figures for the illustrations.  You can even have the 
kids just create a strong tower using what they have in the house (chairs, blocks, blankets, etc.)  
Give them an allotted time – say 30 minutes – to make it.  Another idea is to use one room in 
the house, perhaps with pillows piled high or a stool on which to stand, etc.  Let them use their 
imagination. 

Gather the family together for this very important lesson on the reason to run to Jesus, and the 
protection that results from that running… 

The unfriendly – Proverbs 18:1 says the unfriendly person starts quarrels.  We can make sure 
that we are not that unfriendly person, and when an unfriendly person starts an argument with 
us, we can run to Jesus and ask him for the ability to remain silent, or say something nice in 
return. (Act out this scenario – the kids run to the tower and ask Jesus for ways to be friendly to 
the unfriendly, and share this with the family.) 

Gossipers – Proverbs 18:8 refers to gossipers. When we talk about others behind their backs 
it’s like stabbing them with a sharp object, and it really hurts.  It doesn’t matter whether they 
hear us or not, it’s a jab at a friend, and it’s not nice to do.  We can guard our own tongues from 
gossiping, and we can walk away from a group of gossipers. (Act out this scenario – the kids 
run to the tower, and talk about how it feels to be gossiped about, and ask Jesus what they can 
do to bless others, instead of putting them down.  Share with the family.) 

Cheaters – Proverbs 18:11 refers to those who are “slack in their work.”  This might be the kids 
who cheat, look on others’ papers, and copy answers.  Or maybe it’s those who don’t do their 
work at all, when groups are asked to work together, so they cheat the group out of 
accomplishing a task and getting it done well.  We can pray for cheaters, and pray against ever 
cheating by being slack in our own work. (Act out this scenario – have the kids run to the tower, 



to ask Jesus for ideas on how to deal with cheaters, and how to never be one – then share with 
the family.) 

The Crushed – Proverbs 18:14 refers to a crushed spirit.  There are some kids who have 
suffered from a divorce, a loss of a relative or friend (even a pet), or who are constantly 
mistreated at home.  This causes their spirit to be crushed, or very, very sad.  We can share 
with them the love of Jesus so He can be their strong tower, too!  (Act out this scenario – have 
the kids run to the tower and pray for kids who are crushed in spirit, and ask Jesus to heal their 
crushed spirits as well – and emerge to share with the family.) 

We’ve only thought of four groups of people that need the name of Jesus to be their strong 
tower, but there are many, many more (ask the kids to think of others who need His strength.)   

The towers we build are flimsy at best.  Cardboard towers can be knocked down.  Blankets and 
pillows can easily be tossed aside.  And locked doors that we hide behind can be broken open.  

However, the name of Jesus is strong; he is always there, always victorious, always firm and 
will never fail us.  We just have to call out his name, and he will come running.  We just have to 
run to him, and he will receive us with open arms.  We just have to trust in him, even when life is 
tough, and he will strengthen us when we feel weak. 

Isn’t that awesome? 

Hold hands and pray together, giving thanks for the name of Jesus, and lift high his holy name. 

 

 



The Family Practice – I’ve Had Enough – by Rachel Toalson 

It’s about that time.  
 
Burnout always comes to see me pretty early in the summer. We’ve just finished with the mad 
end-of-the-school-year rush, and now my sons are home all day every day for the next 10 
weeks. 
 
They’re all out on the back deck, playing with things, when one of the 5-year-olds finds a 
crayon, looks behind him, and doesn’t see me watching out the window. He proceeds to create 
art on the glass-top table, though he’s just been told not to do this very same thing. 
 
It’s times like these when I start feeling a pressure behind my eyes. I don’t want to deal with it. I 
don’t want to try. I’m burned out, tired, fed up. I haven’t had a break in too long. 
 
The logistics of parenting—all the discipline issues, all the needs we see to, all the things kids 
can dream up in a day to do, they are sometimes too, too much. 
 
There’s a whole lot of pressure on us in our modern parenting world—pressure to be everything, 
to do everything, to be there for everything. We have to make sure our kids are well balanced 
individuals in all facets of their lives, or we’re failing. We have to feed them three square meals 
a day, plus snacks, connect with them meaningfully every day, and keep the lines of 
communication forever open. 
 
It’s exhausting. But we do it, endlessly, because we feel guilty taking a break, because we’ve 
somehow come to believe that it’s selfish to care for ourselves when there are so many other 
people who need caring for. 
 
I’m an introvert living in the house with six loud boys. Sometimes, I will look at my husband, 
apologize, and say, “I don’t think I can handle anymore tonight.” Because I know, if I keep 
pushing through the overwhelm, the burnout, the inevitable headache, I will break. And no one 
wins there. 
 
I know my limits. I know that when I reach capacity, sometimes all it takes is closing myself in 
my room for 10 quick minutes of reading and I’m back in the ring again. 
 
It’s a little early to tell, but it’s highly likely that at least some of my children will be introverts, too. 
And that means it’s important to show them what it looks like to rest and recharge. I want to 
show them that they have permission to take time away from the buzzing nature of the crowd in 
order to find their feet again. 
 
When we take time away for ourselves, not only are we equipping our children with the 
language and knowledge of what it looks like to rest, but we are also equipping ourselves to be 
better parents. No one is a good parent burned out, stressed out, overwhelmed, exhausted, 



done. When we take time away, we have a greater capacity to care for them well and teach 
them well and love well. 
 
My 10-year-old approached me later in the morning and said, “I think I’ve had enough. I’m going 
to go take some time in my room.” 
 
And I just smiled. 
 
Here’s how to build in rest time during your day: 
 
1. Start a morning journaling habit that will get you out of bed half an hour earlier. In this journal, 
write down all your feelings, worries, fears. Essentially download the pressure in your brain. I’ve 
been doing this for a couple of years and have a whole stack of journals sitting on my shelf that 
I’ll never let anyone see. Sometimes I go back and look at them myself, because they’re great 
for granting perspective on the things that have come and passed. Write in the journal as soon 
as you wake up in the morning, when you’re still half asleep. Writing helps clarify our worlds and 
lets us take a step back from our busy lives and feel more equipped to begin our day on the 
right foot. And if writing doesn’t seem all that fun to you, find something that is. Spend half an 
hour meditating or praying or reading. Just do something for yourself. 
 
2. Trade off with a partner or a friend so that you can both get the rest you need. Have a friend 
take care of the kids for an agreed-upon time so you can get your bearings again, and then 
return the favor for her. Make this a regular occurrence. 
 
3. If all else fails, take a walk. If we can’t actually get away from the kids, sometimes we can get 
away with the kids. Take a walk outdoors. I always feel better when I’ve spent a little time in 
nature, noticing the beauty that awaits me there. Nature has a way of restoring our balance, so 
don’t be afraid to utilize its calming effects. Go to a park or somewhere safe for the children so 
you don’t spend your whole “free” time worrying about your children.�



 

 

 

 

 
YOU 

 
 
 
 

 



Strengthening Your Core – Passion Redefined – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve heard it said that to be successful in life you just find your passion, and then find a way to 
make money while doing it.  That sounded simple enough.  But what if you don’t know what 
your passion is, you’ve never really been passionate about one particular thing, and you’re sort 
of good at a lot of things but not exceptionally a master at anything?  That describes a lot of us, 
doesn’t it? 

Back when I entered college, I remember liking a lot of subjects, so it was hard for me to choose 
a major.  I started out copying my brother by choosing Computer Science, changing to 
Marketing because I adored fashion, moving over to Education and P.E. because Marketing 
was boring (and I enjoyed sports and teaching) and finally settling into Mathematics and getting 
my degree.  Were any of those my passion?  No.   

I remember not wanting children, then being given the gift of two of them, falling in love with 
them and staying home to raise them – while working various jobs at home. But were those jobs 
my passion?  They were ways to make money, while passionately loving my kids and being with 
them.  But we all know that being a passionate mom doesn’t earn us many accolades or cash…  

I thought I was passionate about having a fancy home, one that friends would envy and one I 
could decorate and show off.  I became passionate about writing songs, but that soon faded 
after a few years of wanting affirmation and not ever getting enough.  I was passionate about 
my marriage and that too was hard work, because we were both human with flaws, and it took 
forgiveness and patience and compromise – not really passions at all – but necessary.  

The point is that I felt like I had been searching for decades to find that one passion that was 
somehow elusive, and if I didn’t find it soon, life would be over, I’d be too old, and I would 
somehow miss the mark and fail at success. 

But, wait! 

I have started to realize that more than searching for that one passion and making it work to 
bring me dollars so I can be successful, I have been the recipient of passion that I need to focus 
on, think about, and relish. 

First of all, God.  God is passionate about me, and I didn’t even realize that until I was in my 
30’s. But when I got it, when I knew that he was wild about me and loved me – even when I 
didn’t perform – that was a passionate love I’d never experienced before. 

Secondly, I have a husband who passionately loves me, as well as friends who love me, too.  
These people were placed in my live as gifts.  My husband is a gift, that I too often tried to 
repurpose and rewrap to fit my needs, when what I needed what the very gift that he was by 
being him. Friends have come and gone, but I have a whole list of them who I know love me, 
would be here for me in a heartbeat, and who accept me as I am, crazy and nutty and odd. 



Thirdly, I’ve experienced passionate worship with a congregation of people who all love God 
and who exclaim that love with me, praise him with me, pray with me, encourage me, and speak 
the truth to my ears so that the passion never dies – it only grows stronger. 

Fourthly, I’ve experienced the passionate love of children being born into this world – my own – 
and those born to my children.  I’ve felt their genuine hugs, their hands squeeze mine and their 
arms reach for me to be held, and I’ve loved every minute of it.  There’s nothing quite like it. 

Fifthly, I feel like every sunrise, sunset, cold front, rain storm, lightning in the sky, clouds that 
roll by, leaves that blow in the breeze, and temperatures that rise and fall all passionately 
remind me that I’m held, boundaries are set, order is in place, and everything is good.  Even the 
winds and the waves are passionately speaking to me of HIM. 

If you’ve discovered your passion; and you’re making money fulfilling that passion, that’s 
awesome.  But as you know, even passions fulfilled can be interrupted, disappointing, and 
disappear over time.  So searching a lifetime for our passions and how to fulfill them isn’t really 
the best thing…is it? 

Experiencing passion from those things and people that surround us, and from the God and 
Creator who found us, and from the gifts and the pleasures he’s placed in front of us is the 
passion that lasts.  It’s eternal. It’s satisfying.  It’s real. And it’s powerful. 

Look around.  Observe and know that you are loved.  Receive his gifts.  Bask in the sun.  Feel 
the passion. 

And success will be yours. 



Under the Influence - Am I Bad? – by Marcy Lytle 

I think that’s something we women wonder about ourselves when we don’t fit the norm of our 
peers around us.  Maybe that woman over there volunteers once a week at the women’s 
shelter, and we never volunteer at all.  “Am I bad?” we wonder out loud.  Perhaps our best 
friend cooks dinner every night for her family, and our family barely has time to grab fast food on 
our way out to activities and schedules.  “Are we bad?” we think as we head out the door.  Or 
there might be a neighbor who dresses to kill every time she steps out the door, and we wear 
the same tshirt and jeans three times a week, because it's comfy, and comfort is life…”Are we 
bad?” 

I’m thinking that 9 times out of 10, the answer to that question is a big fat, “NO.”  In fact, the only 
time that answer might be yes is if we’re constantly comparing ourselves to other women.  And 
YES, that is bad.  We’re told in the Bible that comparing ourselves among ourselves is not wise.  
But we all do it.  And we probably do it according to our outside appearance the most.   
However, we also look around and constantly see where we are “substandard” in our own 
estimation, and this makes us feel…well bad. 

Here are a few examples of when I’ve wondered “Am I bad?” 

When I want to stay home instead of going to a function that “everyone else is attending,” 
because I’m tired or want to spend time with my husband.  Not bad… 

When I want to read a novel, to get lost in a story of intrigue and suspense, instead of washing 
and drying and folding.  Not bad… 

When I want to get fast food instead of slaving over a hot stove after a long Monday of work, 
and I know I have fresh veggies in the fridge begging to be roasted.  Not bad… 

When I choose to not shave my legs, not paint my nails and not color my hair this 
week…because I have a million other chores calling my name.  Not bad… 

When I want to listen to watch a mindless show on TV as I drift off to sleep instead of reading 
five bible verses and highlighting the ones that bring me shame.  Not bad… 

When I decide to skip exercising today in favor of sitting and watching a movie, or just chilling 
and enjoying the evening without schedules or “must-do’s.” Not bad… 

When I feel like I should be more productive because I need to accomplish, but I lay back and 
rest and flip through a magazine just for fun.  Not bad. 

Here’s the definition of “bad” to which I’m referring to: failing to conform to standards of moral 
virtue or acceptable conduct. 

If we’re being bad according to moral virtue, that’s something we deal with, with Him, trusting 
that his gentle love and mercy will bring us into right standing once again in His presence.  And 
that’s between us and Him. 



But if we’re “bad” according to what’s acceptable conduct that others dictate, or we deem 
acceptable to be liked, or because we always feel “less than,” we can lay this burden down. 

I’ve heard this question asked by women many times around me, when they’re making a 
decision they feel is right for them and their families, and yet they see others around them doing 
something different. 

Different is not bad. 

Resting is not bad. 

Skipping a chore is not bad. 

Eating out is not bad. 

And so on the list goes… 

In fact, it’s bad if you don’t go with the flow sometimes, to keep from being swept downstream, 
over a waterfall and into oblivion… 

 



Healthy Habits – Walking in Sunshine – by Marcy Lytle 

We all know that walking is just plain good for our health.  And so many of us now wear Fitbits 
to track how many steps we take daily, and I suppose that can be good. Walking outside is 
more fun that walking inside, but in the summer it can be quite a challenge to walk in the heat.  
It’s also challenging to find time to step outside at all during the day, for some of us.  Moms who 
are tending little children can’t afford to have them get sunburned, many women work in air-
conditioned offices all day and don’t even know if the sky is cloudy or clear, and others of us are 
just too busy with life that when sundown comes…we realize we haven’t walked, looked up at 
the sunshine, or felt its warmth at all for days! 

Here are a few ideas for walking in sunshine, walking outside in the evening, or just 
walking…period. We don’t have to run marathons, jog to the mailbox, or race for a cure in order 
to be healthy.  But we all need to walk. 

 Take a break.  Find one time of the day that works for you.  It could be early morning, at 
lunch, mid-afternoon, etc. but make it a habit to stop, step outside, and walk down the 
street and back for at least 30 minutes.  Breaks don’t just happen. We have to schedule 
them in. 

 Shop and then walk.  Maybe you’re out looking for a birthday gift in Target, for 
example.  Purchase your gift, take it to your car, and then walk the shopping center, all 
the way down and back, before you head home.   

 Make it a family activity.  Load up the kids in strollers, in packs, in wagons, etc. and 
make it part of your family movement daily.  It can be right after dinner or right when you 
get home. If the family knows walking is part of the routine, they’re less likely to moan.   

 Keep a list of parks on your fridge.  It’s so fun to visit different parks, and sometimes 
there are so many we can choose a different one each week!  Neighborhoods have 
parks and trails, the city has large parks with trails, and then there are trails around office 
buildings!  Make a list of say 12, and visit a new one each month for a long walk. 

 Turn off the television.  Quit recording so many TV shows to watch!  Once we’re 
settled into our chairs at night with remote in hand, it’s quite impossible to get out and 
walk.  However, if there’s nothing recorded, the TV is off, we all might say yes to a good 
jaunt outside. 

 Learn your neighborhood.  We have several paths from our own house to choose 
from.  Sometimes we choose a trail nearby, sometimes the sidewalk down a mile or so 
and back, and sometimes we wind through streets looking at yards and décor that we 
admire as we stroll. 

 Buy some good shoes.  Nothing squelches the mood for walking like returning home 
with blisters and sore feet.  Make sure you have shoes that are made for walking, ones 
that feel great on your feet, and ones that provide cushion.  They don’t have to be 
expensive, just comfy! 

What ideas do you have for walking? What keeps you from walking?  If you’re too busy, cut 
something else out.  If you’re alone, find a friend or take your dog, or offer to walk someone 
else’s dog.  If your spouse won’t join you, pray that he will…eventually.   



Walking is one of those activities that once you’re up and out, and back at home, you’re so glad 
you went, you sweated, you breathed, and you kept up the pace.   

Your heart will thank you for it. And your body will respond because of it. 

 

 

 



Beauty for Ashes - Evil for Evil – by Pam Charro 
 
I had the strangest dream last week.   
 
I dreamed I was interacting with someone who had really hurt me emotionally, and this person 
just was not sorry.  I was cool about it until I saw that this person really didn't care about how 
much I'd been hurt.  I also noticed that he didn't look at all like real life - he was huge, like the 
Michelin Man or the Stay-Puft Marshmallow Man.  I started trying to hurt him back, just to cause 
him a little of the pain that he had caused me, but no matter how hard I punched him, the blows 
weren't causing him any pain at all.   
 
I was spending all of my energy for nothing. 
 
I woke up really pondering the dream.  I think I came to understand a few things that are really 
important for me in order to move forward in my life: 
 
1.  When I give anything power over my decision to forgive, it makes the offense appear larger 
than life. 
 
2.  I can't cause damage to evil by giving it back my own evil.  It doesn't accomplish anything 
and there is no end to the amount of energy I could spend trying to do so. 
 
3.  There is far greater power in returning good for evil than for returning evil.  In my dream; 
even though I didn't actually return good, I realized I was powerless to respond in any other 
way.   
 
As the Bible says:   
 

"Do not repay anyone evil for evil…  
Do not take revenge, my dear friends, but leave room for God's wrath...  

it is mine to avenge, I will repay, says the Lord.   
Do not be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good." 

(Romans 12:17-21) 
 
God has ways of righting wrongs that I would never be able to come up with, and I don't want to 
spend my life frustrated about life's injustices! I may not always have a choice about getting 
hurt; but my desire is to recognize my helplessness in fighting back the wrong way and engage 
with the power available to me by fighting evil God's way.   
�



Created for Life – Light Revealed – by Ginny Hurley 
 
With windows unadorned and open, revealing light from outside, refreshing the room 
and creating an atmosphere of sunshine, I get hopeful again and re-energized with an 
expectation of good.  I remember that God always keeps His promises and nothing can 
prevent Him from caring and comforting me.  He has been with me in all circumstances 
and certainly hasn’t decided to change that now.   
 
I look at the light and am drawn to the knowledge that the sun comes up every morning, 
whether I see it or not.  My circumstances cannot possibly change the rising and setting 
of the sun.  I am forever encircled in His light and love.  On a cloudy day, in drought and 
in abundance, the light shines.  I am suddenly overwhelmed with the desire to study the 
light.  I search definitions and it is so extensive that I will only print the short list. 
 
LIGHT 
Noun:  The natural agent that stimulates sight and makes things visible.  
               Understanding of a problem or mystery  
Synonyms:  illumination, brightness, shining, gleam, brilliance, 
radiance, luster, glowing, dazzle. 
 

John 1:9   
“Jesus is the True Light and He gives light to every man.” 

John 1:4-5  
“In Him was life, and the life was the light of men.   

The light shines in the darkness, and the darkness did not comprehend it.” 
 
Jesus makes things visible.  He illuminates the darkness, so we can always see.  
Wherever we are, He is there, revealing the light.  He uncovers the mysteries as we 
search in the places of our journey to discover His treasures.  2 Corinthians 4:6 says that 
God commanded light to shine out of darkness that has shone in our hearts to give the 
light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ. 
 
Wow!  What do I do with that?  My heart is full of light!  Darkness can’t abide there! I 
immerse myself in light!  I delight in the hidden treasures.  My heart is melted with light!  
My eyes have seen the glory of God!  I focus and dwell on the light of His face.  I 
experience His hugs and allow myself to dream with Him!  I press into His presence 
because I love the light.  The light calls to me and I respond because I am drawn to the 
brilliance and radiance of Truth revealed. Nothing can separate me from the love of God 
revealed in light!  Just imagine this:  

 
Revelation 21:23 

“The city had no need of the sun or of the moon to shine in it,  
for the glory of God illuminated it.  The LAMB is its light!” 

 
Arise, my friends!  Shine!  For the glory of the Lord is on you!  The light extends to 
everyone in every place.  In every nation the sun rises and sets.  In every nation the light 
of the world shines.  It can never be extinguished or dimmed, and it is growing brighter 
and brighter.  We will see and be radiant!   
 
Open the windows!  Go outside!  Revel in the Sonshine!  Study the light!   

 



Genesis 1:4 
“God saw the light, that it was good,  

and God divided the light from the darkness.” 
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In This Together - Merging Styles – by Charissa Corbin 
 
I have moved a lot.  
 
I was trying to calculate the number of houses that I have lived in during my 30 years of life, and 
I want to say it is close to 20 homes. That is a move every 1.5 years! Half of those moves were 
during my childhood, so I can’t claim that I have personally moved boxes 20 times. The other 
half of my moves happened since I left for college in 2005. If anyone has moved even once, you 
can agree with me that packing is the worst. I have gotten to the point that if I am moving 
somewhere locally, I just throw things in my car and go… no boxes, no packing tape getting 
stuck on my clothes, or worse my hair.  
 
Although the packing can become stressful, I look forward to the “settling in” part of moving. 
Every move I feel like I am starting with a blank canvas. What type of painting do I want to 
create? Do I want to go with abstract, pouring every emotion into my art? Or am I feeling more 
realistic?  
 
When you’re married, you add another artist to your canvas and that is not always easy. When 
my husband and I were settling into our first home, we had a conversation about where his 
mounted deer heads would be placed in our tiny two-bedroom condo. The conversation quickly 
escalated to an argument, and then an all out fight. We basically agreed to disagree and I told 
him there was no way any dead animal would EVER be hung in our home. Well, I guess never 
say never... six years later, here I am, sitting in our Alaskan log home, staring at two deer heads 
above our front door.  
 
I love that my husband pays attention to details and cares where pictures are hung, wants to be 
a part of the conversation on rug purchases, kitchen tables, etc. but it took some getting used to 
in the beginning! Our styles were completely opposite. He wanted a cabin feel, and I wanted a 
mix of modern and farmhouse. He liked one-color comforters and I liked unique patterns. He 
wanted everything hung symmetrical and I preferred asymmetrical.  
 
Over the years we have learned to compromise. It’s not always easy and sometimes I wish he 
would just let me decorate everything the way I want it, but I have learned to appreciate his style 
and his attention to detail. It has made me a better artist and I like to believe I have done the 
same for him.  
 
Our finished canvas may not be what I originally expect, but it always ends up beautiful.  
 
 
 



Date Night Fun - The Beauty of Bars – by Marcy Lytle 

June is here, can you believe it?  We’re halfway through the year, and there are lots of date 
nights left to experience!  Going out bar hopping is not the idea of this month’s date night theme, 
but mixing it up with the word “bar” is the theme!  There really is no end to ideas out there for 
spending a fun night together doing something that’s out of the ordinary, away from work and 
chores, and a blast when you’re together alone – or with another couple – enjoying good 
company and good food.  Here are our ideas for a beautiful date night all centered around bars: 

Guacamole Bar – I just recently saw this in a magazine and thought what a great idea for a 
date night!  Basically, you make a huge bowl of guac and lay out all the toppings in little bowls, 
and spread the chips out right on the counter – in sort of a crab boil fashion!  This is a great idea 
for a double date, snacks to eat, and a game to play.  Or a movie to watch.  For your toppings 
just include: tomatoes, pepitas, green onions, bacon, cheese, cucumbers, sour cream, roasted 
corn, chopped jicama, and so on and so on! 

Soap Bar – My husband LOVES scented soaps, and we both really enjoy lemongrass, 
grapefruit, and other super fresh smells. Wouldn’t it be fun to go out for dinner, shop for a few 
new favorite bars; then head home for a relaxing evening together, while you both enjoy one of 
the fresh new scents…and each other?  Be sure to light candles, play music, and linger as you 
enjoy one of the new bars you just purchased together. 

Out at the Bar – Sometimes a sports bar can be just the place to go, if it’s not too crowded or 
too noisy.  And the best time for that scenario is to show up early, before the night gets crazy.  
We have a few bar districts in our town, and sometimes they really have the best snacks – like 
fried pickles – or queso!  It’s fun to show up early and enjoy a few of these fun appetizers, then 
stroll and go for a long walk, ending the evening at a coffee shop – where you can then enjoy a  
dessert bar together.  Maybe a brownie, or some other pastry for two!  And one more thing – be 
sure to play the games at the bar, like shuffleboard or darts – it’s fun! 

Barred In – Have you tried one of the new Panic Rooms or Escape Rooms?  You’re somewhat 
“barred in” (not really, but that’s the idea) and you can’t get out until you figure out the clues and 
emerge on your own wit and smarts.  It’s a fun evening for a double date with another couple.  
Search on the web and find the nearest one to you.  If not, you could set up your own panic 
room in your house with clues for each other.  Wouldn’t that be fun?  After you’ve emerged from 
using your brain for clues, go out and enjoy a potato bar (with all the toppings) at a restaurant 
that serves them…or go home and enjoy your own.  Be sure to include chili as a topping – it’s 
so good! 

Barnes and Noble – I know, it’s not a bar, but the word “bar” is in the name of this such fun 
bookstore!  It’s time to plan for a trip, purchase a new book to read together, and look for a 
bargain (there’s the word again!) on the clearance table…then sit down to enjoy all of your 
purchases over a cup of coffee and a dessert for two.  In the trip section, look for a map or a 
destination and start planning a road trip or a flight.  For a new book to read, might I suggest 
Orphan Train?  It’s a great story with some important history mixed in.  And on the clearance 
aisle, look for Christmas gifts now…in June!  It will be a night to remember at the Bar… 



What other kinds of “bar” dates can you think of?  Date night doesn’t have to be dinner and a 
movie always…it can be an evening to play with all sorts of ideas and words and plays on 
words.  Go on, put your thinking cap on, and start planning…it’s June already! 



After 30 Years – One-Act Play – by Marcy Lytle 

It was a frazzled morning for both of us, he was headed out for work, and I was headed into the 
shower to get ready for work.  We have this shelf in our bathroom where we keep rolled up bath 
towels, and it was empty.  However, there was a pile of towels in a basket, and he noticed.  He 
noticed that I was about to shower, he noticed that the shelf was empty, and he noticed the 
towels in the bedroom.  He’s a triple threat kind of guy, this husband I have… 

He grabbed a towel, rolled it up, and placed it on the shelf…and then left. 

I was the one who then noticed.  He not only handed me a towel for my shower, but he rolled it 
up and placed it where it belonged.  And my heart thumped hard… 

Sometimes it’s those little one-act plays that we perform for each other that hold the most 
attention, offer the most powerful message, and stay with us long after the proverbial curtain 
rolls. 

There are days when we can perform these one-act plays if we choose to accept the part, if 
we’re not too busy for the call to act.  For example: 

 We can tuck a note in his lunch box. 
 We can do a chore that’s normally his. 
 We can buy a surprise gift and place it on his pillow. 
 We can pray for him, and then text him to say we did so. 
 We can encourage him with a verse. 
 We can stop to hug him even when we’re busy. 

I’m so thankful for my husband, and my heart did a little happy dance when I realized what he’d 
done for me that morning.  And I’m so thankful that I noticed it.  However, even if I hadn’t 
noticed, I know my husband.  He probably never thought about what he did, the rest of the day.  
But I did.   

I thought about it. 

I smiled when I thought about it. 

I purposed to thank him again and again. 

I decided I was going to start paying more attention. 

I’m not an actress, but I’m up for this part to play in a one-act play for my husband.  I’ve gotten a 
call-back and I’m accepting my role, and I’m anxious to see what opportunities await me to step 
up, perform my own stunts, and hear the thunderous applause…from HIM. 

He tells us to in Hebrews 13:16 to do good for others.  We usually read that to mean others out 
there – but it also means others in here – in our homes.  And that means our husbands. 

And you know what else?  His kind act only wants me to do something kind back for him. 



Kindness works that way. 

“The greatest blessing in the whole world is being a blessing” (Jack Hyles) 
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ENCOURAGEMENT 

 
 
 
 

 



Soldiers with Lipstick – In Surprise Mode – by Rachel Critz 

Do you ever just feel stuck?  

You do not know who you are or what you are doing with your life?  

John 1:12 says, 

“Yet to all who did receive him, to those believed in his name,  

he gave the right to become children of God.” 

So if you are a believer in Jesus Christ, your identity is already found. Your calling is already 
discovered, to bring the gospel to others through relationship, right? That is very true. Actually it 
is the truth. But it still feels as if you are stuck, even though you do hear those words and you 
believe them.  

I know, as I am now a senior in high school. I am asked all the time what I am going to do in 
college next year or what I am going to major in. It becomes one of those questions I just expect 
to be asked, and I mentally pull out a script and read off of what I have already explained to 
what feels like hundreds of people.  

I have heard a bunch that I am an amazing writer and volleyball player. I love writing, and 
volleyball is cool, but I do not feel that absolute joy like how I feel when I am eating Mexican 
food. I still do not know what I want to do when I go to college. But I do know one thing: I want to 
build relationship after relationship with people and love on them as Christ did with us sinners.  

It is okay to have life completely figured out and planned to the T. But in all honesty, what you 
plan and pray for is not what you are always going to get. Actually, it will exceed the 
expectations you had in the first place.  

I am still trusting that God will confirm a plan for me, and well technically, he already has, He is 
just keeping me in my anxiety and curiosity as long as He can so He can see the look on my 
face when He finally reveals it to me.  

Colossians 2:9-10 reads, 

“For in Christ all the fullness of the deity lives in bodily form,  

and in Christ you have been brought to fullness.  

He is the head over every power and authority.” 

So if you feel just as stuck as I do right now, I think it is time we both realized that God is in 
complete control and He is just waiting like an excited friend at a  surprise party for us to arrive 
at the exact moment, so He can surprise us.  

We walk in God’s perfect plan for us, every second of our lives.  



Just trust in Him. 

That is all we can simply do. 



Saddle Up - Trapped or Free? – by Melissa Critz 
 
Cross fencing is paramount for livestock.  
 
You may ask, “What is cross fencing?”  
 
Well, think of a piece of land – let’s make it one acre in the shape of a rectangle. Put a 
fence around all four sides. Then make a fence cut across the middle from one side to 
the other. This is a cross fence. It is needed to separate the land into different parcels. 
Cross fences are needed to keep animals away from homes or feed barns or vehicles or 
feed. This fencing is also needed in order to keep pastures from being overgrazed.  
 
When we bought our land, the fencing was only on the boundary. There was no cross 
fencing. We had some pipe with horse fencing added across the back two acres. This is 
where the horses stay during the evening/night or when we aren’t home during the day. 
They certainly prefer to be out front and around the house, as the grass is plentiful. 
When I call for them in the late afternoon to come to the back for dinner, they do come 
willingly as they know it’s time for their munchy oats and fresh coastal hay. However, if I 
don’t get to the cross-fence gate quick enough after they have been fed, they will both 
head directly back out to the front pasture.  
 
Once the gate is shut, sometimes they go stand by it with that woeful look of, “Please, 
can we go back out front? Please? Pretty please?” One would think they are trapped – 
that they aren’t where they want to be.  
 
I knew my Saddle Partner was going somewhere with this.  
 
I started thinking about the gate and the latch. It’s not permanent. But the latch is placed 
in such a way that the horses cannot get to it and unhook it (believe me, I do have two 
escape artists if I am not careful and make it such that they cannot). This is honestly for 
their protection. One reason is that horses can overgraze on the good stuff. I found that 
out when we first moved here as Domingo did founder – issue with eating rich food/rich 
grass (and other things) that can lead to hoof issues which can be fatal. Another reason, 
I have many flowers and plants and even a garden that I prefer the horses NOT graze 
on. They may even also, as Domingo has, use our back or front patio as a barn. That’s 
not safe since we have long glass windows and lots of patio and grilling items. I also 
prefer them to not be near the road at night just to be safe that no passersby do anything 
unwelcome to the horses. Putting them in the back keeps them safe…it protects them. 
It’s not meant as a disciplinary action. It’s not meant to be cruel by not letting them be 
where they want to. It’s a way to protect from all sorts of things. Then they are allowed to 
go up front when it’s the right time.  
 
Do you think that Lord does this for us, too?  
 
Sometimes we may think that we are locked up – kept from going where we would like to 
go (of course that’s not meant to be literal but metaphorical) – having the perspective 
that the Lord is keeping us locked up and away from something that we know to be 
good. Maybe we need to look at the situation with a different perspective.  
 
Our Heavenly Father only wants good things for His children. 
 



Matthew 7:11 
 

“If you, then, though you are evil, know how to give good gifts to your children, how 
much more will your Father in heaven give good gifts to those who ask him!” 

 
When you are in a position where you feel entrapped or kept from something that you 
know is what you like, or you know you would enjoy, don’t think it’s to keep you from 
being happy. The Lord knows what is best for you and when you need to get through 
that locked gate to the other pasture. His timing is perfect. You can trust Him.  
 

Psalm 95 is such a good psalm to read, but note verse 7: 
 

“for he is our God and we are the people of his pasture, the flock under his care.” 
 
He cares for us. He guides us. He keeps us where we need to be until the proper time to 
move beyond. If we try to open the latch on the gate, it may not be the time for it to be 
open. Let Him open it. He knows when we are ready.  
 
Keep your trust in Him and keep your faith in His Word. Read it and know Him. He is in 
control of that next step in your life. He knows when you need to move into the next 
place.  
 

Enjoy where you are now. 
Talk with Him and let Him show you. 

He loves you beyond what you can even understand. 
 
 



Firmly Planted - Ever-Green and Growing – by Dina Cavazos 

There’s always something to do in the garden—it’s an ever-changing living entity—and I’ve 
accepted, with a mix of joy and trepidation that it’ll never be finished or maintenance free.  

Last summer, the side yard leading to the garden entrance became a tangle of unruly plants 
that half-covered the walkway--it felt a little like walking through a jungle. I decided to replant the 
area with neater evergreens that are better behaved. I also wanted to add some variety with 
some potted plants—plants that like it dry because I tend to forget to water them. In the cool of 
fall I began relocating the plants to other areas of the garden, leaving a few that were too 
established to move, and pulling up others that weren’t making it or were spreading too 
aggressively. 

Years ago, I bought a second-hand pair of glass-topped metal tables for the front porch. They 
were about three feet tall—perfect for adding some height to the new design—so I decided to 
re-purpose them. My plan was to use two matching green pots that were home to some long-
neglected sedum--I thought they would fit right into the top of the metal frame. As it turned out, 
the pots didn’t sit right, so I had to do some improvising. The pots needed something to rest on 
inside the opening. It had to be round, about 15 ½ inches across, and strong enough to provide 
support and stability. After going to Michaels, Hobby Lobby, Home Depot and Walmart, I finally 
hit on the right thing: a 16 inch wire floral wreath! It was too wide, so I bent the outside ring of 
wire to make it smaller—it fit right into the opening and the pot sat as it should on top of it. 

I spray-painted the metal stands with Rustoleum Espresso Brown metal paint to match the gate 
stain (plus, I already had the paint from another project), then painted the floral wire the same 
color. To provide more stability and keep the wire from slipping on the frame, I bought some 
stick-on rubber circles. I stuck them in place and painted them too.  

It’s important to have a stable footing to support a heavy pot so it doesn’t move over time. 
Ideally, it’s best to apply a thick layer of something like decomposed granite or paving base to 
make a hard surface, level it, then place a concrete paver or something similar on top of that to 
provide a firm base for the pot. Feeling a bit lazy and wanting to get it done, I took a shortcut 
and just bought small flat stone pavers to place under each of the three feet. I placed them 
directly on top of the mulch, which means that, after a year or so, the mulch will break down and 
the whole thing will probably be lopsided. I’ll eventually have to do it right. 

The pots are too heavy to move by myself when filled with soil, so I lifted the empty pots onto 
the stands. I used empty plastic pots as a filler to take up extra space, then filled with my 
homemade cactus/succulent mix and planted a Color Guard yucca in each one after the pots 
were in place. I really like how it turned out.   

As I worked on the project and thought about the transformation from a disorderly tangle to an 
inviting path, I heard the inner whispering. My first choices weren’t the best because I was 
unfamiliar and still learning, but nothing was really wasted. I learned more about what I really 
wanted the path to look like. Of the plants I’d chosen not knowing what I know now, I moved 



some, used some, and pulled some and made better choices this time. Even if I didn’t do it 
perfectly, adjustments can be made.  

The evergreen path will take some time to complete.  It’s a work in progress, and such is life 
with God.  

There’s more...what else can you see?  

�



Moving Forward - Your Own Voice – by Pam Charro 
 
I wanted to be a famous singer from the time I first heard Olivia Newton-John sing "Have You 
Never Been Mellow" when I was in fourth grade.  My friends and sister and I had singing 
contests and I always won if I sang that song.  Then, years later, I fell in love with the group 
Heart in 1975.  I was blown away that the Wilson Sisters could rock like that and play just about 
any instrument, and they were sisters!  My older sister and I spent countless years belting it out 
with their albums until my voice was gone.  There was no Plan B - I simply was going to be a 
famous rock star, and nothing was going to stop me! 
 
Well, then along came Jesus.  I realized that my own glory wasn't really all that important in 
comparison to what he had done for me, and I put those dreams on the shelf.  But I still have 
dreams where I'm supposed to use my voice, and I believe I have yet to finish putting into 
practice what God wants me to learn from them: 
 
 - I simply do not have the powerful voice that Ann Wilson of Heart has.  Rock may have been in 
my blood, but it's not in my singing style to be able to accomplish what she did. God is glorified 
when I sing with the voice that he gave me.  I am more of a Joni Mitchell or Judy Collins singer; 
that is what I have been given and that is what I am to use. 
 
 - My prayer language may sound strange to me or to others, but it also is a gift uniquely given 
by God to be used for his kingdom.  Whether I am speaking to him alone or praying for healing 
for someone else, a prayer language is just as beautiful as a singing voice.  I am not to be 
ashamed of it or compare it to anyone else's. 
 
 - We all have a voice, whether it's to sing or pray or act or model or share ideas, and this world 
needs all of us to shine in any way that God directs.   
 
It's as though we're all pieces of a huge puzzle and it won't be complete if we each don't do our 
part.  Even if most of us never become famous, our dreams and goals have been given to us by 
God in order to accomplish good.  He may have to refine them in order for them to bring him 
glory, and they may not ever look like anyone else's. But each of us is here to bring our own 
unique voice to this earth, to leave it better because we were here and we chose to sing. 
�



Real Stories – Someone like Me – by Tara Piel  

Jesus heals the broken hearted and binds up their wounds 

Psalm 147:3 

It is impossible to go through this life and not experience a broken heart. Some breaks we can 
move on from with little effort, while some breaks are deep and can change the way we see 
ourselves, others, and life in general. 

When I first came to God, I was very broken. I had a broken mind, heart, and spirit.  

My first hope was that God would wash me from the inside out and that I would feel clean. 
There was so much shame over all of the things that had been done to me and that I had done 
to myself, so I made a decision one day when I was young that no one would ever hurt me 
again.  I told myself since there was never going to be anyone who loved or cared for me, I too 
would no longer care. This was a way to try to convince myself that I could turn off my emotions. 
This decision changed me, and my hope was gone. I didn’t want to feel the pain from a broken 
heart, so I was going to do everything and anything to not feel that pain again…  

This led down a long road of self-destructive actions.  

The second thing I hoped for when I first came to God is that I would immediately be some new 
better version of myself. In my mind, I felt like my life had not been “normal.” I believed other 
people had not experienced all the terrible things I had. Growing up, I saw other kids with 
families that were so different from mine, and I saw kids that were not told, “You’re stupid.” “You 
have no common sense.” In fact, they were told something else entirely. They were the lucky 
ones. I was wrong, of course, in this way of thinking. But it was the way I saw myself, others, 
and my life.  

Correcting this line of thinking began with believing who God really is and what he says. As I 
began to do this, I started to hear things from God. He started putting his finger on things in my 
life that needed to be dealt with. (We were not always in agreement on these things.) There 
were things that I thought should be dealt with first, but God had other plans. He clearly pointed 
to things that I did not want to deal with and did not feel ready to deal with. This confused and 
frustrated me sometimes. I still hadn’t learned to trust God when this started to happen.  

Here’s some of what I’m learning about walking with God as I surrender to him: 

1) He loves me more than I can possibly imagine. Nothing can separate me from his love. 
This truth is A-mazing! But when I feel like I’ve done too many things wrong and are 
unworthy of love, this truth can be slow to reach my heart.  

2) He paid the price for all of my sins, past and future, and there are a lot of them. It was 
hard for me to comprehend or trust this truth. I had to accept that I no longer deserved 
punishment for all the things I did and still do wrong. That’s condemnation. I had to learn 
what that was, too. And it’s not from Him. 

3) Not only did he pay the price for my sins through Jesus, I can be forgiven and restored. 
And yes…. this promise was even meant for someone like me.  



4) He binds our broken hearts with the truth. This is a key fact about walking with God: 
Knowing his word and letting his truth be revealed in his time.   

5) He does not lie. When he gives us a word of hope, we can count on his faithfulness!  

The process of restoration is slower for some than others. Personally, I can be a hard-headed 
and rebellious daughter for sure! Thankfully he is patient and longsuffering. I needed this to be 
true.  It is true….  

When God began to put his finger on areas of my heart, I sometimes ran from this and he had 
to speak many times over and over again. Once I really wanted to change and was willing to 
trust where he was leading me, I began to hear more clearly.  

As I sought him out more and more, I became hungry for his presence. I started to realize that 
through his word he was revealing the answers to all the things that I had hoped for. He showed 
me love and compassion like I had never experienced before and began to show me that I was 
never alone. Even though I often felt that way at times, I wasn’t. He was always with me. 

Next, he led me to that moment when I said in my heart that no one would ever hurt me again, 
and he showed me that his love was there with me then. He clearly showed me that when I was 
lying on the ground crying alone, lost, and hurting, he was there with me. He was holding me in 
his hands in that moment. This revelation changed that way I saw that hurt. I knew when he 
showed me this truth of his love that I would never be the same. My heart was being healed by 
this revelation and in ways that I never thought possible.  

Now when I think back on that moment, I no longer see that lonely girl crying on the ground 
behind her elementary school wondering who would ever be there for her and love her. I now 
see my heavenly father saying, “I was with you and I cried too, because I love you, I cared 
about that hurt.” It was not a private moment like I had thought, but a shared moment. It 
bound up the pain that I experienced that day and brought peace to my heart from that moment 
on. 

My dear friends, if you are reading this message and you are experiencing the pain of 
heartbreak today, give it to God.  Let him walk with you and show you how much he loves you 
and wants you to be healed. And grab hold of this truth… 

You are never alone, and you are always loved.   
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FRESH THYME - Front Line Promotion – by Marcy Lytle 

I can imagine when a soldier gets a letter that he’s about to be deployed to the front lines, his 
heart does two things.  It panics in a moment because of what he/she knows that will be 
required of him, but then it leaps at the thought of defeating the enemy and protecting family 
and land.  In other words, why would a soldier sign up to serve if he wasn’t aware of the 
possibility of a front line promotion? 

I just recently got that promotion, but I’m not in the military service.  My sweet mom passed 
away unexpectedly just a few short days ago, and I was immediately thrown into a position I 
never wanted, but yet it’s something I knew was coming.   

When we’re little, our grandparents seem so very old and we don’t even think about one day 
being old ourselves.  Then when they’re gone, our parents take the place of that position of 
oldness.  Hopefully, we have a set of grandparents (or other friends’ grandparents) that we 
observe grow old gracefully, full of faith and fight.  We watch them encounter heartache as their 
peers begin to die of old age, we see them deal with aching joints and ears that don’t hear so 
well anymore, and we observe all that comes with aging. 

I watched my mom age (and I’m observing my dad, as well) and although it hurt my heart to see 
her little body lose its agility and her senses lose their sharpness, there was something deeper 
that only grew sweeter as she approached the 90-year old mark, which she would have crossed 
come this October.  She laid in a hospital bed and thought of others, while she was suffering.  
She wanted the nurses to have nail polish in a bright color, so we made sure we granted that 
wish.  She asked my daughter if she was cold and needed a blanket, while my daughter was 
visiting her very sick grandmother.  She even whispered a few of her “funnies” in the middle of 
her pain.  And she loved, loved, loved us all…until her last breath. 

That’s how she served on the front lines.  She took one disappointing diagnosis and prognosis 
after another, suffered the humiliation of being cut open and left exposed while she was treated, 
and yet she continued to wake up and wiggle her toes in the face of the death.  She had a plan 
to live longer, and she was going to make sure she did what she was told to make that happen. 

When she passed, I suddenly felt the weight and the gravity of the new position I now held, one 
that comes when the generation before you fights and wins, and hands you the guns.  I was 
now being promoted to the front lines. 

At first, I felt the panic of the thoughts of old age approaching, a ways down the road.  “I don’t 
want this, I’m afraid, and I’d rather just die in my sleep,” are some of the thoughts I even voiced 
out loud.  My sister and I both talked about how when we get old we don’t want to suffer like 
mom did, have Alzheimer’s like my husband’s mom has, or end up for years in a nursing home 
like so many do.   

However, we don’t have a choice really, to determine which front lines we’ll be called to serve.  
One thing is certain, however… 



I want to serve well. I want to go in with all the fight I have in my spirit to approach this next 
calling and line up with dignity, and to serve others even when the dying process 
begins…because it’s what I’ve been trained to do. 

I and my family are suffering.  And many of my friends have suffered in the same way, as 
they’ve watched their front-line person in their own families die from an extended or short 
illness, be whisked away due to a sudden death, or linger on for years in a sad, sad physical 
state.   

However, it’s one of the callings – that calling to the front line – that we should accept with 
anticipation instead of panic.  And it’s not easy to do. 

I’m now the oldest female in my own family line.  I have a daughter and a son, and I have 
grandchildren, who are training behind me.  I want to be an example of selfless love, 
determination, dignity and a fighter that stands ready to serve, however my savior Jesus Christ 
requires me to do so. 

I have no idea what that will look like.  Will he call me in years to come to end my days here on 
earth in a peaceful sleep?  Or will I lie on a hospital bed at the mercy of surgeons and nurses, 
and lose my sense of day and night?  I don’t know. 

But I do know that while I’m in training, I want to hear his voice speak to me of his plans and 
purposes for my life.  I want to serve others well.  I want to love fiercely those who are around 
me.  And I want to be ready for that promotion that is now in plain view. 

I miss you mom, terribly.  But I thank you for these words being personified in your life… 

II Timothy 4:6-8 

For I am already being poured out as a drink offering, and the time of my departure has come.  I 
have fought the good fight, I have finished the course, I have kept the faith; in the future there is 
laid up for me the crown of righteousness, which the Lord, the righteous Judge, will award to me 

on that day; and not only to me, but also to all who have loved His appearing. 

�



FRESH THYME – After They’re Gone – by Marcy Lytle 

I have many friends each year whose kids are leaving home at the end of the summer, and 
some who are saying good-bye to their last kiddo.  It’s a hard time in a mom’s life to say good-
bye, to suddenly end 18 years of parenting each child, and then to be left with empty rooms, 
extra time, and a heavy heart and a wondering mind.  I remember it well.  When my son left and 
took his belongings, I had to fill the room right away with new things so the emptiness and 
remains of his presence wouldn’t glare at me every day.  I also remember not knowing who to 
talk to about my feelings, because some moms were glad to see their kids go, or at least they 
didn’t seem to have the hurting heart that I was feeling, so I was careful what I said to whom. 

Now on the other side of a few years with my kids being gone, I want to encourage you moms 
who are in the middle of saying good-bye and moving on with your life…or what feels like the 
end of your life as a mom…as  you’ve known it.   There is a lot of reading material out there on 
how to deal with the empty nest (I don’t like that term, at all), but I didn’t see a lot on the perks of 
having an empty nest, once the crying subsides… 

Here are my top seven perks that come to the parents after the little people (now grown 
up) hit the pavement… 

1. We can eat what we want to and when we want to.  Seriously, this took me months to 
realize.  But once I did, it was quite liberating.  We don’t have to eat meat, we can go out 
to eat, heck – we can even eat at 9pm or 5pm – depending on our hunger pains.  That, 
my friend, is a real treat! 

2. I can cook those meals whenever I please.  In fact, I’ve found that I quite enjoy 
cooking early in the morning – as I’m an early riser.  I make a main dish or a side dish, 
and then it’s done for dinner – or we pack it in our lunches.  Or dinner can be a snack, or 
popcorn at the movies.  Between cooking when we want, and eating what we want, 
some mighty find pleasures started to emerge. 

3. Less wash meant less clothes to fold and put away.  Remember all of those days 
when laundry was the big monster that you never could quite tackle or get rid of?  Once 
the kids are gone, and those piles decrease, you’re actually able to manage the few 
loads that you have just for the two of you.  And did I mention you can also purchase 
more items for yourself?  (until the grandkids arrive…) 

4. The house stays clean!  There are no strewn clothes and books and projects and food 
that you’re picking up, bickering about or working on until wee hours in the morning.  All 
of that is gone, and it’s sad, but not for long.  You’ll clean your house and you’ll want to 
sit down and look at it.  You’ll discover floor space and counter tops you thought you 
didn’t have before! And then…you might actually display that pretty something that 
you’ve hidden away for years, in fear some little hands would break it. 

5. Date night can be every night, if you want it to be.  At first I pined so much that I 
really didn’t even want to look at my husband, because we both just felt lost and weren’t 
in the mood to have fun.  However, I soon realized that he needed me, and I needed 
him, and there was so much more to discover about each other sans children…a couple 
decades later…and it’s still quite enjoyable! 



6. Your friends are your own.  Remember those days when the kids only wanted you to 
hang out with other couples who had kids the same age as they were?  That was 
impossible!  But now you can have people over, or plan dates with other couples, 
without getting a sitter, without wondering if your kids are being entertained, and without 
kids saying they want only that person or that family.  Freedom again! 

7. The car is your palace.  No more sticky, gooey remains on the seats, there’s no muddy 
soccer shoes and leftover lunches stashed under a lone shirt that got tossed in the back, 
and the radio is set to the tunes you love to hear, with no one behind you poking fun, or 
tuning you out as you sing out loud with the lyrics.  And did I say you don’t have to share 
your car, either?  It’s yours again! 

There are actually many more perks to list, but these are enough.  Those things that seem sad 
and those memories that emerge, and those little messes you’ll miss, and their faces you’ll cry 
about will all become a part of that season of raising kids.  You’ll begin to welcome the next 
season with its new colors, emerging growth, and beautiful skies again. 

It won’t happen quickly, and you’ll step back and forth from sadness to gladness, until one day it 
will hit you like a ray of light from the sun emerging from behind a huge dark cloud – life is good 
once again.  Your kids will still need you, but you’ll now have your own life that is not identified 
by those needs anymore.  And your rooms will be full, new sons and daughters will be added to 
your family, babies will be born, and you’ll soon be busier than you want to be…once 
again…with the added bonus of saying, “No, not today,” if you’re too busy going to the movies 
or dipping your hands into that comforting bowl of popcorn with him…  



FRESH THYME – Worth the Wait – by Marcy Lytle 

You know what I’m talking about…those super long recipes with 25 ingredients, some of which 
you’ve never heard of, and the total prep and cooking exceeds  the time you’ve allotted to make 
your meal, which is 15 minutes.  So that recipe gets tossed, put to the bottom of the pile, or just 
gets eyed every now and again, because it looks so darn good, the picture is amazing, and it 
got four stars from every person who tried it. 

However, you’re going back to your 4-ingredient recipe book, because that’s safe and normal 
and necessary for your lifestyle – which doesn’t include time for cooking in the kitchen half the 
day. 

I’m really talking about myself.  I rarely try those long recipes.  However, I did this morning. The 
recipe required a slow syrup on the stove, chilling it, then processing fruit in the food processor, 
then freezing that, stirring it every 30 minutes for 3 hours.  And I’m happy to say I did it!  I had 
the time and I wanted to make this wonderful slushy dessert called granita. It includes 
raspberries, blueberries, lemon juice, mint, and sugar!  Is your mouth puckering, right about 
now? 

There are some tasty things in life that just take time and effort, if we desire to enjoy them at all.  
But they also require patience, sitting still, stirring, mixing again, waiting, baking, etc. 

I thought about this recipe this morning and how some of the tastier things in life are just like 
those long recipes.  The ingredients for this amazing experience require all of the above things 
mentioned, and more.  In fact, some tasty nuggets of life don’t emerge from the “oven” for years, 
after we’ve prayed, waited, stirred and exercised our faith, mixed in a little surrender, and then 
allowed ourselves to go through the fire of the baking process. 

I have been thinking about this process a lot, lately.   

We want to hurry and grow up in our walk with God, to this mature human being with all of our 
ducks in a row, passion ignited and fulfilled, dreams hoped and come to pass, and formulas for 
making all of this happen…overnight. 

But God isn’t in a hurry.  He has a lifetime to mold us and make us into this tasty, fresh-smelling 
aroma to the world.  Oh yes, the world is watching. 

 In fact, they’re watching closely to see if we burn when we’re in the fire a long time. 
 In fact, they’re wondering how we’re going to fare when the pot gets stirred too many 

times and we get overworked. 
 In fact, they’re looking to see if that sour lemon that was just squeezed in is going to add 

flavor or tartness to our conversation. 
 In fact, they’re observing to see if we’re going to blow our top when we have to wait, just 

like they do, for that promotion or accolade or baby or spouse, or… 

There are some dishes that just take time to prepare.  We can always opt for a hot dog in a bun, 
but there are some days when a flavorful dish needs to be prepared, eaten, and enjoyed without 



skimping on one ingredient or one piece of the process, or one turn of the knob while we wait 
and wait and wait. 

I don’t think anyone wants to pray for patience, because they’re absolutely afraid of what it is 
they might be required to wait for. 

We might as well sit back, observe the master chef, and let him do his work.  We can marvel at 
that obscure ingredient he’s throwing in, or we can buck and beg him to leave it out.  We can sit 
still while he stirs our faith, or we can resist and make the stir hard and laborious.  We can smile 
at the entire process from beginning to end, or we can constantly complain about that next step, 
and that next turn of the knob. 

I’m about to enjoy this tasty granita tonight with sprigs of mint, and a lime wedge on the side, in 
a cute little bowl, with my husband.  Sure, there are many nights we just opt for a scoop of 
something out of a carton we bought at the store.   

But there are some nights that the homemade taste of something made with hands and time 
and patience is worth the wait…and more. 



Under the Influence - Just Affirm Her – by Marcy Lytle 

When we are raising daughters, there’s this fine line between correcting and instructing, and just 
affirming and praising…isn’t there?  Maybe she emerges from her room at age 10, having 
dressed herself in a floral skirt with a striped shirt, mismatched socks and shoes, and the shirt in 
particular is way too small.  It’s in moments like these that we have a choice to exclaim, “Oh my! 
You’re not wearing that!” or “Well isn’t that a creative outfit…” And sometimes we have to 
instruct, if the top is too revealing, or her skirt is way too short.  But sometimes, our reaction can 
mean the difference between her self-esteem soaring…or diving into the sea under the 
darkness forever. 

It’s amazing, this power we have over our daughters, by the words that we say…or don’t say.  

Fast forward a couple of decades to our grown daughters who are now raising their own 
children, caring for their own homes, making their own career paths, and cooking their own 
dinners…in their own kitchens.  And when we visit, or they come to our house, or we happen to 
be with them in a public setting, our words and looks and comments till have power over their 
self-esteem and how they view themselves in this crazy world in which we live. 

There’s a time to instruct and correct, and it’s not when our daughters are grown.  If they ask us 
that’s one thing.  But if they don’t, that’s another. 

If she’s raising her children with different rules and ideas than you had when she was young, 
then bite your tongue.  Your ways are not perfect, and she’s not an imperfect mom because 
she’s letting them eat that food you told your daughter to avoid like the plague.  Just affirm her 
when you see her loving her kids and when her kids do something great. It will make her day. 

If she’s keeping house in a manner you find substandard to your white-glove inspection, then 
remove your gloves, take a seat, and enjoy her home when you visit.  Your standard is not the 
measuring stick by which she needs to take care of her home.  It’s her home and his home, and 
the home that they’re making, not one that you’re breaking… 

If she’s not wearing makeup or is wearing makeup, and one of those two annoys you, then stay 
silent.  Maybe you learned that a woman’s face should always be painted.  But maybe she likes 
her face plain and natural, and enjoys her natural beauty.  Let her be, tell her she’s beautiful, 
and compliment her prettiness, whether it’s what you like or not.  It’s not lying; it’s laying aside 
your own preferences in favor of relationship. 

If she’s laid aside her career to stay home, or she’s stepped out on a venture outside the home, 
and you have an opinion about which one is best, just pray for her.  She may ask you your 
opinion and you can give it so graciously, but she may not, and you can give her accolades 
anyway, because she’s your daughter and you love her adventuresome spirit and energy. 

If she’s different than you are, if she’s scared and afraid when you were bold and brazen, if 
she’s a singer and you were a seamstress, if she’s a dreamer and you were a realist, then 
embrace those differences instead of pining that she’s not your twin.  She’s your daughter, an 



offspring of new color and shape and texture and form.  And she’s yours to love and to adore 
and not to scorn… 

There will be times in all of our lives when we see our daughters in a bad light because we’re 
disappointed, we’re taken aback, we’re worried, or we’re afraid that that choice, that thing, that 
behavior will embarrass, will damage, will not be the best or whatever…  But we can pray.  
That’s the best reaction of all, because you see, He never stops being her Father, no never… 

However, our grown daughters don’t need us for instruction any more, but rather for affirmation.  
They will remember what we taught them, they will relish our instruction and pattern before 
them.  But just like a good designer and entrepreneur, they will take the best of what’s given, 
mix it with their own palette of colors placed in their hands, and create this life of beauty that 
shines and shimmers.  And it will be all the more brighter, bolder and beautiful if we, the 
mothers who want to scorn and shake our heads, instead smile and say, “Nice job.” 

Obviously, there are times to speak up if our daughters are in danger, but more often than not 
we speak up just because they’re different than we are.  And that’s the real danger, of offending 
and criticizing, when she needs love and acceptance.  And when she knows it’s safe, she can 
once again emerge from her bedroom, this time 30 years old, and arrive at our house for dinner, 
and hear her biggest fan say, “You’re beautiful today,” as she walks through the door of our 
home – always welcome – always loved – just as she is. 
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Seven 4 You – The Backyard Patio – by Marcy Lytle 

We recently updated our backyard patio with some new furniture, a new roof, and some pretty 
décor.  It’s just a slab patio that came with the house, but even that can be adorned and 
revamped to make an inviting place to sit and visit with friends.  We can look at magazines and 
pine for large courtyards, pools and fountains, or tents and gazebos, or…we can take what we 
have and make it just as bright and cheery as any of those scenes we dream about creating. 

Here are suggestions for sprucing up your patio/backyard area to make it a place you enjoy, 
instead of avoid… 

1. Focus.  I searched on line for “small patio ideas” and began copying and pasting ones 
that I liked.  I picked color, arrangement, and furniture that I thought I would enjoy, and I 
printed it out, taking it with me when shopping, or using it to find what I wanted on line.  It 
helped me to start with a color palette and idea, and go from there. 

2. Furniture.  Maybe your furniture is weather beaten, lacking color, or just plain cracked 
and old.  Measure your space and start shopping on line for ideas.  My patio is small, so 
I searched for small patio loveseats and chairs.  Opt for something new and different, 
and maybe in a color instead of black or brown! We found this cool swivel chair that just 
fits on the corner, and a cute loveseat that was just right for up against the wall. 

3. Lighting.  There are so many ideas out there, my favorite of which is solar lighting.  
There are also lights that are battery operated with timers, and they come on and go off 
at the same time each day, once you set them. We found cute retro lights at the store At 
Home, and awesome little solar lights to place in our potted plants. 

4. Décor.  Yes, you can hang cute décor on the outside walls of your house!  Michaels had 
some cute metal initials that we opted for, in bright colors, and they look cute up above 
the sofa.  We also needed some small tables, and found these bright yellow metal ones 
that serve as a place holder for drinks or food! 

5. Curtains.  In my picture I was using for an example, I liked an outdoor curtain.  
However, the ones I found out shopping were expensive and plain.  At World Market, I 
found a tie curtain that just happen to fit on the edge of one side of the patio, even in its 
length, just draping the ground!  I used tablecloth weights that I ordered on line to give it 
weight, to keep it from blowing in the wind. 

6. Serving.  We wanted an outdoor cooler to hold drinks, and a place for snacks.  We 
found just what we wanted on Amazon, and also a folding screen fence to go with, to 
hide our unsightly meters and water hoses!  I was so pleased with these! 

7. Rugs, cushions, and linens.  A rug underneath your furniture cozies up the space so 
much!  New cushions bring life and color.  And a tablecloth just ups the look another 
notch!  Start with your rug for your first piece and add other items to coordinate.  Finally, 
when your look is almost complete, add the finishing touches of cushions and cloths. 

Ordering furniture on line comes with its perks and frustrations – as we were missing a few bolts 
on the love seat.  That was frustrating.  Be sure to read reviews from others who ordered that 
item and see how easy it was to put together and how it holds up.  Outdoor rugs need to be 
ones that dry and don’t mildew, so read the labels.  Start with your own budget and price out 



everything before you buy.  And be sure to add live plants in pots all around everywhere, as 
they’re the best beautification of all! 

�



The Dressing – Summer Sleeves Make Me Feel Fine – by Marcy Lytle 

Do you know those lyrics from a popular song from a while back? “Summer breeze makes me 
feel fine…?” Those words came to mind as I was thinking about the summer sleeves that are 
anything but boring this season.  And I absolutely love all of the choices out there.  They sure do 
make me feel fine when I wear them!  Have you tried them? 

Floral and Flirty – I’m not usually a huge fan of florals, but this spring they’re so pretty!  And 
these loose, short sleeves just make the blouse completely dressy to be worn to work or even a 
wedding, and completely casual, to be worn with jeans or shorts.  My favorite kind of shirts!  
This one is from Rue 21. 

Bow-Tied – I really like this soft pale pink shirt that is mostly plain, except for the sleeves.  They 
are anything BUT plain!  I’ve shopped at H&M lately, and they have lots of tops with interesting 
sleeves for the season.  Check them out! 

Open & Ruffly – The thing I like most about this blouse is that the shoulders are wide, so that 
your bra straps are full covered, but the shoulders are bare, so that you feel the cool breezes 
blowing (if you can find a cool breeze!).  The ruffles down the sides complete the look of this 
pretty blouse, also found at H&M. 

The Bell – Not all of us can pull off this look, because it’s quite blousy!  But this crisp white top 
with the bell sleeves is super affordable, from Forever 21.  It’s a crop look too, and looks great 
with jeans.  Do you have a white shirt this summer?  If not, get one! 

Gathered Up – This might be one of my faves!  Looks at those unique sleeves and uneven 
hem!  And isn’t the color wonderful?  This blouse is a little on the pricey side, and it’s from Zara, 
a fun trendy store with lots of summer sleeve options! 

Feathery Fringed – I just discovered this site recently, and this shirt caught my eye.  The 
sleeves have just a hint of fringe, and this shirt comes in several color choices!  It looks great 
with shorts or jeans, for that summer look when you’re out enjoying the weekend in the 
sunshine. 

Layers – Look at this “golden poppy” blouse from JCP!  I love the bold colors, and the drop 
shoulder sleeves.  It just screams summer and looks so comfy.  It can be worn for that dressy 
OR casual occasion…whatever it may be… 

Sure you can opt for the plain and simple, but try at least a couple of the flowery, flirty and 
flouncy!  I’m really enjoying all of the sleeves, even ones I didn’t think I’d enjoy wearing.  They 
add so much to an outfit, that you really don’t need much more to accessorize at all.   

What sleeves are you wearing this summer? 
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Selah’s Style – Celebrating Granny – by Selah Irwin 
 
This past month my family experienced a tremendously horrible loss. My beautiful, wonderful, 
sweet and kind Great Grandma left this earth and is now in a happier place.  
 
Even though we know she is in heaven with God where nothing is bad, the pain of losing 
someone you love is the worst feeling ever. We were so sad and devastated and wanted to do 
something to honor and remember her.   
 
Here is what our family did to celebrate her life. 
 
My Granny loved fashion just like me. She also loved jewelry, shopping and anything stylish. 
She even loved earrings even though her ears were not pierced. She used to say, "If God 
wanted us to wear earrings he would have given us holes in our ears." She was also the most 
generous person I know and she loved to give!  
 
Another amazing thing about her is that she owned and operated a very successful business up 
until three weeks before she passed on. We decided to combine all of those parts of Granny 
into one glorious plan. We SHOPPED for JEWELRY, to GIVE!  
 
We met my uncle and three cousins at Target. Each kid got to pick out two necklaces that they 
thought were special. "Look-y there!" That is something else my Granny used to say. 
 
We donated the necklaces to an organization called Dress for Success. Dress for Success is an 
international not-for-profit organization that empowers women to achieve economic independence 
by providing a network of support, professional attire and the development tools to help women 
thrive in work and in life. 
 
We also made a video about this experience for my Papa. We wanted him to know how much we 
love him and care for him. 
 
Papas Movie (1).mp4 
 
Even though we are all still so sad and miss Granny, this memento of her life comforts us. It also 
helps us remember and appreciate what a spectacularly fabulous  woman Rosalee Clearman truly 
was.  

"Father, we are grateful." (My granny’s favorite prayer). 
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In the Kitchen – Seasonably Simple – by Marcy Lytle 

I don’t know about you, but I don’t like cooking and baking in a hot kitchen when the temps 
outside are 90 and above, and when heavy casseroles and soups are not inviting.  Summer is 
the time for simple dishes that taste good, look pretty, and satisfy…without filling the kitchen 
with steamy heat and lengthy waits!  Here are five summer recipes for lunch or a light dinner 
that are really quite simple in preparation and amazingly delicious in taste! 

Chicken Salad 

I’m sure there are hundreds of ways to prepare chicken salad, but my favorite is only three 
ingredients! 

Boiled chicken, chopped 

Pecans, chopped 

Red grapes, halved or quartered 

Just mix these three together with mayo and season salt.  Let the flavors meld and the mixture 
chill in the fridge, then scoop onto a yummy roll of your choice.   

An Array 

I love setting up an array of food/snacks for a lunch or lite supper.  It’s fun to use a cutting board 
for the base, and all sorts of containers, as well as stacks of food instead of just spreading them 
all out. 

Fried bacon 

Broccoli 

Cheese rounds (I used store-bought logs rolled in nuts) 

Cashews 

Cherry tomatoes 

Your choice of dip 

Crackers or other dippers 

Just set it up, and enjoy by yourself, or with a friend! 

(The second picture is stacked grilled sausage, with the same cheese rounds, chips, and sliced 
dill pickles!) 

Roasted Strawberries and Pancakes 



We recently enjoyed this feast on our weekend vacation with the family.  The roasted 
strawberries took the simple breakfast of pancakes to a whole new level! 

1lb strawberries quartered 

½ cup sugar 

Pancakes (we used premade mix from the store) 
Bacon 
 
On foil lined baking sheet toss berries and 1/2 cup sugar, cook at 425 degrees until bubbly, about 
12 minutes.  Use this delicious dish to spread over your pancakes to make them sing... 
 

Tasty Tuna 

Sometimes I go weeks without thinking of this tasty lunch option – tuna!  My favorite way to 
enjoy it is with a bit of mayo, season salt, and lots and lots of chopped dill pickles – and I do 
mean lots! 

And it tastes so good with Fritos. 

Sometimes, we take a slice of bread, top it with a slice of cheese, a scoop of the tuna mixture 
and grill it, like an open faced sandwich.  Try it! 

 

Nachos in the Skillet 

We have tried these twice now, at a restaurant.  But they’re so easy to put together. And the 
flavor of these nachos is out of this world good! 

 One cast iron skillet 
 Queso 
 Chips 
 Pulled pork 
 Pico 
 Guacamole 
 salsa 

just spread the queso in the bottom of the skillet, then a pile of chips.  Over the top of the chips, 
sprinkle the pulled pork, then the other toppings…and dig in.  great for sharing! 
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Tried and True – Summertime Treats – by Marcy Lytle  

Summer’s the best, isn’t it?  It’s that time of year that’s hot, for sure, but it’s also the time of year 
for cold treats for the kids and for us, as well!  If summertime isn’t the time to treat ourselves, 
then I don’t know what time is!  Besides cold treats, there are fun things to do, as well.  I thought 
it’d be fun to share my faves, and maybe you’ll want to try one or two, or share your own below! 

Blizzards.  If you live near a DQ, then surely you’ve had one.  We just drove through a 
rainstorm to get one last night, because we wanted one so bad!  These ice cream treats satisfy 
like nothing else.  And if you don’t have a DQ near you, make your own by combining vanilla ice 
cream with your favorite chopped up candy bar, and a bit of chocolate syrup.   

Classic movies.  The classics are good any time of year, but summer especially!  In fact, invite 
friends over and watch one together, find an outdoor movie theater to view one, or visit an 
indoor theater that’s showing them in the summer.  Print out the list, put it on the calendar, and 
do it! If you can catch an outdoor musical in your area, that’s fun too! 

Fizzy drinks.  One of the simplest ones we enjoy is Italian soda mixed with Club Soda.  We get 
the Italian Sodas at World Market, where there are a variety of flavors.  And there are all sorts of 
fizzy drink recipes on line, like this one where you mix in a blender 1 cup berries, 1 cup soda 
water, 2 T honey, and 1 tsp lemon juice, on medium til well blended! 

Salads aplenty!  One of my favorite things to eat for lunch is salad on a sandwich!  I just gather 
up any greens and veggies I have in my fridge and slice them to fit on the bread of my choice 
(usually multi-grain).  Then I mix yellow mustard with honey and black pepper, to taste, and 
drizzle it over the greens piled on the bread.  Sometimes I add a thin slice of deli ham.  The 
sandwich is light and filling, and oh so healthy! Go exploring on your own for salads of all 
kinds…served in all sorts of ways. 

Candlelight.  Citronella candles come in all sorts of packages these days.  There are really 
pretty ones in terra cotta containers, there are incense sticks full of pleasant scents like 
rosemary and lavender, and there are even retro citronella candles in tiny metal tubs.  Purchase 
a few different ones, sit outside just before dark, and burn them, as the sun sets.   

Lemon anything. Lemonade is a summer staple, for sure. Have you tried lemon tea cookies? I 
love having the cookie jar full in the fall, but why not summer, as well?  Invite a friend over, 
make some iced tea, then serve up the cookies and sit on the patio while you spritz yourself 
with cool water. 

Breakfast outdoors.  Here where I live, and early breakfast might be the only meal of the day 
one can tolerate outdoors.  It’s too hot any later than about 10am!  Big Lots has an entire line of 
summertime dishes and trays that are inexpensive, bright, and so cute!  Place your muffins, 
cereal, bacon, or whatever you eat in fun dishes, atop colorful trays, and serve up your juice in 
cute decorative cups!  Then head outdoors to enjoy the most important meal of the day, or so 
they say… 



What summertime treats are your favorites?  Of course, a vacation anywhere is the best.  But 
staying at home and working and doing and being requires little breaks of treats of the coolest 
kind.  Don’t let the days go by without slowing down, tasting something cold, experiencing 
something exciting, or trying something new! 
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Practical Parenting – Time Alone – by Marcy Lytle  

The first child is born, and both parents are doting over that son, watching and admiring every 
move and buying him every toy, and thinking he’s the greatest.  The second child is born, and 
she’s one that demands more attention, so now the time is divided…and the first born is feeling 
jealous.  He’s no longer the golden child.  By the time the third child and more arrive on the 
scene, the traffic in the family is so busy that parents aren’t sure which end is up…and time 
alone with each child just isn’t to be found.  In fact, time alone with each other, as parents, is nil 
and non-existent!  And that makes for a bunch of grumpy, no-fun people at all. 

However, there are ways to find that time alone with each individual child, and that special time 
really does rejuvenate the child and make him/her feel special.  When the other kids are away, 
that child talks, interacts, enjoys, and relishes in time alone with mom or dad.  And sometimes 
that’s all that’s needed for that kid to smile and be “good” instead of frown and stomp the 
ground… 

Here are a few ideas: 

Riding places.  Once in a while, take both cars.  Let one child ride with dad alone in his car, 
and let mom take the others.  Yes, it might require switching car seats, or cleaning out one car, 
but the time alone to hear about your child’s fascination with the color blue will be so worth it! 
She won’t have to fight for time to talk above the din of her siblings. Let them place name cards 
on the seat to rotate turns alone with one parent. 

Yard work.  If the littles are napping, take the older child out to the yard while you mow, trim, or 
plant, and let him feel special by learning to use the shovel, and teach him about watering, 
sunshine and color in the garden.  This may seem like a no-brainer, but I remember wanting 
time alone to garden, without little hands in the way.  But once in a while, the hands of the 
oldest might quite enjoy being by your side and watching and learning. 

Bedtime.  My daughter has three little kids and sometimes at night, they divide up the reading 
time.  Let each child have a turn being read to by mom/dad all by themselves.  That way he gets 
to pick the book about dinosaurs that he loves, or she gets to pick a book about that big red 
dog.  Make a calendar, so that each kid knows which night is “my turn” and can anticipate which 
story they want to come alive when you read alone to him/her! 

That Event.  My daughter has recently started taking her 4-year old daughter to baby showers 
to which she’s invited, or letting her stay if my daughter hosts a party at her house.  She usually 
finds out if another mom is doing the same, so that the girls can play.  This makes the daughter 
feel so special and grown-up as she gets ready and prepares, just like mom.  And she gets to 
do something with “the ladies.” 

That Errand.  Sometimes my son-in-law takes one of the boys to Home Depot to get that 
lumber or tool to finish a project at home, and it seems that the anticipation for the mundane 
outing is as big as going to the park!  Riding with dad and looking at the huge store full of parts 
and projects is just amazingly fun, especially if there are grilled hot dogs for sale in the parking 
lot outside.   



Shopping.  My daughter-in-law, my daughter and her daughter, and myself all went shopping 
one evening together.  I’d never seen a little girl feel SO special, as she browsed through 
clothes, tried on hats, and went into the dressing room with her mom.  I could hear her 
comments as she noted which bathing suit her mom should buy!  How fun, to have an alone 
time shopping with mom! 

There are all sorts of small things that we can choose to do alone and enjoy ourselves, which 
we most certainly should do, as often as we can.  But there are also times when we just might 
ask one of the kids to join us, and find out that it makes all the difference in the world in her 
behavior or his outbursts, all because they just needed a little time alone with mom…or dad. 

You’ll love the rest of your bunch a little bit more too, tolerate the noise and the whines and the 
non-stop questions, and remember why you had kids in the first place if you just get a little time 
with one at a time! 
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 Life as We Know It - Joy and Pain Part II: Jerimiah’s Story – by Erica Simmons 

 

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times that is the opening of one of my favorite classic 

novels The Tale of Two Cites.  It’s a quote that also perfectly encompasses the reality of my 

multi-part story of joy and pain. This month I will share Jerimiah’s story of how a painful situation 

lead him to revelation truths about relationships and character, truths I have been working to 

teach both my boys. So the joy is found in their own life as a “life as I know it moment, the pain 

is the backdrop in which they had to finally get it. 

Jalisa Evans  

Jerimiah first met Jalisa in middle school his 6th grade year. She was his first big crush and his 

first heartbreak. Even after the heartbreak of 2014 they managed to restore their friendship. She 

went to another campus her first year of high school , but came back to Round Rock her 

sophomore year, where once again they became inseparable as friends.  When she turned 16 

she also started working at Subway along with him. They forged a good relationship with the 

manager who referred to them as her children. At family get-togethers; if she was not there, 

Jerimiah was asked where she was. The amount of time together only increased when they 

started driving. You get the idea, they were close. 

Around the end of April I noticed Jalisa’s presence significantly less.  This came after a rough 

patch in which Jerimiah realized she had not been totally honest with him about her car cost and 

payment.  Though seemingly trivial, it was it beginning of a breach that would reach far and 

wide. My inquiries about her afterwards were met with a terse reply of an excuse followed by, 

“But I don’t really care.” These were soon followed by conversations in which is he would bring 

up to me things she had done or was doing that were hurtful to him. He told me he felt used 

because she was always around before she got her own car, and now she was off doing things 

and not including him. As each day passed, he offered me a little more insight into what was 

going on with him and how he was reflecting on their relationship, which he realized was not a 

healthy one. I told him he needed to talk to her and see if things can be worked out. After a few 

more weeks of a noticeably absent Jalisa, I asked Jerimiah what was going on. He tells me they 

are not hanging out anymore and he does not care. It all comes to a head on…  

May 16  

On that day, Jerimiah calls me at work. Jalisa is waiting for him outside his classroom, wanting 

to know what is going on. He is hurt she hasn’t talked to him for days, he is obviously upset and 



I work to calm him down and again advise him to take the time to tell  her what is going on with 

him, how he feels. He says okay and hangs up. About 15-20 minutes later my phone buzzes 

with a text message, it is from Jerimiah and it is a screen shot of the text message he sent her! I 

am flabbergasted because it contains all of the things I he has shared with me over the past few 

weeks about the reasons for the deterioration in their relationship. Below is the text message he 

sent her (shared with his permission): 

“You haven’t talked to me in days. We aren’t friends anymore. 
I’ve been getting very biblical lately and our friendship hasn’t 
been healthy. When I’m doing things for you I have to lie to my 
mom, I get in arguments with brother and mom about you 
because I choose you over them. I bend over backwards for 
you and it’s like the support and friendship is one sided. You lie 
to your mom and then I get caught right in the middle of it. Your 
mom doesn’t even like me and you’re going away this summer. 
Our friendship isn’t going anywhere. We’re total strangers now. 
I tried to think about it and see if I could get over it but you 
came into Subway and didn’t  talk to me at all and you left my 
window wide open and my blinds open and disrespected me 
and my family’s safety. You hang out with gangs, and you hang 
out with people that disrespect me… you don’t even stick up for 
me. We are growing apart and I knew it would happen 
eventually. I’ve changed and have tried to see if it was me but 
it’s both of us. We are going in two different directions … you lie 
to me… and I risk so much to help you as much as I can. At 
this point it’s not working.” 

What parent seeing such powerful and mature statements from her child would not be joyous? 

This message is full of things I have been trying to teach my boys, about what real friendship is, 

about honesty and integrity. This was a very strong and important friendship in my child’s life for 

many years, the feelings ran deep, yet he knew things could not go on the way they were.  He 

was starting to understand the importance of honesty and true caring. I later found out that the 

incident about the window being left open referred to a night she came over late to spend the 

night and she got a call from some guy to come pick him up, so she snuck out of the bedroom 

window and did not close it or the blinds. He awakened to find it like that. I think that was the real 

turning point for him. He went behind my back to let her spend the night, and then she left with 

no regard for OUR safety. So my joy at seeing my child finally GET it, comes at the cost of him 

truly and deeply being hurt by someone he cared for tremendously.  

I can’t conclude this story without stating that I did have a conversation with Jerimiah about how 

he delivered this message. I for one, as a parent, work to help my boys know there are some 



things that can never be replaced and one of them is fact to face communication with people in 

situations like this. This was not a message to be delivered via text. I also want to give an 

update. It has been a month and Jerimiah has been a happier young man since he is able to not 

be in that friendship. There are now different people in my house visiting with him.  

Lastly, as of this morning, putting the final touches on this article, I called Jerimiah at work to get 

his permission to use the actual text. He told me Jalisa reached out to him.  I was very happy 

because I really love Jalisa too, and I know she is a good kid. That friendship became what both 

of them allowed it to become. I don’t know if the friendship will continue, but maybe the both of 

them can get better closure to a chapter of their life that has spanned over a third of their lives.  

There are lessons to be learned for both, going forward. Part of his response back was about 

setting boundaries for a possible friendship. The Word says in 1 Corinthians 10:23 that all things 

are permissible, but not all things build up. Both my boys have to learn that they have the full 

gamut of choices for relationships, but if they are building ones that are going to last, they have 

to know they have to build them the right way.  

As a parent, I want all my boys’ life lessons to come the easy way, but know that we all must 

endure the fires of purification, where God has to burn out those things that are not of Him. In 

this instance, there is an opportunity for the restoration of a friendship, but I know Jerimiah will 

make it on his terms this time around (ones built on Godly principles), not hers.   

And the best part?  He is pulling her up to his standards, and not letting her pull him down to 

hers. 

 



I Don’t Do Teens – Butts and Bikinis – by Marcy Lytle 

Summer’s in full swing, and our teen girls are wearing shorts and bathing suits every chance 
they get, either out shopping in the shorts, or standing in line at waterparks in the suits.  I think 
every mom I’ve known enters into this battle between the generations of what’s too short, and 
what’s too revealing. The last time I went shopping, I noticed several young girls with shorts on, 
and from behind their but cheeks were visible!  And I wondered if their moms knew… 

Shopping for shorts can be quite the challenge with our teenage girls.  And arguing with them 
over why their shorts need to cover more than uncover can be exhausting, because they really 
don’t get it.  They just want to wear what they like.  So what’s a mom to do? 

Shopping for bathing suits can be equally exhausting, if not downright maddening!  She 
emerges from the dressing room in a bikini that’s barely there, and we almost faint before we 
scream, “No way!”  Yet, she’s not about to wear a “granny” suit that covers her body, because 
those suits are ugly.  And most of the time, our girls don’t even want us there with them when 
they shop, so we just don’t know what they might come home with! 

It’s hard to keep our girls modestly dressed, when their peers and their culture say to uncover it 
all, look sexy, and draw attention to what you’ve got.  And we can preach to them, quote 
scripture all day, and point to “The Way,” but if we’re not careful…they can run the other way!  
It’s so hard being a mom in so many areas, and this one is no exception. 

Here are a few practical ways of dealing with butts and bikinis: 

1.  Let her shop first on line for both and show you her top three styles, after you’ve both 
talked over lengths and coverage, and come to an agreement.  This may take a bit of 
time, but she will be excited to be let loose to shop, once the agreement is made. 

2. Be careful not to judge or criticize her character, accusing her of being rude or crude.  
That won’t help matters one bit.  Ask her some questions like, “What do you think is a 
good length?” “Why do you want a bikini like that one?” and listen to her answers.  You 
might hear her heart, like that she wants to be accepted and fit in.  That can lead to more 
conversations – good ones! 

3. Tell her to pray about her decisions, herself.  It’s amazing how God comes through when 
we release our teens to Him.  Sometimes when we step out of the way, He has room to 
step in. And they actually hear and listen and obey, and it feels good! 

4. Give her good guides to shopping, like looking at the back view, sitting down and 
bending over to see what’s covered and what’s not.  Encourage her taste and her style, 
but be firm on what she can show and not show.  Encourage her to invite a friend with 
the same values in fashion. 

5. Tell your daughter she’s beautiful, and if she invites you to shop with her then go and 
enjoy.  Encourage her to be bold in her own styles, regardless of what others around her 
do. And pray for her.  Never discount the power of prayer. 

Just because our daughters are growing up, as long as they live with us, they’re our 
responsibility to train and love fiercely. There’s always the off chance that she’ll leave the house 



in one pair of shorts and ditch those for the shorter pair when we’re out of sight.  Teens do that, 
sometimes.  But when we’ve been on our knees praying, there will come a time when she will 
feel that love from her Father that will surpass all of the need to be loved by others by the way 
she looks or presents her body to the world. 

And in that one fact, moms have great hope… 



Tiny Living – Like Gypsies – by Leyanne Enterline  

Tiny living for us means more time freedom and financial freedom, but not space freedom. Our 
space is tiny! Yes we get outside, but it is already getting hot here in Texas, so when we are 
offered a house to live in for a bit, with a pet for the boys to take care of, we take it!  

I have been blessed with a wonderful part-time job with amazing friends and clients that have 
homes that are larger than 350 square feet! (Shocking, I know.) So when they leave town, we 
are then asked to house/pet sit. They think we are helping them out, but really they are helping 
us out! We get to live in fabulous homes with a washer, dryer, and dishwasher! Oh how Iʼve 
missed these appliances! I get my fix because these wonderful people are allowing us to come 
take care of their homes!  

Iʼm so excited to use an oven that cooks evenly and a stove that has more than three tiny 
burners! And a fridge that is larger than an ice chest! One house has five bedrooms very spread 
out, but the kiddos were used to being close to us that I put them on a mattress nearby. 

When going to a new home, we never know what to expect. Each animal acts so different and 
comes with his own specific way he/she does things. It has been so interesting to see the 
personalities of the dogs emerge. My boys really enjoy trying to figure out how each animal 
plays and what they really like to do. Some love to fetch, some love to cuddle, some get worn 
out easily, and some can go on hikes with us forever! Some have 20 different meds a day, 
others have none!  

There are definitely more perks that come with this fun adventure. Some homes are situated on 
the lake, some have pools, some have amazing hiking trails, and some have fabulous 
neighborhood pools. Weʼve watched storms roll in on the back porch overlooking the beautiful 
hill country, and weʼve watched Chitty Chitty Bang Bang (a five hour movie!) in an amazing 
media room with reclining movie chairs! We do not take these adventures for granted, as we are 
so blessed and are enjoying the journey!  

Yes, it may seem like we are gypsies, but it has been such a neat experience.  

My children want a pet so badly that they are excited to move into each location and help take 
care of a new friend. They get to play with this new four-legged friend for a week or so then give 
it back! Itʼs the best kind of pet, ever! Then they the kids are sad to leave, but know theyʼve 
made a new buddy and are more than happy to do it again.  

This adventure in living has really taught the kiddos how to be flexible and mobile, and to be 
ready for anything. They have learned a lot of responsibilities of being a pet owner and how to 
treat everyone else’s things with care.  

I am so grateful for this fun opportunity to move around, take care of some sweet animals, teach 
my kiddos responsibility and use some appliances! AND if you are looking for a house/pet sitter 
keep us in mind!   

Love grows best in tiny spaces. 



A Night to Remember – Commit it to Memory – by Marcy Lytle 

When I was a kid in church, we had to memorize scripture verses.  And I say “had” to, because 
that’s how it felt.  Bible drills, where we looked up verses and competed with other kids, took 
place.  I got stickers and awards for reciting verses from the Bible, and knowing where they 
were found.  And it was all just part of my routine, just like going to school and memorizing the 
times table.  I didn’t really enjoy it so much, but I didn’t know anything different.  But little did I 
know that those memorized scriptures that sank into my brain and my heart would surface to 
sustain me as an adult when life got hard. 

It seems some parents nowadays don’t want to force churchy rituals upon their kids, and I totally 
get that.  Forced church isn’t a pleasant experience for any kid.  But memorizing verses is, in my 
opinion, a lost discipline that needs to return.  And we don’t have to beat our kids over the 
heads, offer them stickers, or even make them compete for a prize.  But we can offer the 
scripture as life-giving water in ways that will make our kids thirsty and long for more, and will 
satisfy them when they’re grown and gone. 

Preparation:  Cut out squares of paper, or use index cards (colored ones are great!), and write 
out five of your favorite verses from scripture, using 4-5 cards for each one.  For example, you 
could write, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me” Philippians 4:13, broken up 
like this: I can do all things/through Christ/who strengthens me/Philippians 4:13 on four cards.  
Do the same for four other of your favorite verses. 

One of the reasons we should use our own favorite verses is because these verses have 
brought life to us, and we can share that life with our kids.  This way, we’re not sharing dead 
words that have meant nothing to us, except words on a page. 

Here’s how to implement the devo: 

Read the verse out loud, and in 1-3 minutes share a specific time when that verse helped you 
out.  In our example above, it might be that you had a really hard test in college that you thought 
you couldn’t pass on your own, so you relied on Christ to help you.  And he did! 

Tell your kids your story.  Lay out the cards, mixed up, and let them put them in order, on a 
table, and ask them to recite the verse aloud.   

Ask your kids if there’s anything hard going on in their lives right now.  Maybe she’s got a friend 
who won’t play with her on the playground, and she’s having a hard time being nice to that girl.  
Remind her of the promise, and say the verse back to her out loud. 

Ask one child to pick up the verse, card by card, and place inside a Ziplock baggie, to pull out to 
put together again later.  As he’s picking up the verse, have him recite it aloud again. 

(Even if you have children in your bunch that don’t read, they will hear the words and the words 
will sink in…) 



Do this again with four other verses that are short enough to memorize, have meaning and 
punch in your own life, and ones that will help your little ones out in times of need now…and 
later. 

Once you’re done, your kids now have five baggies of different colored cards with mixed up 
verses for putting together, saying aloud and committing to memory. 

And one day when they’re grown, those verses will come to life again and again, all because 
mom/dad shared the scripture and said it aloud, until the kids heard it and got it…deep into their 
souls. 

Memorizing scripture…it doesn’t have to be a laborious task. 

�

�



The Family Practice – Imaginative Innocence – by Rachel Toalson 

Every summer, my husband and I encourage our children to choose a creative project they’ll 
work on for the ten weeks they’re out of school. This summer, they chose to write and illustrate 
picture books. 

We started out with the brainstorming, where I helped them decide on their character names 
and traits and quirky details that might or might not be demonstrated in the story. Then they 
dictated to me the plot of the story they wanted to write, while I jotted down notes and fun 
asides. I then wrote the story so they could see how a writer takes a simplistic bones-of-an-idea 
and turns it into a full and complete story with dialogue, conflict, and supporting characters. 

When I first began this project, I thought, erroneously, that it would be a great opportunity for me 
to talk to my children about the mechanics of story, to show them how it was done. They don’t 
get much of this kind of instruction at school, so why not teach it at home, during the summer? 

What I didn’t expect was for them to come back, after reading the entire story I’d written from 
their summary, with some suggestions for improvement. And what I really didn’t expect was for 
their suggestions to actually make the story better. 

This makes sense, though. Children are some of the greatest dreamers, some of the best at 
figuring out possibilities that the rational mind would not even have considered. When my 6-
year-old came back to say that he actually wanted the lightning to hit the paws of his super dog 
so that Ludwig could defeat the lightning and send it back up to the sky, I thought it was a silly 
idea. How could lightning be sent back up to the sky? And then I thought about how that’s the 
dream of every kid who’s ever been terrified of lightning (which was also me as a child). They 
want to know that they can conquer their fears in exactly the way he wanted his super dog to 
conquer the lightning. 

We made the change. The story was better.  

I’ve been writing stories for a very long time. Sometimes, when I’m creating with my children, I 
get a little too involved with teaching what I know in my head, instead of listening to what they 
know in their hearts.  

In her book Walking on Water, Madeleine L’ Engle tells the story about how, when she was a 
little girl, she believed she could walk down the stairs of her home without actually touching 
them. And then, when she was older, she figured out that she was really stepping on the stairs 
and not floating above them, and once she realized this, she could never un-realize it.  

Kids bring their charming innocence to the table of creativity. Everything they create is a work of 
art, an enormous opportunity, a product of a childlike, unbound-by-rules mind. The most 
valuable thing I can do to teach my children creativity is to embrace every working of their mind, 
to celebrate their imaginative solutions—however unfeasible they may be—to experiment with 
story, art, music, science, in their own way so they find their way. 

So we find our way, led by the children. Because when we start to listen to the children, we 
discover just how much we don’t know and just how much we can learn from them. 



Creating with children is one of the most important things we can do to keep our imagination 
alive. 

How to protect the creativity of children: 

1. Let them take the lead. While we do these summer projects with our children every year, 
some years have been better than others. The years that have been better are the years that 
our boys are permitted to choose what they want to work on as their project. If your child is 
interested in stop motion this year, give him the time and space to experiment with it (screen 
time rules apply, of course). If she wants to write picture books, show her how. If he wants to 
compose his own song, instead of the “boring” one in all the song books, give him the 
instrument on which to do it. Kids create best when they’re given the freedom to play.  

2. Create something as a family. There are few more beautiful memories than a family 
gathered around a creative project they created together. Write a song, film a video, write a 
collective story, build a new invention. Get all your hands involved, and watch this summer go 
down in your family memories as the Best Summer Ever (unless you repeat next year). 

3. Do something creative every day. When children are encouraged to be creative every day, 
this lasts a lifetime. I have a daily writing journal, where I jot a poem every day. I encourage my 
sons to do the same for themselves. Sometimes they write, sometimes they draw, and 
sometimes they tinker around with a song or two. Sometimes they jot down observations that 
they’ll use later. It doesn’t have to be much. All we’re doing is practicing. When we focus on 
creativity every day, our brains forge deeper connections between our art and ourselves, and 
we improve exponentially. 
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Under the Influence - Strength and Dignity – by Marcy Lytle 

 

When she’s young, and you’re still younger still, her strength amazes you. 

When she works, makes you dinner, and sews your costumes, her strength inspires you. 

When she teaches you the art of fashion, accessories and all things beautiful, her strength 
makes you feel pretty. 

When she’s there at the birth of your children, the birth of their children and on the steps of your 
new house, her strength stirs up thanksgiving. 

That’s the amazing strength of a mom in the eyes of her daughter. 

When she’s young, holds her head high in disappointment, her dignity makes you wonder. 

When she wears the most amazing outfits with heels and purse to match, her dignity makes you 
want to be her. 

When she demonstrates love instead of hate, kindness and generosity without measure, her 
dignity calls you to marvel. 

When she shows up and walks in a room and smiles and cracks a joke, even when you know 
her feet and knees and hands are hurting, her dignity makes you smile from within. 

That’s the daring dignity that a daughter longs for, when she sees it in her mother. 

When she’s pushing 90 years old and she’s in pain and can barely walk, you hold her arm and 
become her strength. 

When she’s a little forgetful, a bit absent minded, or confused at a label, your strong eyes and 
alert mind are strong for her. 

When she’s afraid of things to come, you pray in faith believing, and offer her His power. 

That’s the amazing transfer of strength as time marches forward. 

When she’s older, holds her cane and starts to stagger, you offer your arm, so her dignity keeps 
her standing. 

When she’s in a hospital bathroom, unable to button her jeans, you offer aid and let her emerge 
with dignity, as she steps into the room of nurses and doctors. 

When she’s very sick and ill, wearing nothing but a shirt, you close her door and keep things 
private, so her dignity is present still… 

That’s the amazing demonstration of love you show this dignified woman you love. 



When she’s suddenly gone, the transfer happens… 

When she’s breathed her final breath, and your own strength fails, it emerges later… 

When she’s no longer there to show you how, you stand up dignified and straight… 

That’s the amazing influence of a mom who stood tall and strong in the eyes of her daughter. 

�



Strengthening Your Core – Notification – by Marcy Lytle 

If you’re on Facebook, you know what this word means – notification.  You’ve got a LIKE, a 
COMMENT, a MESSAGE, or something awaiting you, something to read…and if you click on it, 
you can either be affirmed, annoyed, pleased, or informed.  Those of us who post often enjoy 
seeing that pop-up or hearing that “ding!” because after all, we want people to read and see 
what we’ve posted.  Otherwise, we wouldn’t be on Facebook at all, right? 

There are sometimes, when I’m in a hurry, I just don’t have time to click on those notifications.  
And because Facebook can be hacked, I’m leery of confirming a new friend.  Once in while 
there’s a comment asking me to read and pass something on, and then there are those 
moments when someone messages me an encouraging word or something totally exciting, like 
her husband got the job that their family had been praying for! 

I was thinking about these notifications on this social media page so many of us check 
constantly throughout the day, and I realized that there’s another place full of notifications that I 
sometimes go days without checking, due to life’s busyness.  It too is full of LIKES, 
COMMENTS, and MESSAGES, only it never can be hijacked by someone trying to hurt us, and 
it’s never annoying – only inspiring! 

That place is the Bible.  And here are the notifications we can all receive today, just by pausing 
to read them… 

He LIKES us so much that he holds onto us in all of life’s struggles and never lets go! 

Romans 8:38, 39 

For I am convinced that neither death, nor life, nor angels, nor principalities, nor things present, 
nor things to come, nor powers,  nor height, nor depth, nor any other created thing, will be able 

to separate us from the love of God, which is in Christ Jesus our Lord. 

He COMMENTS constantly on his love for us… 

I Corinthians 2:9 

THINGS WHICH EYE HAS NOT SEEN AND EAR HAS NOT HEARD, 
AND which HAVE NOT ENTERED THE HEART OF MAN, 

ALL THAT GOD HAS PREPARED FOR THOSE WHO LOVE HIM. 

His MESSAGE is clear, precise, and encouraging at all times… 

I John 1:5 

This is the message we have heard from Him and announce to you, that God is Light, and in 
Him there is no darkness at all. 

Facebook is great, as are other forms of social media like Twitter, Instagram, and Pinterest, for 
posting, saving, sharing, and commenting.  And I enjoy each one of them.  I like reading about 
what my friends are up to, and I enjoy posting about my own adventures.  But there’s no 



substitute for the messages awaiting me from Him.  They’re never hidden, mysterious, 
judgmental, crude, political, or ridiculous.  They’re full of joy, hope, peace, and life. 

When’s the last time you realized He has sent you a notification you’ve yet to read? 

Take the time to pause and receive and be affirmed and be joyful… 

 



Healthy Habits – When There’s No Time – by Marcy Lytle 

Sometimes there are moments, days, or even weeks where we cannot squeeze in a long walk, 
a game of tennis, or a visit to the gym.  Life is requiring too much out of us.  We can feel guilty, 
ashamed, and succumb to running on fumes, but those are not healthy choices at all.  There 
really are ways to continue to be healthy, even when life squeezes us dry. 

I have been in the middle of hospital visits to my sick mom, as well as trying to keep up with 
work and other daily duties.  I’ve tried to walk as much as possible, when I have the time, but 
that time has been limited.  There’s been a lot of sitting and waiting and wondering and 
stressing, all of which combined together make for weariness, fatigue and vulnerability to 
sickness. 

It’s been comical at times, but here are a few ways I’ve tried to keep up my heart rate and keep 
moving, even when there’s no time for the planned routines and outings: 

Up and down.  While waiting in a room with a sick love done, sit up and down multiple times.  
Even do it to the beep of the machines!  Do this several times throughout the day to alleviate 
stress and boost the heart rate. 

Walk around.  Find a route in the hospital that you can walk when you have a few minutes, and 
take that walk at a brisk pace.  It does wonders for the spirit, mind and body.  And you can pray 
for the people in the other rooms while you’re walking! 

Eat well.  Pack some carrot sticks and cucumber slices, along with hummus and crackers, and 
lots of bottled water, to enjoy and snack on throughout the day.  This will keep you from putting 
coins in a vending machine and opting for bagged cookies and chips. 

Butt squeeze and arm swing. Do these all day, especially when a lot of sitting is required.  
Move those arms back and forth, up and down…and squeeze the buttocks and release…over 
and over again. 

Let others help.  When a friend offers to sit, or a brother takes a turn, use that break to go on a 
walk out in the sunshine.  Just the rays of the sun, outside of the confines of a hospital room, do 
wonders for a weary body. 

Squat and lift.  While your friend or family member is sleeping, do squats, hold on to the chair 
and do leg lifts.  These can be done silently, as you pray and praise - both equally as uplifting as 
toning. 

Listen to music.  Worship music with great lyrics about His love, His goodness, and His name, 
are the best!  Good Good Father is one of my faves!  These songs will make you smile, and 
smiling is always healthy. 

It doesn’t do anyone any good for us to make ourselves sick while we’re caring for others who 
have reason to be sick.  And it’s so easy to fall prey to depression, lethargy, and non-movement 
while we’re serving, giving, and waiting. 



And sometimes we just don’t have the energy to do anything but sit and slide into sadness. 

However, if we enlist the help of a friend, push ourselves to move and keep hydrated, and listen 
to His voice, we will emerge without broken dreams and weary hearts and suffering bodies. 

Excuse me now, while I get up and move… 

 

 

 

�



Beauty for Ashes - What it Really Means to Wait on the Lord – by Pam Charro 
 
Waiting on the Lord…   
 
Such an important part of our walk with Him and such a difficult thing to learn how to do.  We've 
spent a large part of our lives trusting in our own perceptions of things and learning how to 
handle life on our own terms.  Now we are to trust this huge being that we can't even see - with 
the IMPORTANT areas of our lives!  The really sensitive and painful ones, the ones that we've 
always thought were no one's business but our own. Suddenly it doesn't seem to just be about 
religion anymore.  Now it's real. 
 
Which is a really good thing because we WANT God to be real in our lives!  But how to learn to 
wait on Him, and how to know what it DOESN'T mean? 
 
I've known some believers who think that it means to simply do nothing.  While I think this notion 
is very attractive to those who would prefer to be passive, I don't believe it's true.  God is never 
passive and we are made in His image to be more and more like Him.  God is always 
intentional, and the lessons in the Bible always point to action, not a lack of it.  So, while waiting 
on God does mean we can't always do what we want to do, it certainly, in my view, does not 
ever mean to do nothing.  To take it a step further, I believe to not do what we want but then to 
not listen to what God wants us to do instead is equally disobedient to just carrying out our own 
desires.  When God says, 'No' or 'Not yet', we should probably keep listening, because there's 
more. 
 
So when we can't do what we want, how do we know what to do instead?   
 
There really isn't a pat answer to that because we are all unique as God's children, but it does 
help to practice a few key disciplines: 
 
1.  Pray, pray passionately, and pray often.  God hears you and He wants to give you the 
desires of your heart, but he equally wants a relationship with you.  When you're frustrated or 
disappointed, talk to Him and ask Him for direction in how to replace what you would like to do 
with what He wants you to do.  He loves to communicate with you. 
 
2.  Read the Word.  You will notice that many people have been in your position and you can 
see how God responded to them.  It helps to be able to see what He did so you can know Him 
better and not feel so alone. You may also be challenged, but, either way, you will likely be 
hearing something. 
 
3.  Ask God to transform you more into His character as a result of this situation.  Ask Him to 
show you what a godly person would do in your position. How can I bring YOUR good to this 
situation instead of what I feel like doing?  How can I bring YOUR desired outcome to this and 
bless others instead of trying to get what I want?   In fact, truly, what would JESUS do?   There 
is always freedom from frustration when you know you have the opportunity to become more 
Christ-like.  
 
4.  Be open to wisdom from others.  Pray about what they tell you, but search for God's words 
when they speak to you.  God often uses people to convey His messages. 
 



5.  Don't forget to choose to believe in God's goodness in all things, regardless of how 
things appear.  Speak it constantly and you will grow in your ability to see things His way.  I 
often ask, "Lord, what is Your highest possible good for me in this situation?" 
 
God is patient and longsuffering. We aren't naturally either of those things, but, thanks to Him, 
we always have more opportunities to be transformed into His likeness.  Nothing could be more 
worthwhile! 
�



Created for Life - Sandwiched In – by Ginny Hurley 
 
While shopping at the grocery store to pick up a few items I needed, including diapers for our 
two eight-month-old grandbabies, I suddenly realized that I had diapers in my trunk. However, 
the diapers in my trunk were for my Mom, who was coming to stay with us, for a while.  I had 
picked those up from her home.   
 
Wow!  That puts things in perspective pretty quickly!   
 
It was one of those lightbulb moments when you realize you are in this for the duration, and that 
duration is like the flowers in spring.  Here one moment and gone the next.  I thought of my 
young parents and all the adventures we had growing up.  That was yesterday, right?  Now Dad 
is gone and Mom needs 24/7 care.  How did that even happen?  Surely, my husband and I just 
got married and started our family.  It couldn’t possibly be that we are watching our grandbabies 
now?  Time hasn’t flown.  It has jet-packed off into the atmosphere faster than my dog chasing a 
rabbit!   
 
Yet, I am coming to understand that this is good news!  For even though our bodies are fading; 
our spirits are growing stronger and are maturing more, every day.  If only I had possessed this 
wisdom when I was younger!  My body isn’t as strong as it once was, but I can say without 
hesitation that I am bolder and stronger in my spirit than I ever was!  I can feel His spirit 
expanding within my body and I can only shake my head in wonder.  I am seeing with my eyes 
that as I grow weaker in my ability to do the things I once did, I am growing wiser in the 
knowledge that it is His strength that I need to live.  My own strength is awesomely fashioned, 
but His strength in me is my hope and salvation!   
 
Truly, we live in these bodies for a certain time chosen by heaven, and then we are gone.  My 
generation is now taking care of aging parents while at the same time, entertaining 
grandchildren.  Our parents don’t understand our lives today and how overwhelmingly busy 
everyone is.  Our own children are working trying to support their babies and pay bills in an 
increasingly changing culture, while we, the sandwich generation, hold down the fort and bring 
order and peace.  The idea that we have something to leave with our loved ones, a heritage of 
honor and integrity gives me great joy.  It is not for nothing.  It is for something glorious!  Our 
arms are stretched, but we can carry whatever we are given, because the One who made the 
universe dwells, lives mightily, within us!  We were created for this time and we all have a 
purpose.  Our parents left their legacy of wisdom, and we will leave ours.  Our circumstances 
and situations are all different, but we can receive from each one, a higher purpose than any of 
us could imagine.   
 

2 Corinthians 5:4-5 says, 
 

“For we who are in this tent groan, being burdened, not because we want to be unclothed, but 
further clothed, that mortality may be swallowed up by life.  Now He who has prepared us for 

this very thing is God, who also has given us the Spirit as a guarantee.” 



All things have become new in Christ Jesus.  We are the righteousness of God in Christ 
because His Spirit lives in us.  The body may fade, but the Word of the Lord Jesus will live 
forever!  He in me and I in Him.  Completion!   
 
Like a sandwich of three parts, generations of families, and the fullness of the Godhead, we are 
inseparably complete together.  Nothing can separate us from the love of God.  He will carry us 
because His muscles are everlasting!  His love reaches to the ends of the earth and back 
around.  He is enough, and He will take us from life to life!   
 
The best part of the sandwich is in the middle! 
 
Til next time…  
 



 

 

 

 

 
MARRIAGE 

 
 
 
 

 



In This Together – The Great Escape – by Charissa Corbin 
 
This past month we celebrated my husband’s 30th birthday by camping in a remote area outside 
of Fairbanks, Alaska on the Chena River. We stayed in a dry cabin, which means no running 
water, no electricity, and no plumbing.  We had a loft, wooden plank beds, a basic table, some 
shelves, a fairly nice outhouse, campfire pit, a rushing river and complete serenity. The best 
part… no cell service, no Internet, complete disconnect from the online world.  
 
And guess what? We survived! 
 
There are a lot of Alaskan residents that live like this 24 hours a day, 7 days a week. It’s their 
home and they work hard every day to make it work. They escape the chaos of society and 
living in the 21st century and enjoy living a simpler lifestyle. It is definitely an appealing lifestyle, 
but I think I’ll stay put for right now.  
 
As I reflect back on our adventure, I can’t help but smile at the memories made. Our 
conversations were deep, our focus was on one another, God’s beauty was plentiful, and we 
were not rushed. Not rushed to get to work, to make dinner, do the laundry, and pay the bills. 
With no access to Internet or cell service, we couldn’t spend time on social media, binge watch 
Netflix, or check the latest news.  
 
It was just my husband, my daughter and me, living life without a care in the world: 
 
Soaking in God’s creation 
Enjoying the process of cooking 
Washing dishes in the river 
Appreciating afternoon naps with our daughter, and… 
Listening to the fire crackle as we settled down for the night 
 
As easy as it is to escape into the wilderness, it is just as easy to fall back into the hustle and 
bustle of life. Our marriage shouldn’t be put on hold until we can “escape” again, but there 
should be a balance in our everyday life.  
 
I’m challenging myself to unplug every day, even if it is just five minutes, and use that time to 
devote my attention to my husband and daughter.  
 
Just as God calls us to be still with Him, we should allow time to be still with our husbands.  
 
It is amazing how rejuvenating it can be.  
 
 
 
  



Date Night Fun – At the Movies – by Marcy Lytle  

I feel as though I ought to be an expert at movie night dating, because my husband and I see at 
least two movies a week, sometimes three, at the theater.  I know many opt to watch movies at 
home to save money, and choose Netflix over the theater, and rarely pay the big bucks to go.  
So this month, I’m going to list five movie night date ideas, as well as tips after each one, on 
how to save a few dollars…and a reason to go instead of staying home! 

Foreign Movie Night – If you don’t see foreign films because you don’t like subtitles, think 
again.  Sometimes, foreign films are the best!  And once you’ve seen a few, you don’t even 
realize you’re reading subtitles instead of hearing your own language.  Seriously.  Depending on 
which country is represented, dress accordingly for the evening…or eat dinner before the movie 
at that kind of restaurant…say Italian, for an Italian movie.  (Get a movie frequent visitor card for 
your theater and save by winning free food and movie tickets!)   

You can’t visit a foreign country without leaving your own home, so hop in your car and go… 

Those Independents – You’re really missing out if you just see the mainstream films.  Look at 
your local listings and go see a film that’s only showing in one theater, the artsy one.  Look it up 
and read the reviews if you must, but go.  Sometimes, these independents are my absolute 
favorites, because they’re so uniquely told and presented.  Invite another couple on this date to 
seek out this adventure with you, and go for coffee afterwards to discuss it. (Go early and get 
the matinee discount so you can spend the savings on a latte or pastry).  

Movies at home are fine, but you always have chores in plain view. At the theater, you have to 
relax… 

The Discount Theater – We have a couple of these in our town, and I must say they’re not my 
favorite.  However, when money is tight, or when there’s a movie that we want to take kids to 
see or include others and pay for it, this is a good option.  You can treat a guest or two and pay 
for their evening, and not feel like you’ve emptied your pockets! Before or after the movie, go for 
a long walk together.  If you go before, you’ll be tired and will enjoy the coolness of the theater 
as the show begins.  If you go for a walk afterwards, you can discuss your favorite characters. 
(You don’t need a hint on this one, as the savings is in the discounted price of the tickets!).   

Sometimes, these movies are already out for you to watch on television, but go on – spend a 
few dollars – and get out of the house on a Friday night.  You can sleep in tomorrow… 

Dinner and a Movie – My husband loves the theaters with the big comfy chairs, a full menu of 
delicious food to choose from, and choices of dessert as well!   We have a few of these in our 
area that offer all of this!  This eliminates having to think of a restaurant AND a movie, because 
the restaurant is there at the theater!  These often require advance ticket purchase, so that you 
can get your seats, but that’s a bonus too!  You can pick your seats!  We love these date nights 
because it’s all there in one package, and it’s great when we’re hungry, not in the mood for 
popcorn, but are in the mood for food and a film. (Choose your food ahead of time on the menu, 
and share plates.  Drink water, to save a few more bucks.  And share a dessert, too.  Sharing 
saves!).   



You always need at least one date night, every so often, one that you look forward to and 
anticipate, from beginning of week to the end.  This could be it… 

The Drive-In – Do you have one near you?  We have one not far from us, and I love it!  Drive-
ins are a lost beauty in most areas, but our town has built a new one that tons of people flock to.  
We can choose to watch in our car (it’s pricey that way) or we can bring chairs and sit outdoors 
under the moonlight and watch for a very reasonable price.  This kind of movie date is great for 
a group of couples.  You can sit your chairs in a circle, bring in your own picnic food, and enjoy 
the movie (sometimes they show classics and these are great!).  (If you’re allowed to bring in 
food, do it.  Make it a fun evening by planning out your picnic menu with your other friends).  If 
there’s no drive-in near you, create one in your own backyard and invite your friends to come.  
Provide dinner, or have each couple bring something.  (Choose the most cost-effective option 
that fits your own budget!) 

Hop in the car, or out of it, but get outside for date night, away from the AC blowing, the TV 
blaring, or the recliner calling…you’ll be glad you did! 

 

 



After 30 Years - The Rhythm – by Marcy Lytle 

Do you remember the hand-slap poems you did with your friends when you were a kid, or the 
ones your own kids did with their friends?  One of those fun rhymes said, “Gotta get the rhythm 
of the hands – clap/clap…” and each pair of kids slapped hands and legs, all in sync as they 
talked.  Somehow, this was great fun, especially when you and your friend did it perfectly.  What 
an accomplishment!  Every hand slap was perfect, the words came out like a song, and you 
both completed the entire sequence without a flaw. 

However, it took lots of practice to get that rhythm perfect.  But you and your friend were willing 
to do the routine over and over again, for weeks if necessary, until you got it right.  Why?  
Because you wanted to show others, the rhythm and rhyme was so cool, and it felt great to do 
it. It was fun. 

I’m not sure why, but when we get married we often think we’re supposed to settle into a perfect 
rhythm and rhyme from day one.  But it doesn’t take even a week to realize that he wants no 
hair left on the sink, and you want all dishes put in the dishwasher, not left out on the counter.  
He likes to watch television no matter what’s on, and you only want the romantic and drama-
type shows.  He wants to play basketball with his friends on the weekend, and you want him to 
go shopping. 

All of a sudden, those perfect hand slaps and rhymes that were given at the wedding when he 
said “I do” and you did too, turn into reality that nothing at all is in sync, and it’s quite alarming 
how out of rhythm your life together is! 

My husband and I recently started facilitating a small group at our church.  We haven’t done this 
in 20 years, because it was a disaster way back then.  We had a lot of challenges from our 
group itself, but he and I had our own challenges, apart from the group of people we met with.  
He didn’t look at the time, and so I felt like the time “police.”  He didn’t really plan and write 
outlines and think of icebreakers, so I felt like I carried that burden.  And we didn’t really have a 
personal study time, so I resented that we were now having this time to study for others and not 
for us… 

Do you see where I’m going with this?  We were out of rhythm.  But instead of learning the 
routine and getting into a nice flowing canter, we quit.  We quit leading together, because it just 
didn’t work.   

Now it’s 20 years later and we thought we’d give it a try. Older and wiser, right?  It turns out, we 
are somewhat.  But it also turns out that we’ve both learned to give and take, we’ve noted each 
other’s strengths and weaknesses, and we’ve learned to communicate without accusing (at 
least most of the time.) 

Those three things are the reason we’re enjoying our working together this time around.  It’s 
taken years of practice where he’s listened to me complain, and I’ve noted where he’s strong 
and decided to admire instead of criticize.  It’s taken a couple decades of making choices to try 
again until we get it right, and suddenly we are making that nice rhythm and rhyme that sounds 
so nice to both of our ears!  And it’s taken lots of communication, arguments, and compromise 



and honor – that’s a big one – especially on my part.  Instead of insisting that he be like me, I’ve 
learned that I’m the rhythm starter and creative one, and he’s the rhyme of reason and the 
poetic one.  It’s a back and forth sort of effect. 

Have we argued or run into a misstep, or a misslap?  Yes, we have. But this time, we didn’t 
throw up our hands and quit.  We kept on smiling and trying and looking each other in the eye, 
because we’ve grown together…not apart. 

And that growth only occurred because of the grace of our Father.  I prayed for my husband, 
and realized that prayer is a lot more effective than ridicule.  He listened and learned, and 
blessed me and affirmed me, and I received it.   

Just like those childhood games, we practiced and practiced, we spoke it and sang it, until we 
did it and loved it. 

Out of rhythm with your spouse? Can’t quite make out the beauty of the rhyme?   

Don’t be so hard on yourselves.  Keep communicating, make up when you argue, and learn to 
compromise with, and honor each other.  You’ll be surprised when one day you hear yourselves 
both say in perfect togetherness, “We got the rhythm of the hands…clap/clap.”  

And that will be music to your ears… 
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Soldiers with Lipstick – The Shift – by Rachel Critz 

Psalm 37:4 reads, 

"Take delight in the Lord, and he will give you the desires of your heart." 

Have you ever felt that feeling, when someone mentions something you are passionate about, 
and all of the sudden your eyes light up, your lips form an uncontrollable smile and your body 
ignites with a flame of desire to just share everything you know? It may not even be something 
as big as a talent you have, but it may even be as simple as having the same music taste as 
someone else. You automatically claim that person as a friend. 

Those desires and passions are there for a reason. However, for now, I am not going to tell you 
about how having the same music taste as someone is the desire I wish for you to seek. Rather, 
it’s the deeper ones.  

I never knew why I always longed to have friends everywhere I go or to interact with at least 
someone, so that I can leave feeling accomplished. Yet I always told myself, "I'm not going to 
even try and make friends because I'm too afraid no one will like me." I was stuck behind this 
wall, a wall that led me to believe that mostly everyone disliked me or judged me.  

I've always known that that feeling wasn't from the Lord, but I could not help myself from feeling 
it. I am human, after all. It wasn't until a few years later, when I spoke to one of my youth 
leaders and he told me, "That feeling is not a negative feeling, it is a very strong and passionate 
desire inside of you to have relationships wherever God takes you," that I changed. Ever since I 
heard those words, I've carried them with me to my work, my volleyball games, and even into 
my home.  

I saw a change in myself when I shifted my perspective in what I thought was a negative feeling 
of fear about what others think, into I really want to be your friend because maybe you'll like me 
…and maybe you won't.  

Even now, I still struggle with accepting that not everyone will always like me. Ultimately, the 
only one we need to please is Jesus, and He is already pleased with us since he truly adores 
us. But the words from my youth leader also gave me a reassurance about my future. I at least 
know one thing about myself and what I want to pursue: relationships.  

Your desire may differ from mine. It may be a totally opposite one. But seek after that feeling of 
passionate desire, always.  

God might just surprise you with a change in perspective… 



Firmly Planted – A Reluctant Traveler – by Dina Cavazos 

Are you a home body, or do you enjoy going places? I’m not sure if a “traveling” gene exists in 
our genetic code, but if it does, I sure don’t have it... traveling just isn’t in my DNA.  Typically, I 
only travel to see my kids. One in California, and a couple years ago my son lived in Maui , but 
he’s back now (good-bye Maui!)  Even though I’m often intrigued by the idea, when it comes 
down to venturing out of the small geographic area I call home, I just seem to find reasons not 
to go. 

Traveling appeals to my tiny adventurous streak and my awe of creation. I love the beauty our 
Jewel-in-the-Universe has to offer. Views that take your breath away and the interesting plants 
that grow there beckon me to go beyond my boundaries.  In the 4th grade I read a book about 
the Sequoias in the redwood forest and the longing to see them is still with me. Yet...traveling 
drains me and when I get home I have to rejuvenate. I miss my garden time, the birds, the 
sound of the fountains and chimes, my books and music too much. 

In earlier years I didn’t have the means or time to travel if I wanted to—and I thought I wanted 
to. Now, to some degree, I have both, but I don’t really want to. I love where I live and am 
content to be here, but sometimes I feel like I’m missing out. Sometimes I wish I had a traveling 
partner and didn’t have a garden to care for.  Most people like to go on vacations, don’t they? 
Most people get tired of being home, don’t they? Why not me? 

When I begin to squirm against my inclinations and think things should be “other-than-how-they-
are”, my over-riding and stabilizing beliefs bring peace and reassure me that it’s ok—I’m not 
missing anything good God intends for me. My mind rests in these thoughts: 

God created a beautiful world for us to live in, astounding in its intricacy and 
interdependence....but there’s another world beyond this one—a spiritual world invisible to the 
eye that’s even more amazing. 

In that world I’ll be even more alive than I am now, as there will be freedom from the things that 
hinder me here. 

I’ll be able to see and experience depths of knowledge and beauty that surpass what exists 
here—I will even get to see the Grand Canyon or the Grand Tetons from eternity’s perspective 
in light of the truth about how they came to be. 

Whatever I don’t get to see or experience in this life that’s good for me....it’ll be waiting for me in 
the next in even more glorious form. 

I’m encouraged, firmly planted in the place he has for me—I hope you are too. 



Saddle Up - Take Inventory – by Melissa Critz 
 
One important thing I learned from very seasoned ranch hands while growing up was to 
take care of the land and fences.  
 
When I was in my teens, my family owned a 300+ acre ranch where my dad ran 
Holsteins calves and planted pecan trees, all to try to make the land work for our family. 
The ranch hands would work the calves and, well, I got to help. One of my horses, 
Brandy, had been trained to herd cattle, so I was able to saddle up and help bring the 
calves in from the pasture. I often noticed blind calves, beat-up calves, and sick calves.  
 
One of the many things the ranch hands did was to take care of the fencing and the land 
around the barn which included keeping gates shut. I took it upon myself to ride the 
fences. And, boy howdy, there were lots of fences – both cross (which I wrote about in 
my last article) and boundary fences. I spent a few hours riding and looking for broken 
wires, slumped-over fencing and posts, or even critters caught in the fencing.  One time 
it was one of our own dogs! After inspection, I reported my findings and those fence 
repairs were done very quickly. Animals and fencing, especially barbed wire fencing 
which is a must with cattle (but not what I like with horses), just don’t mesh. I have too 
many personally true, sad stories of horses and calves getting wrapped up in the wire 
and sadly sometimes dying. This process, along with keeping gates shut, is just 
ingrained in me.  
 
Today, I live on only 5+ acres, nothing like the 300+ acres; however, there are still 
fences to check on and gates to keep shut and grounds to keep in check. Just recently, 
we lost a dear pet cat to some very unwanted coyotes. I had been inspecting the fencing 
and noticed some areas that appeared to have been compromised but nothing that 
warranted immediate attention in regards to the horses. After this devastating event, my 
husband and one of my sons went to work to make sure that no critters could get 
through and under the fencing.  
 
I was thinking about this particular part of what I learned growing up – the importance of 
maintaining in order to protect, keep safe, keep healthy, keep in place, keep the bad out, 
to just keep. And I started listening to Him. I felt He was encouraging me in some way. It 
really took a bit, because I wanted to hear Him and hear exactly what He meant. I finally 
realized that He was encouraging me to walk the boundary of my life, to look at the 
gates that were meant to be shut, to look at my surrounding life and take inventory. I 
wondered if He meant something like a New Year’s resolution. But I felt the Holy Spirit 
goading me to just reevaluate things in life by taking inventory occasionally. It didn’t have 
to be a set plan, like once a month or just on New Year’s. But just when I knew that I 
needed to do inventory. I think we know when we need to do this.  
 
After realizing what He was directing me towards, I started doing just that. Here are the 
areas that I would encourage you to take inventory.  
 
Physically – what are you doing for yourself and your health? Do you need to get a 
check-up with the doctor? Do you need to make time for yourself by moving, walking, 
jogging more? Do you already exercise plenty and need to take time to just enjoy the 
outdoors and smile and laugh?  
 



Emotionally – how are you taking care of this part of your life? Are you smiling when 
you should? Are you allowing yourself a good cry? Are you screaming in a pillow if 
needed? Are you communicating with those around you? Do you seek friends and share 
time with them?  
 
Mentally – how about this area? Do you give yourself worthwhile challenges to keep 
your mind sharp? Do you read? Do you play games? Do you keep learning?  
 
Spiritually – how are you taking care of this part? Do you seek those around you and 
see how you can pray for them? Do you read and memorize scripture? Do you soak in 
worship for our Lord? Do you just sit and listen to Him? Do you enjoy regular fellowship 
with others that know Jesus?  
 
I absolutely did not exhaust any of the possibilities that we all could take inventory of our 
lives and we are all in differing season in our lives. However, I do believe He was 
encouraging me to pause and reevaluate – to make sure that all areas are getting fed so 
that they can grow and flourish in the way He desires us to.  
 
Take inventory and check the fences in your life. See if He would have you repair or 
replace parts so that you can be safe and protected so that you can grow in Him and 
help others to do the same. God loves you. He desires the best for you. If you do know 
Him, then you are His child. If you don’t, then contact me. I would love to share with you 
my One, True Father, Lord of Lords and King of Kings. 



Moving Forward - Receiving – by Pam Charro 
 
I find myself in a season of learning about receiving.   
 
In the past, I also had periods where I was learning to receive from God, but now I also am 
learning to understand that he is receiving from me.   
 
The Bible says that we love God because he first loved us, and I can't do anything good for God 
unless I receive his love and acceptance first.  So I've really been working on taking in the love 
that I know he has already graciously given to me.  It has been challenging to realize all of the 
walls I have built that have kept me from this kind of receiving, and it's been so liberating to 
grow in this area! 
 
Recently, I've also realized that it's necessary to believe that God graciously receives what I 
give to him as well.   
 
Have you ever had friends who refused (or had no response at all to) every good thing you tried 
to do for them?  It's so difficult and frustrating to maintain a relationship where both sides don't 
feel they have something valuable to offer the other.  Yet I have struggled in my entire walk with 
God, feeling that I have nothing to offer that is important to him.   
 
We are made to respond to love by wanting to give back, and for me to see God as unmoved by 
my efforts had kept our relationship from becoming what I'm sure we both wanted it to be. Now 
that I am starting to realize that he loves my desire to please him and give to him, my ability to 
feel closer to him has greatly improved. In fact, I find that I want to do even more for him 
because he is warm and kind and appreciates what I do. 
 
Both giving and receiving must work both ways in any meaningful and satisfying relationship, 
and my walk with the greatest friend I could ever have is no exception. 
�



Real Stories - For Everything a Season – by Ami Wickiser 

Folding laundry may be my undoing someday. Seriously, it’s my least favorite chore. The 

clothes are clean, and they’re doing just fine over there in a tumbling mountain not hurting 

anybody, thank you very much. 

We seem to produce a lot of laundry for just the two of us. My husband is a giant, so that makes 

a difference, I suppose. Eventually my love of order trumps the chaos. 

One day it occurred to me what a privilege it is to get to fold laundry. It’s a lovely side effect of 

God’s lavish grace on my life. I have another husband to love, care for, and to serve. I missed 

the everyday things of being a wife. 

Here we are in the beautiful mundane, the place of dishes and laundry, of ministry, work, and 

cooking dinner.  I should note that upon reading the draft, David interjected “Except nothing’s 

ever mundane when I’m around.”  He makes me smile. 

Life buzzes with the hum of daily tasks. Ordinary days. After several years of deep sorrow, 

waiting, and big changes, this season feels a little foreign. I haven’t been here for a while. I don’t 

always know what to do with it. 

But I love it. 

After loss, tiny moments become treasures. Playing games, seeking new adventures, dancing 

around the living room together, having quality time, being held tightly,—all are things I soak in. 

Oh that I could bottle up these mundane days, storing them to revisit through a trip in 

Dumbledore’s pensieve. And if you don’t know about the pensieve, I’m not sure we can be 

friends. 

I’m thankful for the beauty of mundane days. I well remember how much I longed for them. But 

sometimes I feel guilty about this calm and peaceful season. Maybe that seems weird. 



Perhaps it was easier to worship God in the midst of trial than it is in the normal, typical every 

day sort of days. Am I wandering away from God because something “big” is not going on?  But 

what about my friends who are suffering deeply? Is it wrong that I am not suffering also? 

But the older I get, the more I see how God often deals in seasons. 

For everything there is a season, and a time for every matter under heaven: a time to be born, 

and a time to die: a time to plant, and a time to pluck up what is planted; a time to kill, and a 

time to heal; a time to break down, and a time to build up; a time to weep, and a time to laugh; a 

time to mourn, and a time to dance; a time to cast away stones, and a time to gather stones 

together; a time to embrace, and a time to refrain from embracing; a time to seek, and a time to 

lose; a time to keep, and  a time to cast away; a time to tear, and a time to sew; a time to keep 

silence, and a time to speak; a time to love, and a time to hate; a time for war, and a time for 

peace. 

Ecclesiastes 3:1-8 

As physical seasons reflect reversal, redemption, and newness of life, so do life’s seasons. 

They reflect the character of our God, and His unrelenting zeal to transform. 

J. I. Packer put it this way. 

“Live in the present, and enjoy it thoroughly; present pleasures are God’s good gifts. Though 

Ecclesiastes condemns flippancy, he clearly has not time for the superspirituality which is too 

proud or too pious ever to laugh and have fun. Seek grace to work hard at whatever life calls 

you to do, and enjoy your work as you do. Leave to God its issues; let Him measure its ultimate 

worth; your part is to use all the good sense and enterprise at your command in exploiting the 

opportunities that lie before you… We can be sure that the God who made this marvelously 

complex world order,… and who compassed the even greater redemption from Sin and Satan 

knows what He’s doing, and ‘doeth all things well.’ even if for the moment He hides his hand. 

We can trust Him and rejoice in Him even when we cannot discern His path.” 

Therefore, I get to enjoy the lovely early days of still being considered “newlyweds.”  Life is not 

about always being happy, but sometimes happiness is part of God’s grace. There is no need 



for guilt. God is sovereign over the ebbs and flows. His narratives are complex, and there are 

appropriate times for every emotion. Of course, beauty and calm are His good gifts. 

A year and a few weeks ago, some of my dear friends experienced the deaths of their twins 

born too early. Apart from Jon’s death, being with them that night was one of the hardest things 

I’ve experienced. Grief was deep and heavy. But what a privilege it was to hold their tiny and 

perfectly formed babies, to see God’s grace surrounding them, to cry out to the Lord for them, 

and to weep and ache with them. 

In the same week these friends remembered what would have been their babies’ first birthdays, 

David and I traveled for a family member’s wedding. We were in the thick of wedding 

preparations, and all the delights that come with them. It was an exhausting, but immensely joy-

filled week. What a tremendous privilege it is be in a wedding, to share in a couple’s radiant joy! 

Seasons. Contrasts. Walking beside others both in joy and sorrow are God’s good 

gifts.  Likewise, in my life sorrows and joys are equally God’s good gifts. Though it’s not always 

easy to understand, both kinds of days teach me the gospel, pointing me to Christ. 

 I remember the sorrow and suffering of the cross. 

 I recall the triumph and joy of the resurrection. 

 

Both are necessary. 

As long as this season lasts, I’ll just keep soaking up the sunshine with raised hands and 

thankful heart. 

Thank you Lord, for good and beautiful gifts, in every season. 

I’m a southern girl through and through, but Illinois has been my home for the last seven years. I love books, ice 
cream, and new experiences. I’m a Developmental Therapist, so I work with young children that have delays or 
disabilities. I’m also passionate about teaching and serving in ladies’ ministry. 



My first husband, Jon, died unexpectedly in January 2013. He adored me, but he adored Jesus and the gospel more. 
My whole world turned upside down. I began writing two weeks after Jon died primarily to help process the roller 
coaster. The ramblings were my honest, raw, thoughts as a 30 year old, childless widow. I felt strongly that I needed 
to let others see my journey, and let God use it to break down stereotypes of Christian grief. 

Last September I married David, who is a marvelous reflection of the true Kinsman Redeemer. I am the recipient of 
lavish grace and have the privilege to be cherished twice. I’m so thankful to love and be loved again.  

Now I write to encourage and equip with the comfort I’ve been given. Now I write to proclaim the gospel and its 
application to the messiness of daily life. I want to live with open hands before God. His life. His glory. My blog is 
found at whenmercyfoundme.com 
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FRESH THYME - Altered States – by Marcy Lytle 

I get it.  There are options out there to reduce the effects of aging, to enhance our natural 
beauty, and to give us natural beauty that we don’t have, so it’s enticing to be drawn to all of the 
solutions available to help us achieve that “perfect” look.   But there is just so much altering that 
can be done to change our outward appearance, and to become obsessed with it is never very 
healthy…at all.  I’m not for cutting, lifting, and stitching in order to lose pounds, look younger, or 
get rid of wrinkles.   If you’re into that, that’s your choice.  I’m just into small, inexpensive, subtle 
ways to help me feel better about the way I look when I see myself in the mirror.  And then I 
realize that my inward attitude is even more important, so I try to work on that as well! 

For example: 

1. I love a good tan lotion (the one by Jergens is my fave), but I’m not willing to sit outside 
in the sun in the hot rays to soak up the sun for a natural tan any more.  It’s not wise.  
But a good rub to cover blotches and veins – and give a little color? I’m all for it. 

2. I love the illusion of being taller than I am, because somehow I think elongated legs take 
off pounds.  I have no idea if that’s true, but I opt for block heels most of the time.  
They’re comfortable and stylish, and I don’t feel like I’m going to fall over when I wear 
them. 

3. I love smiling when I go to sleep, and when I wake.  I tell myself that smiling eliminates 
frown lines, and frown lines add years, so I choose to smile.  Smiling is an exercise, 
really.  And exercise is good for the body…and the face.  So, why not? 

4. I love painted toenails.  Sometimes, I paint my fingernails too, but not all the time.  
They’re too hard to keep pretty and maintain. But somehow, the toes last for a while 
longer.  And wearing sandals all summer, I like for my toes to be pretty and colorful.  I’m 
not sure why, but I do! 

5. I love the feeling I feel when I give thanks.  It’s hard to do sometimes, when I start 
complaining, looking around at what I wish I had, or grieving over a loss.  But when I 
choose to give thanks, I feel better, and I act better.  And that makes those I’m around 
want to smile and give thanks, as well. 

6. I love a brisk walk and a tight stomach.  Both of these give me the satisfaction that my 
heart is pumping and my body is responding.  It takes lots of concentration to suck in the 
gut, but it’s become part of what I do daily.  Is my stomach flat?  By no means.  But it’s 
flatter than it would be if I let it all hang out…if you know what I mean. 

7. I love eyeliner, concealer and a bit of blush.  Those three things, and I can face the day 
and not feel naked and pale.  The concealer might be my favorite part of my makeup 
routine, because it covers dark circles and wakes me up to the world ahead of me! 

8. I love a candle burning in a woodsy, herb or citrus scent.  Scents can lift moods, change 
the course of a day, and make a heart happy.  I’ve said it many times, but burning 
candles doesn’t have to be just in the fall, when the windows are closed and it’s dark 
outside.  We can burn them any day, any time of day! 

9. I love cute eyewear.  I wear reading glasses, and I love having many pairs in different 
colors to match my outfits.  They are a relatively inexpensive accessory, and there are 
several options for frames.  I like to choose different ones, depending on my mood. 



10. I love a pretty setting.  Whether it be a table setting where food is placed at different 
heights and on different bases, or a picnic out under a tree, breakfast on the patio, or 
just enjoying an ice cream inside the car on a rainy day, I love to enjoy the atmosphere 
around me.  A pretty setting definitely alters my state for the good… 

What do you do to alter your state, when you’re feeling old, frumpy, grumpy or moody?  Little 
things mean so much when we’re just a little sad, a little down, or a little out of sorts on any 
given day of the week…don’t you agree? 
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FRESH THYME – The Summer of 59 – by Marcy Lytle 

Yes, I’m admitting it. I’m about to turn 60 this fall, but for this summer, I’m still 59.  And I went 
bathing suit shopping for not one, but two bathing suits!  I had pretty much sworn off bathing 
suits years ago, for reasons most of you can relate to.  Legs too old and full of dimples, boobs 
too droopy in need of a lift, arms too flabby, and general gravity pulling in too many places!   

However, I bit the bullet and I went…and I scored…at least I think I did.  I found two suits that 
lift, cover, hide and look cute…but I certainly had a heck of a time searching and finding… 

Here are my hints if you’re around my age and shopping for suits: 

 Racerbacks rule.  These type of suits offer good support.  Spaghetti straps fall off the 
shoulders,  scoop backs offer no frontal support at all, and so I’ve found that the 
racerback works. 

 Halters help, too.  Another option for support is a halter type tie around the neck.  Make 
sure; however, that it ties and still feels comfortable, instead of pulling on your neck!  
You’ll end up with a headache if you don’t. 

 Shirring helps the middle.  If the suit has a bit of shirring (gathering) up and down the 
front, that helps eliminates bulges. Seriously! 

 Shorts on the bottom. Who says you have to constantly be self-conscious about your 
“old” legs?  I’ve found that shorts from the men’s section are longer, and the athletic 
shorts are great for pulling over swimsuits, and actually swimming in them! Who knew? 

 Black is slimming, but color is more fun.  I bought one of each! I have a black one with 
the shirring mentioned above and a halter neckline, and I love it.  I got it on line from 
Modlily – super inexpensive and ran true to size.  I got another racerback style, full of 
color.  I love it too, and it came from Target. 

 Tight is better.  Nothing is worse than a loose-fitting swimsuit where every part of your 
body underneath is loose and baggy.  No, no.  Find one that fits tightly.  It might be a bit 
of a struggle to get it on, but it will hold things in place, and make you feel as though 
you’re 10 pounds lighter. 

 Two, not one.  Like I said, I bought two.  A girl always needs options, doesn’t she?  I like 
having two suits, because it’s so hard putting on a wet swimsuit.  So while one is drying, 
wear the other one!  Also, swimsuits barely take up any room in a suitcase, so why not 
take two?   

No matter what our age is, we women are the hardest critics on our own bodies and self-image.  
And many of us just throw up our hands and quit having fun, the fun that comes from swimming 
with others.  I laugh when I read magazines because they have suits listed in categories for 
those with boy-shaped bodies, too heavy on the stop, round in the middle, etc.  And the models 
they use are still airbrushed and tucked and blemishes erased.  But we all know that we have 
parts of our bodies we just don’t want the public to see. 

However, nothing humbles the ego more than aging.  It’s an equalizer among women, because 
gravity and age pulls on every woman out there.  And we can choose to stay away from the 
water, or we can pull up our boobs and jump in, happy we’ve found a suit that suits us!  



FRESH THYME – When I Totter – by Marcy Lytle 

To totter is to move in an unsteady or feeble way, and that’s what I’ve been doing since the 
passing of my mom on June 12, 2017.  I knew she was old, I knew her time on this earth was 
probably not too much longer, but she was smart, healthy, and here for the duration…or so I 
thought. And then she was gone. Unexpectedly, and seemingly due to hospital error…gone. 

The first few days were a blur, as we made funeral preparations and family members flew in 
from across the nation.  Time to grieve was only found in small spurts, early in the morning 
when I first awoke.  But then the tasks of the day pushed the grieving aside until… 

Everyone left. 

The silence and quietness of her house was too loud to listen to.  Walking into her bathroom 
where her things were still sitting and would never be touched by her pretty hands was too 
much to handle.  And even my own house felt like a dark closet of retreat where I wanted to sit 
and do nothing for days on end… 

But life kept moving at its steady pace, never missing a beat.  The clock kept ticking, the sun 
continued to rise, and my stomach felt empty and I needed to eat.  It even angered me that life 
kept on going.  Why couldn’t everything and everyone stop and grieve with me a while? 

I didn’t feel like worshiping, because worship songs sang of heaven and glory and the goodness 
of God, and I didn’t want to be reminded of any of that.  I didn’t open my Bible because I didn’t 
want to be comforted, at least not yet.  I wanted to wonder again, and stagger and stumble at 
this reality called death. 

It’s one of those few sureties of life…death.  It visits all of us, sooner or later. 

And there we go…tottering…moving unsteadily and feebly on the twirling circle of the earth.  
That foundation that used to move so slowly and go unnoticed now is spinning at a rapid pace, 
and we feel like we’re going to fly off into space, unless someone or something holds us down, 
tethered to the ground. 

If you’ve suffered loss, you’ve felt these feelings. And some never recover, I hear.  The pain is 
too great, the loss too sudden and painful, and the scars too deep and visible. Life is too unsure 
and unsteady, and there’s nothing to hold on to, until we just slip and slide as if we’re ice skating 
for the first time, and we fall and get burned over and over again… 

However, I know that I will recover. I just got a call last night from a friend who suffered a 
tremendous loss just a few short years ago, that of her husband.  She told me that she’s 
experienced discoveries with God that had not previously been experienced, nor would she 
have ever sought them out without a loss that drove her into His arms.  I read a Facebook post 
by another friend who deals daily with a child with limits imposed upon him at birth, a child who 
can’t walk, talk or feed himself.  And that’s his reality, day after day.  I’ve watched that young 
father grapple with truth, teeter and totter in his faith, and land firmly over and over again, both 
feet on the ground – except when he’s leaping in worship. 



The teeter totter on a playground is meant to straddle for just a while, until it’s time to go…back 
to the chores, the work, the life that we’ve built for ourselves and ours.  It’s a piece of 
playground equipment that just goes up and down, back and forth, and unless there’s another 
person on the other side, it doesn’t go at all.  And in fact, if that person gets off while teetering 
and tottering, we will fly off as well…landing with a thud and a break… 

I know His goodness, because I’ve experienced it daily, and continue to every moment of my 
life.  He is with me for the duration, even though my friends come and go in this life…until that 
promise of life eternal.  I know that he understands when I totter, and I know that he gladly gets 
on the other side until I’m ready to get off.  And when I am, he gently takes me and lifts me to 
my feet, never leaving me to fly off to be injured.  He guides me back to life, back to the routine 
of living, and offers me hope, life, and joy that only come after suffering, death, and devastation. 

I don’t pretend to understand God’s ways.  But I do trust Him.  There is no other one to trust, no 
other one who is trustworthy, and no other one who has gone before me and suffered and died 
and lived again. 

I’ve been tottering for a few days now, and I may totter for a few more days yet to come.  But I 
hope that as I go up and down, up and down, I’ll catch a glimpse of his face on the other side 
and realize that he never left me, he won’t ever leave me, and he’s with me through every high 
and low… 

And when I’m ready to get off, he’ll join me on another piece of the playground equipment that 
swings back and forth and soars…and I’ll say to him, “Higher, higher!” And he’ll gladly push me 
to new limits so that I can see the sky, feel the wind in my hair, and swing my legs in delight 
once again. 
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FRESH THYME - When Words Are Enough  - by Marcy Lytle 

I often hear that words are never enough, that we must put action to our words.  I know that’s 
true with faith, I suppose.  But I’ve found out through great loss that sometimes words are just 
enough, just the thing, and the most healing in times of great sorrow.  Those who put action to 
their words were icing on the cake, of course, but those layers of cake underneath that icing 
were awfully good… 

When my mom passed away just a few short weeks ago, I had many friends who texted me.  
Some apologized for “bugging me,” but the truth was I absolutely thrived on the words of their 
messages sent to me.  Here’s what was so great, so wonderful, and so healing about words that 
came via text or on a card through snail mail or email: 

 I read them over and over again. 
 I read them at my convenience, and responded when I was able. 
 I read them and knew someone cared. 
 I read them and knew a friend was praying. 
 I read them and believed the truth they shared, when they included scripture. 
 I read them and felt completely loved. 
 I read them and slept well because of the comfort they sent. 

I realize that not everyone responds to sorrow and loss the same way.  Perhaps, some would 
consider it a bother to receive texts from friends when they are grieving or in turmoil.  However, 
it happened more often than not that I was totally spent, afraid or in distress, or crying 
uncontrollably when I would hear that familiar sound of notification and then look… 

There it was, that note saying: 

 “Hugs and prayers” 
 “I’ve been thinking about you and praying a lot” 
 “How are you?” 
 “I’m so sorry” 
 “Love you friend!” 
 “We can help you this week” 
 “Did you sleep last night?” 

I felt like I was surrounded by care and concern.  In fact, one particular night I was so tired, and 
when I went to bed I visually saw myself laying my head on a pillow of praying hands.  Pretty 
cool, right? 

I can only hope that I remember to send words of comfort and love to my friends when they are 
in need.  I know now that small phrases of care and concern and a welcome sight, a cool drink 
of something refreshing, and total life when lurking death is all around. 
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The Dressing – Check Your Back – by  Marcy Lytle 

How many times have you left home without looking at the back view of your outfit, only to arrive 
home to realize that something was out of place, uneven, or showing…and it wasn’t supposed 
to be?  The one thing I’ve done over and over is realize that a “happy strap” I use on my shaper 
to keep the straps up, is showing and looks so awful! 

This made me think about all of those cutouts, low backs, or cool features on blouses this 
summer that are only seen from the back.  But before we wear them and smile, we need to use 
a mirror to check our back to make sure everything’s in place where it should be!  Last month 
we featured cool summer sleeves, and this month it’s a view from the rear! 

Here are a few of my faves: 

This shirt from Maurice’s is so pretty in the back with the long open slit.  But don’t forget to wear 
a tank underneath!  Check your back!  You can opt for a tank of the same color as the blouse or 
even one with a print. 

This criss cross dress in the back from Old Navy is so pretty.  Who would know unless they’re 
following you?  Just make sure to check your back before stepping out.  If you accidentally 
leave on your racerback sports bra, it might not be the look you’re going for! 

I love this draped back with a tie at the neck!  This casual top is from Target.  Without having to 
go braless, a tank or a tube top would look great under this in black, or in a pop of color.  And 
definitely pull your hair up when you wear this one! 

What a cute dress with cutouts at the waist!  This can be kept and worn on into the fall months 
with a jacket or a turtleneck underneath.  Just check your back when you’re wearing anything at 
all with a cutout to make sure there are no bulges, blemishes, or undergarments hanging out! 

Another cute dress is found at H&M with a v-cut in the back.  Sometimes, these dresses are 
super short, so you can wear them as a top over skinny jeans.  Just be sure to check your back 
so that bras are not showing or a tan line you forgot to cover!  Isn’t the pattern so pretty on this 
one? 

You may be asking, “How does one where a bra with THIS shirt?”  Glad you asked.  I would 
totally wear a bra and a tank top underneath.  Imagine the contrast of a white tank underneath 
this shirt from Zara!  Check your back when wearing tanks, to make sure the straps aren’t 
twisted or too skinny, or too wide! 

This last blouse is called a dip dye shirt – because it dips low in the back and it’s dyed at the 
bottom!  It’s from Venus.  I don’t think a tank would look good under this, as the attraction of the 
blouse is the low dip.  What about wearing a low cut bathing suit under your top!  Solution!  
What a pretty blouse for date night out…just be sure to check your back! 

Do you shy away from trendy tops like these?  Don’t.  The end of summer is a great time to 
snag one at a great price.  You can wear it on into the fall, as well.  And what a fun piece to 



have in our wardrobe, one that requires you to check your back!  How can that be a bad thing, 
at all? 
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Seven for You – The New Outfit – by Marcy Lytle 

I remember it well. When I was in school, my mom made sure I had a first-day outfit, all new and 
fresh to wear.  And it even had to be a fall outfit, even though the temps outside said summer 
was still present.  I absolutely loved putting together school outfits for the new year. Somehow, it 
gave me confidence to face new challenges! 

However, back-to-school shopping can be anything but fun.  Prices are too high, our kids are 
too picky, and we are stretched for time.  How in the world can our kids have new clothes, 
without breaking the bank and our backs, as we look for what we can afford? 

I am an avid shopper, and I have learned a few tricks over the years.  There have been times 
when I had to save a buck, and times where I didn’t, but those saving techniques have stuck 
with me and I hope will never leave! 

Try these ideas for your kids and their shopping needs: 

1. They don’t have to wear name-brands.  Just say no to that request, straight away.  
Unless you can find them at a thrift store, don’t pay big bucks just so the tshirt says the 
name.  Build your kids’ confidence in who they are, not what they wear. 

2. Have them closet shop…first.  See what jeans, shorts, tops, and shoes fit and work 
well – and which ones need coordinating pieces to go with.   

3. Make a list. And stick with it!  Buy tops that can go with multiple bottoms.  Stay in a 
color-coordinated theme.  Maybe she loves blues and purples, so stick with those colors 
and she can mix match all week! Maybe he only likes t-shirts and jeans.  See what style 
he prefers and find a store that sells it! 

4. Make a budget.  Don’t ever head out without a price in mind.  If you have $100 per kid, 
then tell them so.  Let them browse on line first, to see what the costs are and where the 
best deals are.   

5. Shop sales only.  Train yourself and your kids to head straight to sales racks first – the 
clearance. Then to only shop when sale percentages are high – say 40% or more!  And 
teach them to figure costs….without a calculator! 

6. Take time.  Let them visit the discount stores and look through racks and racks.  It’s 
amazing how many times I’ve found a top for under ten bucks that I saw something 
similar to, for 50 bucks elsewhere. 

7. Don’t complain. If you gripe constantly because you can’t afford the “good stuff,” your 
kids will feel cheated.  But if you marvel at the bargains you find, your kids will find 
shopping to be a fun adventure.  They really do watch us! 

I hope these ideas help you.  Naturally, our kids want to look good and feel good about 
themselves.  We do that, as well.  And there’s nothing wrong with them desiring that “something 
new” to wear when school begins. But there’s no need to fight and argue.  Make a plan, talk it 
out, give thanks, and then enjoy.  Shopping with kids can be pleasurable, and we can end up 
back home amazed at the treasures we’ve found.  Or…we can compare, feel cheated, and end 
up rejected.  It’s our choice, and we can share that choice with our kids, and smile together. 



Happy Shopping! 



Selah’s Style – Felt Flowers - by Selah Irwin 
 
Five fun ways to use felt flowers! 
 
On one of our many excursions  to Target I came upon a fabulous box of pre-cut felt flowers. I 
thought to myself, "I can think of at least five fun ways to use these for crafts!" 
 
Here is what I came up with: 
 
My mom and I found wooden letters in the same craft area at target. We thought they would 
make a good activity for a sleepover I was about to have with my cousins. We used mod podge 
and very colorful tissue paper to cover the letters. We then layered all sorts of flowers to create 
beautiful decorations to hang in our rooms. They turned out absolutely gorgeous! 
 
Are you a fan of headbands? They just so happen to be my go-to favorite accessory! We 
purchased a package of six assorted colored bands from The Dollar Store. We then followed 
the same process of layering the flowers. We also added bows we made out of ribbon found in 
the clearance aisle at Michaels, along with buttons and rhinestones. You can make them in any 
color combination to match your favorite outfit. 
 
Clips also make a fantabulous hair decoration. I don't know about you, but my head feels naked 
without some sort of hair embellishment. To create these we followed the same steps as the 
headbands but glued on a clip! 
 
What girl does not love a great necklace? It is easy to wear and now matches your hair! You 
can practically take them anywhere! Amazon sells very affordable chains to attach to the 
flowers, making this project a snap! 
 
"If you like it then you should-a put a ring on it!" This little number will round out your outfit of 
matching accessories!  
 
I just love felt flowers! The possibilities are endless! Have fun crafting!  
�



In the Kitchen – Tacos Tacos Tacos – by Marcy Lytle 

I love tacos.  And there are so many options for making tacos, I think one could make a different 
one every night of the year!  Of course, I won’t post 365 here, but I am going to share a few taco 
recipes for your late summer pleasure.  Invite friends over, or just chill and enjoy these tasty 
combos by yourself or whatever you choose to do.  But try them.  Try them all! 

Taco Salad  

This is a great idea for a summer meal with all the flavor of tacos but none of the heat of the 
stove!   It’s even great for taking on a picnic, just wait until you arrive to pile in the bowl and toss.  
I love the flavor that the lime juice gives to each step. And using a chicken already cooked is 
just a genius hack! 

 ½ tsp ground cumin 
 Salt 
 3 cups chopped rotisserie chicken 
 2 limes quartered 
 1 small head iceberg lettuce, shredded 
 1 can black beans, rinsed 
 1 cup grape tomatoes halved 
 ¾ cup chopped cilantro 
 1 ½ cups shredded cheddar 
 2 avocados sliced 

 

Combine cumin and ½ tsp salt in a bowl.  Place chicken in skillet over medium heat, sprinkle 
with the cumin mixture and juice from 2 lime wedges, and heat through, about 5 minutes.  Set 
aside. 

Place the lettuce in a large bowl, season with salt and juice of 2 more lime wedges and toss.  
Scatter on top the chicken, beans, tomatoes, cilantro, cheese and avocados.   

Season with remaining lime juice wedges and toss. 

Serve with tortilla chips! 

 

Cilantro Lime Tacos 

We recently had these for a picnic outside, on the 4th of July, and it was our first time to try 
them.  They honestly were one of my favorite tacos I’ve ever eaten.  It’s basically a recipe for 
chicken salad, but then it’s served in corn tortillas with sprinkled seasonings that send it soaring 
over the top in the flavor department!  Here’s what to do: 

 2 cups chopped cooked chicken 



 ½ cup chopped celery 
 ¼ cup thinly sliced green onions 
 1/3 to ½ cup mayo 
 1 T snipped cilantro 
 ½ tsp lime zest 
 ¼ tsp salt 
 Small corn tortillas 
 Chopped red onion 
 Chili powder 

In a medium bowl combine first three ingredients.  For the dressing, in another bowl stir the next 
four (through salt).  Pour dressing over chicken mixture, toss gently coat. 
 
Cover and chill several hours.  Cerve in corn tortillas with red onion and chili powder, and 
snipped cilantro. 
 
Enjoy! 

Tacos in a Cup  

These are individual serving tacos, or you could call them nachos, made in a muffin tin.  You’ll 
need the large muffin tin, though, the one with six big cups, not the one with a dozen.  And once 
you’ve made them, you can pile them high with toppings.  Tacos are all about the accessories 
on top of the main ingredient…you know! 

 ½ T olive oil 
 1 bunch scallions sliced 
 1 garlic clove chopped 
 ½ tsp chipotle chili powder (or chili powder) 
 ½ tsp ground cumin 
 ¼ tsp kosher salt 
 ½ pound ground beef 
 1 4oz can green chiles 
 ¾ cup grated monterrey  jack cheese 
 ½ cup grated pepper jack cheese 
 1 bag tortilla chips (restaurant style) 
 Avocado, sour cream, pico de gallo, pickled jalapenos, and cilantro for serving 

Preheat oven to 400.  Heat the oil in a skillet over medium heat and add scallions, garlic, chili 
powder, cumin and salt, and cook til softened, about 3 minutes.  Add the beef and cook, 
breaking up with spoon, until browned, about 5 minutes.  Stir in the chiles. 

Combine the cheeses in a bowl.  Line the muffin tin with tortilla chips, breaking to cover the 
bottom and sides.  Divide 1/3 of the cheese among the cups.  Divide ½ of the beef mixture 



among the cups and top with half of remaining cheese.  Top with beef mixture, and finish with 
cheese. 

Bake til heated through and cheese is melted and starting to brown, about 10 minutes. 

Just before serving, top with your choice of the last line of ingredients above.   

Yum! 

One more idea: 

For a fun idea, see the main photo above.  We ate out recently and ordered tacos will all sorts of 
toppings.  Try carrots, pickled red onions, corns and other kinds of cheeses, and vary up your 
main ingredient too by using beans, or other veggies. Then serve your tacos in cute holders like 
the one pictured above! 



Tried and True – Create the Space – by Marcy Lytle 

As you’ll read on another page, back to school shopping for a new outfit is so fun for kids.   They 
want to look special and new, and feel confident that first week of school.  In addition to that, it’s 
fun to surprise kids with a little something new in the house, as well.  They’re going to need a 
study area, and we can help provide that for each child…no matter their age.  It may not happen 
all at once, but it can be fun and affordable, as we create that space for each one. 

Kindergarten/1st grade – Little kids like to be near their parents or siblings when playing or 
learning.  So why not make a corner in the family room comfy and cozy for learning?  A large 
pillow with a floor lamp and a couple of stuffed animals can create this space that invites them 
to drop their pack, sit down and snack, and do their work. 

2nd-5th grade – This age is where reading is a must, and math is a bust – at least for some.  
Kids begin to get frustrated with challenges, but they also want their own space for quiet and 
learning.  They like to be near, but not right next to us.  Make sure the kitchen table is clear 
when they arrive home from school.  Set out a snack, and include a caddy with pencils, 
scissors, and other school supplies.   Make the table an inviting place to sit and learn, and chat 
with mom/dad while dinner is being prepared. 

6th-8th – middle school.  Brooding teens.  Finicky boys and girls.  By now, projects are going 
on, stacks of books are piling up, and learning is something they’d rather not do.  Cell phones 
and hanging with their friends is becoming more appealing.  Why not have a station where they 
drop their phones while homework is being done?  Think of a space where they learn best.  Is it 
outdoors?  Invite them to the picnic table and make it pretty and special.  Is it sprawled out on 
the sofa?  Perhaps have their own blanket and pillow folded up in a basket, for removal and 
enjoyment as they read and relax will be just the thing! 

9th-12th – high school. These kids are little adults and enjoy the solace of their own rooms, 
away from little brothers and sisters, moms and dads.  They are becoming more responsible, as 
we see them gain our trust…or maybe they lose it by making bad choices…sometimes.  Make 
sure they have a study area in their rooms with a desk, a lamp, drawers, and even healthy 
snacks.  Teach them and train them to keep it neat and clean and inviting.  Be aware of their 
mood, their friends, and their time.  Insist that their door is kept open at all times, while studying, 
so they are not tempted to stray from the task.  Even adult-like kids need boundaries, and to 
know that they’re loved…and trusted.   

You don’t have to spend big bucks to give your kids space to learn.  Let them tell you what they 
need and like, then divvy up blankets, pillows, and lamps for setting up stations. Invite them to 
give you a list of their favorite snacks and let them help you sort them, bag them, or cut them up 
on the weekend.  Keep informed of their projects and concerns at school, and have a station of 
supplies for each child’s needs – perhaps their own caddy which they can take down and put 
up. 

Parental involvement?  Heck, yeah.  Stay abreast of what’s going on in your kids’ lives, and be 
interested in what they’re learning.  Help them, encourage them, and praise them often.  Give 



them space, pray for them, and train them by being a good listener, and an incredible mom/dad.  
And by all means, keep the family schedule manageable, not crazy, so that there’s always time 
for play, study, and family gathering around the table for dinner…at least a few nights a week!  

If life gets too crazy, step back and take inventory and say no to other things that crowd out a 
happy family atmosphere. And guard your boundaries with your life…so that your kids feel safe 
and can learn and mature into healthy adults. 

 



 

 

 

 

 
HOME 

 
 
 
 

 



Practical Parenting – Mother of Invention – by Marcy Lytle 

My daughter has three little bitty kids and recently had the opportunity to go on a trip with her 
girlfriends for a few days, for a fun adult getaway.  I’m so glad she did, because moms need 
breaks.  Many of them!  But those getaways for a few days are few and far between, and they’re 
costly, and more often than not – moms are stuck with their little kids day after day with no 
break at all.  At least not when they need it! 

I definitely remember thinking if I had to stay one more minute in the house, cooped up with the 
kids, on a hot summer day, with only television blaring and no creativity brain cells working at 
all, I was going to lose my mind and maybe hurt someone…or me…by screaming or stomping 
or pulling my hair out. 

School is just around the corner, but you might just need a few ideas of how to invent sanity 
when sanity is nowhere to be found… 

Here are five ideas: 

Phone a Friend.  Remember that option in the millionaire game on TV?  Tell her you’re at your 
wit’s end and need a two hour window to breathe.  See if she will watch your kids for you.  And 
keep to your promise of two hours, and she’ll most likely do it again for you.  Nothing’s worse 
than saying yes to keeping someone else’s kids only to have you show up late picking them up.  
Then invent your plan to shop, or nap, or both. 

Ask Him.  If you’re a stay at home mom, and he’s a go to the office dad, ask him to take a 
vacation day – not for the family – but for you!  Use it, don’t feel guilty, and enjoy the entire day 
while he watches the kids, cleans, and prepares dinner.  And don’t invent guilty feelings about it, 
one bit.  Inventions aren’t always the good kind… 

Buckle Up.  When you’re kids are buckled in the car, they’re out of reach, they’re strapped in, 
and they can’t go anywhere out of your sight or mark on walls or spill on sofas. Go through the 
drive-thru and let them order what they want, and sit in the car, AC blaring, and eat.  You’ll be 
able to eat without sticky hands on your clothes, you can control the radio station and play what 
you want to hear, and your kids will (hopefully) be content for a bit while they get to eat that food 
you normally say no to.  Yes, your car will be dirty, but let the oldest one clean it all up when 
you’re back home, and invent a prize to offer, like cash or something else they love to do. 

Go to church.  Seriously, find one with child care, and take your kids to their rooms, and go in 
the service and soak.  Soak in His presence, enjoy the singing, sit and listen and be 
encouraged, and take in the kindness of others.  Maybe you go regularly already. If you do, then 
good for you.  If you don’t, lay aside all the reasons you don’t go, and show up.  Your kids need 
the time away from you, and you need the time alone with Him.  Don’t let those imaginary 
thoughts pop up like, “There are only hypocrites there.” and keep you away.  Pray for those 
people and focus on Him. 

 



Spread blankets. Lay out one blanket for each person, including your own.  That will be their 
“space” for the next hour, at least.  Each person can take a toy, a book, and a coloring book and 
crayons to the blanket – and you can take three things as well.  Maybe you’ll choose a book, 
manicure set, and your own adult coloring book.  No can leave the blanket for another’s blanket 
for that entire time.  Invent this, make it a tradition, and do it often.  Some can even choose to 
nap, if they want.  But yes, you will need to stay awake for this inventive idea. 

Don’t feel bad that your kids drive you crazy sometimes.  You’re normal!  All moms need a 
break.  And though a plane ticket is inventive and awesome, it’s not always there and doesn’t 
come often enough.  Put on your thinking cap and invent more ways to give you all some space 
and time and love away from each other, so that the time together is desirous and pleasant. 

Be a mother of invention…of good times with the kids…and away from them. 

 

 

 

 

�



I Don’t Do Teens – To Work or Not to Work – by Marcy Lytle 

I get it.  Kids need to get jobs to help pay the bills, buy their expensive clothes, help with gas 
when they want to drive around town, etc.  And there are so many great things kids can learn 
from having jobs, like responsibility, duty, accountability, and how to manage finances.  I’m all 
for kids working.  But how much is too much work, and how much should we expect them to 
donate to the family funds?  And what about working during the school semester, is that to be 
demanded of them, as well? 

Some parents don’t have their teens work at all during the school year.  That’s the way I was 
raised.  My parents wanted my free time to be devoted to studies, so they didn’t require that I 
worked when high school was in session.  Summers, yes.  But school sessions, no.  In fact, I 
never worked during the school year until I hit college. I had other friends who worked every day 
of the week from 5-9pm in retail or even later, at the movie theaters.  Their free time was only 
after 9pm and if they were lucky, a few hours on the weekend if they weren’t scheduled to work.  
And that often resulted in poor grades in school. 

There are so many things to consider, when deciding on when and whether or not a teen should 
get a job, what they should do with their money, and how many hours they should work.   

Here are some good things to consider, before they sign on the dotted line to get a paycheck: 

Kids aren’t the providers for the family, we are.  If we’re going through hard times, kids can 
help out for a season, but placing the burden of the family bills on a teen is not good for them.  
And if it can’t be helped, then we have to relieve that burden as best we can, as soon as we 
can, and let them know that the responsibility is ours, not theirs.  This creates tension and 
headaches that not good for them…or us. 

Kids need to know that money doesn’t grow on trees.  It’s great for kids to have side jobs to 
help earn cash for gas and their “extras” that they ask for, so it’s a fine thing for them to earn a 
small paycheck and learn to budget out their expenses, learn to give, and learn to save.  But 
kids cannot go to school all day and work all night, and then be expected to make straight A’s.  
Again, a burden kids can’t carry. We must think through that job they’re applying for, and make 
sure they’re not overstretched in hours required.  Kids won’t realize or know to say no, so we 
need to help them with wisdom and a smile. 

Kids need free time.  Okay, maybe we had to work hard and trudge five miles to school in the 
snow (that’s the only phrase that I could come up with!), but just because we end up old and 
heavy laden with chips on our shoulders because of what we “had” to endure, doesn’t mean that 
we should make our kids endure heartache in the same manner.  Let our adult-like kids have 
some time to still play, to hang at home with younger siblings, and to sit at the table with the 
family…instead of hurrying off to the drive-thru and then on to work.   

That’s only three suggestions, but I think they’re good ones.  Working is good, but we all know 
that once that 40-60 hour a week job begins as adults, the innocence and freedom of the teen 
years is gone.  So why take it from them so soon, allow them to work more than they should, or 
force them to contribute instead of training them to live? 



What’s your experience with your teens, or what did you do way back when?  Think carefully, 
pray hard, and make sure your teens know the value of a dollar by working hard, but not the 
burden of making a living before they ever start a family… 

�

�



 

 

Tiny Living – Moving On – by Leyanne Enterline 
 
Our tiny trailer has been on the road only once with our family…the time we bought it and drove 
it to our campsite/resort! The intent was to travel around in it, but with no light at the end of the 
tunnel on where we would live long-term, traveling around in it didn’t sound quit as appealing. 
Not to mention our entire life is in the trailer, so the weight would have been a bit heavy to be on 
the road for a while!  
 
La Hacienda, slot A51, became our home away from home for almost a year. It was a great spot 
to live. We had a pool, playground, putting green, game room, laundry, fun spot to ride our bikes 
and many adopted grandparents that would wave and smile at us as we passed by. But as time 
went on, we decided we were giving our little resort way too much of our money and thought we 
should Invest in our own spot that we owned!  
 
After many thoughts and prayers and negotiation, we purchased two acres near my parents’ 
home. The thoughts of the kiddos growing up right down the road from family and being able to 
spend more time with them sounded awesome! The idea of the boys to be able to run around 
on the land and have lots of adventures and for us being able to build and create whatever we 
wanted, sounded amazing!  
 
So goodbye, La Hacienda, and hello, Enterline land!  
   
Land is another big adventure for us! We have never owned any acreage nor have we built our 
own home. We have looked to family and friends to guide us in this new challenge. Our thought 
was to get a well, septic, and electric on the property so we could get the trailer out there, and 
then live on the land in the trailer for at least a year to save and pay down as much of the 
property that we could before we started building a house. Well... 
 
Land was purchased in April and it’s now July, and we are still not out there! Raw land sure has 
its challenges! It turns out there’s a huge checklist we have to go through, just to get a few 
necessities on the land.  
 
Getting the land was only the beginning. Clearing it was our next step. We wanted to keep as 
many trees as we could, so my hubby only cleared where we would put the house and trailer. 
That required him renting a bobcat in which I think destruction was fun at first, but then in Texas 
with super, hot temperatures, the fun in that wore off quickly! Next, burning all the brush took 
many days, and he still working on all of that! Cactus has many lives!  
 
Now the waiting really begins. We are at a standstill, waiting to get permits for the septic and for 
the electric company to come do their thing. Then the well company will come. It’s so hard 
waiting!  
 
In the meantime, in my last article, I wrote about the many amazing homes where we have been 
blessed to stay. We will be house/pet sitting for the next couple of months and hope that the 
land will be ready by the time all these adventures end.  And, we have a wonderful friend that 
has property with RV hookups that is letting us park the trailer for nearly nothing while we 
house/pet sit!  
 
We are able to save a lot of money that will help us pay down the costs of getting us out onto 
the land, to be able to live simple and stress free!  
 



 

 

(Hopefully!)  



Life as We Know It - In the Blink of an Eye – by Erica Simmons 

 

Over the course of writing this column, I have not had a life-as-I-know-it moment as so traumatic 

as this month’s. The message will be short, but for me it has been very powerful.  

Thursday morning, June 29, I called Jordan into my room to discuss a concerning issue. It was 

still early, he was still sleep, and we were working through yet another round of the same old 

issue…so I may have been louder than I realized. He came into my room and I starting grilling 

him. In the midst of answering, he told me I scared him and his heart was hurting. We finished 

up our discussion and I went into the bathroom, and he went back to his room. 

Jordan comes back in the room, complaining again of his chest hurting, I finish up and start to 

wash my hands, when he becomes more urgent with his complaining. This makes me hustle out 

and find him stooped over, having a hard time catching his breath. I rush over to him and tell 

him to take deep breaths and urge him to stand up. When he does, I notice he is slobbering and 

his eyes are rolled back a little.  

That’s when panic hits me 

and I am terrified I could be watching my child die right in front of me. 

By this time, Jeri has come out of his room. I start yelling at him to call 911 as I am pleading 

Jordan to please, please hold on. Like he has a choice, right? I get him over to the bed where 

he starts to recover. He starts taking deep breaths and the sharpness of the pain starts to 

subside. Almost as quickly as it escalated, it deescalates. Not wanting to take any chances, I 

quickly get him in the car and take him to the emergency room. 

Once at the ER, we get to the back where the EKG comes back normal, so they order a chest x-

ray to see if his heart is enlarged. That comes back normal as well, but the incoming nurse on 

duty notices his blood pressure is running a little high and recommends we follow up with his 

pediatrician for more tests and a follow-up on the blood pressure. Once home, the adrenaline 

starts to wear off, I call the doctor, and they are able to see him that day. The follow up 

appointment concludes that he had a panic attack and his blood pressure was up, as a result of 

the stress on his body.  

I learned two things: 



1) Jerimiah is useless in a crisis.  After yelling at him to call 911, he runs to Raven in a panic (It 

was later determined he did not understand what I was saying, but this brings a little levity to 

this stressful situation),  

2) Life can change in the blink of an eye. For two minutes, I was face to face with the horrifying 

thought that I was watching my 17-year old son take his last breaths, and I could do nothing 

about it.  

This entire situation caused me to take a hard look at myself as a parent. What in a 17-year 

old’s life is going on that he is having panic attacks and other issues, to the point that the doctor 

tells me that if we don’t get out in front of it, it could become a disorder? 

I shared in my column in June about the death of his close friend in a tragic car accident, but I 

knew there was more to it than that. No parent wants to admit they have made choices that 

negatively impact their children, but the truth of the matter is that I had.  

No matter how hard we try not to make the mistakes our parents make,  

we sometimes walk the path of those who have gone before us. 

A few months ago, I shared the story of how I developed this idea that I was not wanted by my 

parents, and one of the major contributions to this wrong thinking, was overhearing my mom say 

she did not have to worry about Erica. I never said these words to Jordan, but that is the exact 

same attitude I had with him. My attitude and the circumstances of his early childhood were 

spent in the shadow of his brother Jerimiah’s illness. Jordan naturally took on the role of the 

independent, responsible one, taking on more than he should have, internalizing the stress of 

our financial situation. A situation made worse by me taking on some of my sister’s debt so she 

could qualify for her home (something I entered into, thinking it was temporary), dealing with the 

unexpected expenses of home ownership, and both the boys having a wreck within a year of 

getting their licenses.  This lead to higher insurance premiums and to Jordan trying to work in an 

environment that piled on the stress and worry.  

It all came to head that Thursday morning. There also came a clarity that I needed to put him 

first and to examine the way I was parenting him. The decision to do so was not hard, as it 

came quickly and without any doubt. It will not only require getting him help, but also me 

changing the way I expect him to act and to interact with him for who he is, which right now is 

my hurting 17-year old. He thinks he has to carry a load that was never meant for him to carry.   



I don’t know what the road to getting him healthy will require, but I do know that like all the roads 

I have walked as a parent, I won’t walk it alone and neither will Jordan. I have a Savior and a 

Father who have already stepped in and started preparing the way. I have gotten financial relief 

that will put all the financial responsibility well within my monthly pay range. This allowed Jordan 

to not only quit the stressful job he was working, which was going to happen regardless, without 

him worrying about the financial ramifications. It also makes it possible for him not to work for a 

while, as well as allows me to easily afford getting him the help he needs.  

There is nothing left say, but God is GOOD, ALL the time! 

  



A Night to Remember – The Battlefield – by Marcy Lytle 
 
Our minds are a battlefield.  We are armed in truth, grace and forgiveness in Jesus, and then 
these darts start coming at us one by one, trying to topple us over.  And even if we do fall 
sometimes, we have this amazing strength from our relationship with our Commander in Chief 
that stands us up again and sends those darts right back into the ground.  No weapons that are 
formed against us can prosper! 
 
Let’s check out the kinds of darts and attacks that come our way, and see how we can win the 
war. 
 
Preparation:  You will need a small army of little men or figures (10-20), a marble, a lemon, a 
small fan, a glove, a stick and a cloth. 
 
How to implement this study:  This study will take place on the floor in a cleared space where 
you can set up the figures as an army in rows.  This represents the army of our thoughts, 
resident in our minds.  Have the other items available as you read and follow the directions in 
the study, and read the verses aloud as you come to them. 
 
Sometimes at night when we lie down to sleep, the first attack begins. Fear comes and covers 
our mind and makes the room even darker.  (Place the cloth completely over the army.)  We 
begin to be afraid of shadows, sounds and silly ideas that come into our heads.  Isaiah 26:3 
comes to our mind. We begin thinking on Jesus and his love and protection over us, and the 
army in our mind pulls together and blasts away that darkness (reach under the cloth and use 
the men to throw off the cloth and toss it aside, out of sight.) 
 
When we are not careful, we sometimes end up watching things on TV that are not good to 
watch.  Pictures and words are before us that are not good to see or think about, and they try to 
wedge into our minds.  Sometimes it just feels like it’s not that bad, but eventually it makes us 
feel uncomfortable.  (Use the stick to poke at the men in the army, knocking some of them 
over.) Read I Peter 1:13   
 
The truth of who we are (conquerors!) begins to rise among the army and those who were 
knocked down get up, helping others us as well, and the troop becomes strong once again! That 
stick that poked us with lies is now shattered to pieces! (Break the stick and throw the pieces in 
the pile with the cloth.)   
 
Once in a while we just feel bad about ourselves, we don’t feel good enough, and we hang our 
head down low.  We know God loves us, but awful thoughts just come out of nowhere (roll the 
marble into the army, knocking over a few men.)  Read Romans 12:2 and see that we can be 
transformed (changed) by the renewing our minds in Christ Jesus. Those shameful, disgraceful 
thoughts just roll right out, back where they came from.  (Roll the marble over to the pile and 
stand the men back up.) 
 
When we are at home doing our own thing, and we see ways in which we could help out others, 
our mind goes to work.  Selfish thoughts hit us hard (Put on the glove and strike some of the 
army, knocking them over.)  We are enjoying what we are doing and we don’t want to be 
bothered.  Psalm 26:2 comes to our mind and we stop and ask Jesus to examine our minds and 
motives, and quickly snap out of our selfish mode and get up to offer assistance to others. (Use 
the men to grab the glove and throw it hard onto the pile, standing up the men who were 
knocked over.) 



 
We win a game or contest, we make a good grade, etc. and sometimes prideful thoughts enter 
our mind.  We think we’re better than those around us and we want others to see what we have 
and envy us. Pride down on our minds like a huge blob out of nowhere!  (Drop the lemon right in 
the middle of the army.)  Quickly we remember Romans 12:3 and that sour thought process is 
pushed aside. (Place the lemon in the pile and set up the army.) 
 
Once in a while, when we don’t get picked for a team, someone doesn’t smile when we smile at 
them, our friends get together and don’t invite us, we begin to think no one wants to be our 
friend. Our thoughts of being rejected make us feel like we’re all alone in the darkness, once 
again. (Turn off the lights and knock over the entire army.)  
 
It’s like a light is then turned on (turn on the lights).  We realize we have a loving God who thinks 
wonderful thoughts toward us, and we are to think wonderful loving thoughts towards him. Our 
mind is strong and alert once again. (Stand the army back up.) 
 
Finally, one big battle that takes place in our mind is the little skirmish of discord.  A little wind of 
gossip blows our way (turn on the fan to low) and even though it’s a small wind, it knocks us 
over one by one (topple a few men.) We hear a little gossip, we think about it and then we add 
to it in our minds, passing it on to others so they can think about it and add to it.  This causes 
many minds to be affected and can cause great damage.  Turn off that wind of gossip (turn off 
the fan), stand alert (stand up the men) and refuse to listen to one accusing word. 
 

Do you now see how we are in a battle of the minds? 
Will you keep your mind on Jesus and on good things? 

 
Read Psalm 139: 23, 24.  The word says we can have victory over these attacks on our mind by 
keeping our thoughts on Him and asking Him to lead us and guide us to victory.  
 
When you feel knocked down in your thoughts, read his word and get back up again, knowing 
he fights your battles for you when your mind is stayed on Him. 
 
 
 



The Family Practice – Practicing Dreams – by Rachel Toalson 

“I’m going to work for LEGO for a year and then I’ll work for Minecraft,” my 10-year-old son said 
in a matter-of-fact voice as we gathered around the dinner table. 

“You can’t decide?” I said. 

“I just want to do them both,” he said. 

“Okay,” I said. “As long as—” 

“I know,” he interrupted. “As long as I know I’ll have to work hard at my dream.” 

Remembering this conversation still makes me smile.  

My husband and I are dreamers. This looks like foolishness to the world, most of the time. We 
have a large family, which means it takes a lot of hard work and planning to put food on the 
table. But we knew early in our marriage—before we had any sons—that we wanted to be a 
dreaming family, not a typical-by-the-world’s-standards family. 

Dreams are important to life, to creativity, to purpose. So every year—sometimes multiple times 
a year—we sit down with our boys and sketch out our dreams in what we call Dream Sessions. 

A Dream Session is a time and place in which each member of our family talks about our 
dreams—what we want to be when we grow up, how we plan to make that happen, what we 
can do now that will launch us closer toward that dream. For my sons, who are still young, these 
Dream Sessions periodically change—the 6-year-old wanted to be Batman when he was 4. 
Now he wants to be an artist. Dreams evolve as my sons discover their true passions. What’s 
important is that the practice of dreaming will be a lifelong habit. 

During the Dream Session, my husband and I are very particular about the way we talk about 
dreams. We tell our kids they can be anything they want to be—as long as they work hard 
enough at it. Because we know, and we want them to know, that dreaming does not come 
without hard work and dedication, without hours sacrificed to pursuing it, without disappointment 
and failure sometimes. 

Dreaming sounds romantic. Being whatever you want to be sounds romantic. And the world can 
often romanticize this process of dreaming and becoming an expert, identifying people who are 
really good at what they do and stamping a “Born with it” label on them. But no one is born 
excellent at what they do. We all have to work hard to achieve our dreams. And a Dream 
Session is exactly the right time to talk about this hard work with our children. 

Kids are great at dreaming. My 10-year-old will tell me about his dreams in great detail. He 
knows exactly what he wants to do—today. And he will spend hours working at his craft, 
building LEGO sets, practicing his stop motion, planning in a way that almost makes me wish I 
had all that free time to plan and dream and work, too.  

In his year of hard work and intentional practice, he has seen and witnessed his own 
improvement. He has the videos to prove it. He is learning the beginnings of working toward a 



dream. And we point that out to him whenever we can. When he can’t do something and he tells 
us, we add one very important word to the end of his declaration—yet.  

 

Because what a Dream Session can also show us in its record of evolving dreams is that with 
passion, persistence, and dogged determination, we can do and be anything. 

When we encourage and allow our kids to dream extravagantly, we are helping them unfold 
their wings of possibility. When we help them develop a plan for achieving their dream, we 
stretch those wings, outfit them with adequate feathers, and teach them to be brave enough to 
fly. 

3 ways to encourage a kid’s dream: 

1. Facilitate a Dream Session. Make it a big production. Order pizza. You’re only going to do 
this once every year or quarter, so make it a celebration of sorts. Grab some ice cream, make 
banana splits, bake some gigantic cookies. Decorate the house in a festive way. Figuring out 
your dreams and a plan with which to achieve them is a big deal. Kids should know and 
understand that by the way we treat Dream Sessions. 

2. Follow up on the Dream Session. Maybe once a month, ask them what they did during the 
month to take steps toward their dream. Ask them every week to make sure they do one thing 
that will launch them closer to their dream. Tell them that every day they should choose 
something that will make their dream possible. Help them along the way, not doing their work for 
them but simply showing them that you fully support them. 

3. Talk about dreams often. Let it become a standard word in your household. Let it be a normal 
part of your family’s vocabulary. Revisit their dreams every quarter. Take note of how the dream 
has changed. Record their dreams in a family heritage journal, where you can look back and 
see at everything they wanted to be when they were kids. And be sure to talk to them about 
your own dreams and what you’re doing to accomplish them. 

�
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Under the Influence – Tethered or Free? – by Marcy Lytle 

The other night I was holding my phone, lying on my side in bed, and being careful to not yank 
the phone out of the plug.  The only thing, I wasn’t plugged in!  I was so used to having my 
phone hooked up to charge at night, I didn’t realize it was unplugged and I could lay any way I 
wanted to.  I didn’t have to scoot to the corner of the bed and hang my arm to the side, at all! 

This made me think of the game we used to play called tether ball.  You know the game, played 
with a ball hanging on a rope from a pole.  Two people hit the ball back and forth to wrap it 
around the pole, because the ball is not going to go anywhere at all.  There will be no chasing 
after it, because it’s tethered to the pole. 

But wouldn’t we look silly if someone snipped that ball loose and told us to roam the park and 
play at will, only we stood there trying to bat the ball back and forth as if it was still tied? 

We get into habits of tethering ourselves to things and people and more objects and ideas, so 
that when we are unplugged, set free, and cut loose – we don’t even realize it! 

 For example, we stay tethered to the idea that we were taught that we are to focus on 
the outward appearance instead of the inward.  And we need to be cut loose from that 
one, for sure!  Outward beauty ages and fades.  Inward beauty thrives and lives forever! 

 For example, we stay hooked up to the notion that we have to have a career, get 
married and have two kids, live in a house with a playroom, and marry a man who’s all 
that…in order to feel successful in this world.  Step away from those standards!  You are 
free to be you, and who God calls you to be, and not what others say you should be. 

 For example, we think we have to be attached at the hip with the same ideas as our 
friends or family, even though we’ve never fit into that puzzle very tightly.  We are afraid 
of offending or losing connection if we do this or do that… 

We recently saw a movie called The Big Sick, about a young man from Pakistan who fell in love 
with an American girl, something his family would disown him for doing.  Tradition held him to 
his parents and their laws and their approval.  But his heart was leading him elsewhere.  It 
wasn’t dishonor to fall in love with the woman of his dreams, but staying tethered to tradition 
almost ruined his relationship for good. 

Of course, coming untethered, cutting loose, or walking free sometimes comes at a great price.  
So we have to be sure that what we’re doing is done with the right attitude, spirit, and in the right 
manner. 

What does that mean? 

It means we can unplug from ideas others place upon us, ideas that kill our spirit and squelch 
our purposes for Him.  It means we can still love and honor relationships but still cut ties with 
unhealthy attachments.  It means through Christ we can do all things, because He is our 
strength to walk free from tradition, society’s hang-ups, and our own frustrations with ourselves. 



God made us to be free and not tethered to a pole to be batted around in the wind.  The only 
attachment we need is to his Word and His love.  He said to love him and love others.  And 
when we do those two things, he frees us to move about and not stay scrunched up in the 
corner of the bed, thinking we are plugged in, when we are charged up and ready to fly! 

 

��



Strengthening Your Core – Not THAT Peace – by Marcy Lytle 

Sometimes, we know that the Word is just what we need to read, hear, and obey, and find 
comfort in.  But there are sometimes that we don’t even want to crack open a bible, or an app, 
and we just don’t even want to find solace.  We want peace, but we don’t want internal peace, 
we want the kind that comes from external things – like everything going right in the world 
around us. 

Can you relate? 

 Like when our car breaks down on the side of the road in 100+ degree weather.  We 
don’t want a verse about God’s provision. We want someone to pick us up pronto! 

 Like when a friend dies, and we hear phrases from others quoting verses about how He 
works all things together for good.  We don’t want the good that comes later.  We want 
the person we lost with us here, now! 

 Like when we lose a job that’s provided income for our family and verses come to mind 
about having no fear and to look at the birds and how He feeds them… Stop it! We want 
our job back, security in our pocket, and good times to return. 

I don’t think God chides us when we have those moments.  I don’t think he forces a hand of 
steel down on our tiny human frames and crushes us with his words of comfort, healing, and 
peace.  I think he realizes that hard blows are difficult to take, and sometimes all we can do to 
grapple for peace is wish… 

 For happy times to return. 
 For resurrection to take place in the loss of a friend or spouse. 
 For nothing bad to ever happen…ever. 

I’ve been in that place before.  In fact, after my mom passed in June, I knew all of the verses, 
people sent them to me in cards, and I knew what songs to play if I wanted to hear hope and 
healing. But just for a while, I wanted to cry.  I wanted to hear nothing and save those cards for 
later.  I wanted my mom back, and to understand why she suffered the way she did.  And I 
wanted THAT kind of peace, the kind that is present when no storms are around, to be mine. 

I once heard that peace isn’t really the absence of storms.  And I’m sure that’s true.  Because 
there are folks who have “it all” and still don’t rest at night. 

But if you’re in that place where all you want is an answer, a tangible something, or a pot of gold 
instead of a pretty rainbow of hope, don’t beat yourself up for it. 

Seasons of grieving take time.  And those reservoirs of grace, truth, and written words are there.  
And you will drink from them when you’re ready.  And they will be like a gulp of something ice 
cold on a summer day.  You might even drink so fast, you’ll get a brain freeze.   

But for now, wishing for the other kind of peace – where storms are still – is okay.  And like Mark 
Twain said when asked about the occasion of a sudden rain shower, he replied that the odds 
were good of it stopping, because it always had. 



Seasons of peace – no storms around – will be ours at times.  And storms with torrential rains 
will come, as well.  And the Word will always be our anchor, whether we want to quote it, read it, 
or bring it to mind, or not. 

And soon, we will.  We will sing again, we will read those words in the cards, and we will recall 
his faithful promises…because the rain will end. 

Until then, lighten up and pray for peace, restoration, miracles…or whatever you need.   

�



Healthy Habits – Sleep Deprivation – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve read article after article on how much sleep is “healthy” for women, and some say 8-9 
hours, and others say 6 is good enough.  However, I say it’s up to each person.  For example, I 
am really good with 6-7 hours of sleep, whereas my husband needs 8 at least.  We both can 
feel it the next day, when we’re sleepy, grumpy, and nodding off by mid-afternoon, and we know 
we didn’t sleep enough or at least not well. 

Young parents don’t sleep because of kids getting up in the night, and parents of teens don’t 
sleep because of kids out on dates and driving, and parents whose kids have flown sometimes 
don’t sleep because of aging parents, aches and pains, or concerns over the younger parents of 
their grandkids!  And that’s the focus of this month – sleep deprivation due to the concerns and 
needs of others – and how to deal. 

Kids that wake up.  I had one who walked in her sleep, and I had another who had trouble 
going to sleep because of loneliness.  There are some kids who won’t sleep no matter how 
much we bribe them, cuddle them, and offer stern warnings to them.  They just wake up and 
enter the room and disturb us, and we cannot get rested…ever. And it only makes us all mad 
when other parents comment and say, “Our kids sleep through the night…always have.”  So 
what are young parents to do to get a healthy dose of the zzz’s? 

 Know that this is a season.   
 Pray and ask for creative solutions to try. 
 Let the kids in bed, so you can both sleep. 

Kids out on dates and driving.  I look back and wonder how we survived teaching our kids to 
drive and sending them out on dates with friends.  It’s a big, big world out there and it’s 
downright scary to let our teens out of our sight into the night, with the crazies on the road and 
in their cars.  And there are books on parenting teens that say don’t let them date, make them 
come home by 9pm, or don’t let them drive until they’re 18.  But when it comes down to it, 
parents have to do what’s best for their family and not what books say.  So what are parents of 
teens to do, in order to rest in peace, in their beds and not in the ground from having a heart 
attack? 

 Parents can set boundaries and have kids come home at an hour that is not too late. 
Our parenting skills cannot be culture driven, but they must be love driven.   

 If the curfew is midnight on the weekends, then have one parent stay up and let the 
other one go to bed.  And take turns. 

 Insist that you know where they’re going, who they’re with, and who’s driving.  If they 
buck this request, then they don’t go. 

Kids that are adults, with problems and kids of their own.  We have both lain awake at night 
praying for jobs for our kids, healing for our grandkids, open doors for college schedules, and all 
sorts of adult issues – the kind that parents can no longer fix.   And yes, we have to let go, but 
it’s hard to do that when a daughter calls crying, because her child has yet another ear infection.  
Or it’s difficult to rest when a son is struggling with his career and future, or has just broken up 



with a girlfriend.  So what are parents of adult kids and aging parents to do, so that they can 
sleep and rest and wake up refreshed? 

 Lay them all down at his feet (kids and aging parents), and leave them there.  Truly, it’s 
hard, but it’s necessary for Him to work in their lives and for us to thrive as we age… 

 Offer to pray with your children on the phone, and speak the truth about God’s love and 
purposes for them. 

 Take deep breaths and think on good things…like His blessings, His faithfulness, and 
His grace. 

I didn’t offer any solutions for a healthy night’s sleep that included sleep aids, warm milk, or a 
late night movie.  We can all opt for those if we choose.  But honestly, peace of mind is the best 
sleep aid for a healthy night’s rest.  And the only way we can all have peace of mind is by 
praying and trusting and asking and receiving.   

And then when the night is still too long, too short, or completely interrupted, we can wake up 
and determine to work in a nap, even if it’s when we pull over under a shade tree at the far end 
of the grocery parking lot, for 15 minutes… 

Here’s to healthy sleeps for all of us…no matter our age or position in the family line… 



Beauty for Ashes – Season of Loss – by Pam Charro 
 
I'm in a bit of a season of loss now, and many friends seem to be as well.  My family scattered 
my Gramma's ashes a week and a half ago (she was my last grandparent to pass and the one I 
grew up with), my youngest son moved out just a few weeks ago, and I have other personal 
situations that are difficult to go into here.  Suffice to say, I can see what I am losing and it's very 
painful and sad.  I seem to just want to cry every day.  It's hard to feel understood by others and 
I know they don't know what to say or do, but I do find comfort in knowing that it is a normal 
passage of life and the Lord understands. 
 
How do we grieve?  There doesn't seem to be a how-to manual and it can be very confusing to 
know if we're doing it right.  One thing I have learned is there really is no one "right" way 
because we're all different.  We must be patient with ourselves because processing loss can be 
difficult and time-consuming.  The last thing we need to do is put pressure on ourselves when 
we're already hurting so badly.  The day-to-day is hard enough to endure.  
 
I find comfort in my church, my friends and family, and the following scriptures as I try to 
patiently heal. 
 

Psalm 34:18 
"The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and  

saves those who are crushed in spirit." 
 

2 Corinthians 1:3   
"Blessed be the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ,  

the Father of mercies and God of all comfort." 
 

Psalm 119:156   
"Great are your mercies, O Lord.   

Revive me according to your ordinances." 
 

Psalm 103:13-14   
"Just as a father has compassion on his children,  

so the Lord has compassion on those who fear him.   
For He Himself knows our frame; He is mindful that we are but dust." 

 
Isaiah 49:15-16 

"Can a woman forget her nursing child and have no compassion on the son of her womb?   
these may forget, but I will not forget you.   

Behold, I have inscribed you on the palms of My hands; Your walls are continually before Me." 
 
My prayer is that all of us who are mourning in some way will find comfort in God's word and 
presence.  It will still hurt.   
 
But God truly feels for us, He truly cares, and He is here.   
�



Created for Life – Revealing Wonder Women – by Ginny Hurley 
 
I admit it.  I’ve seen Wonder Woman twice and intend to see it again as soon as I can.  
For those of you who know me, that is a big statement, as my husband and sons think I 
am over the top picky.   It’s not that I am religious or stuffy, but I am the one who thinks I 
am the actor while I’m watching a movie.  With sound and explicit drama, I sometimes 
feel like I might have a heart attack!  If it doesn’t end well, it upsets me and I have to 
rewrite it in my mind, cause we all know God makes ALL things good and new! 
 
Anyway, to return to Wonder Woman, this movie is speaking for the KING!  In the 
beginning of the movie, as I am watching, I am wondering, what?  Zeus, and the gods?  
Then of course, we come to their Eden, and I am drawn in immediately!  These are my 
kind of women!  They are fresh, beautiful, powerful, and purposeful.  Their island must 
be a picture of Eden in perfection and beauty.   
 
I want to parallel these Amazon and Wonder Women to today’s Christian women and 
actually the men, too, as I see it. 

 
1. Wonder Woman doesn’t know who she is at first, but realizes her power when 

she is knocked down flat on her back.   
2. She rescues the human man without thinking before she dives.  It’s a natural 

reaction. 
3. She brings him home to her family. 
4. She protects him from lies. 
5. She climbs to a place that she never tried before to free him.  
6. Her heart is full for the downtrodden. 
7. She leaves the safety and love of all she has known, to fight for justice.  
8. She wants to be at the forefront of the battle to meet her foe, like David. 
9. She is not intimidated by evil. 
10. Her focus is completely on her task. 
11. She is appalled at the destruction and havoc of her enemy. 
12. She leads the way through incredibly impossible situations. 
13. She is full of honor for all the people around her.   
14. She never wavers in unbelief, but is set on victory. 
15. She knows her enemy is a liar. 
16. She values life and hates war. 
17. Her light is her most powerful weapon against darkness. 
18. She knows her man is not average, as he reminds her often! 
19. She is knocked down time and again, yet gets back up every time. 
20. Her strength encourages everyone around her. 
21. Her kindness and gentleness cause others to feel safe with her. 
22. She doesn’t hold grudges, or judge people for mistakes. 
23. She is full of forgiveness. 
24. She understands sacrifice. 
25.  Mostly and finally, she loves purely and fully! 
 
There is so much more to say here about what I saw, but this call is for all people, 
not just women.  Anyone can say yes to heaven.  These traits are Kingdom traits, 
and anyone who lives there already has these traits.  By that, I mean anyone living 
and dwelling in God’s realm, the realm in Him available to all Christ-knowers.   
 



“He who is in you is greater than he who is in the world.”  
 I John 4:4 

 
“If the Spirit of Him who raised Jesus from the dead dwells in you,  

He who raised Christ from the dead will also give life to your  
mortal bodies through His Spirit who dwells in you.”   

Romans 8:11 
 
I hope you have gone to see this Wonder Woman.  Dream of what it would be like to 
actually go and take dominion over the dregs of darkness.  Dream with God about 
people being set free, healed, and delivered from pain! 
 
This is truly GOOD NEWS! 
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In This Together - The Power of Marriage – by Charissa Corbin 
 
These past couple of months have been trying, as I try to cope with the fact that my granny no 
longer walks this earth. What I would give to hear her say, “I love you” or, “I’m so very proud of 
you,” which she said very often! She was a special woman, a godly woman, and someone I was 
extremely blessed to call Granny.  
 
In addition to the grief of losing her, my heart aches for my papa as he comes to terms with the 
fact that his 70-year marriage has come to a close. Yes, you read that right - 70 years! They 
spent the past 70 years building a marriage, growing a family, helping the needy, loving on the 
sick, supporting a church… and through it all, committing themselves to one another and Christ. 
Their marriage wasn’t always glitter and roses; and they had their fair share of bickering, but 
through it all they honored their vows.  
 
My husband and I just finished reading The Meaning of Marriage by Timothy Keller. In one of 
the chapters he states,  
 
“What, then, is marriage for? It is for helping each other to become our future glory-selves, the 
new creating that God will eventually make us… It is to look at another person and get a 
glimpse of the person God is creating, and to say, ‘I see who God is making you, and it excites 
me! I want to be part of that. I want to partner with you and God in the journey you are taking to 
his throne. And when we get there, I will look at your magnificence and say, ‘I always knew you 
could be like this. I got glimpses of it on earth, but now look at you!” 
 
Papa did just this. Throughout their 70 years together, he gladly took Granny’s hand and guided 
her toward her glory-self. He loved her unconditionally, he supported her professional career, 
never ceased to pray for her, was her personal honey “doer,” allowed her to give in abundance, 
and admired her through her very last breath. He was their spiritual leader. Granny is now sitting 
beside our heavenly Father fulfilling her ultimate calling as a daughter in Christ. Papa’s devotion 
to Granny during her earthly living has allowed her magnificence to shine bright in heaven!  
 
That is the POWER of marriage. 
 
Can you imagine what better wives and husbands we could be if we change our mindset on the 
true power of marriage?  
 
Timothy Keller goes on to say,  
 
“Romance, sex, laughter, and plain fun are the by-products of this process of sanctification, 
refinement, glorification. Those things are important, but they can’t keep the marriage going 
through years and years of ordinary life. What keeps the marriage going is your commitment to 
your spouse’s holiness. You’re committed to his or her beauty. You’re committed to his 
greatness and perfection. You’re committed to her honesty and passion for the things of God. 
That’s your job as a spouse. Any lesser goal than that, any smaller purpose, and you’re just 
playing at being married.” 
 
Thank you, Papa, for exemplifying your role as a husband in your marriage. Thank you for 
loving Granny and guiding her to her glory-self. Thank you for inspiring me to step up in my job 
as a wife, and committing myself to my husband’s holiness.  
 
Thank you. 



Date Night Fun – In the Shade – by  Marcy Lytle 

It’s August, after all.  How can date night be anywhere but inside with the air-conditioning 
running and blinds drawn to keep the hot rays of the sun out?  I live in a hot spot in the country, 
where temps are soaring this month.  So if I can find a spot in the “shade” then so can you, and 
it’s calling your name for date night out with him… 

Supper in the Shade – Set up your card table, put a cloth over it, and focus on supper under 
the shade tree.  Watch your weather and pick an evening where breezes are blowing gently.  
Or…you could even plug in a fan nearby!  Pick all sorts of cool options for eating, like cilantro 
lime chicken salad, sliced watermelon, and a popcorn snack in fun containers!   

Wear Those Shades – Make your first stop the Dollar Store and pick up three shades for each 
of you.  Try to get colored ones.  Match your afternoon date to each color of shade. Red 
shades?  Enjoy strawberry ice cream at your favorite shop!  Black shades?  Catch a movie in a 
dark theater.  White shades?  Take blank white paper and write each other poems.  Blue 
shades?  Lay under a tree and make out shapes in the clouds against the blue sky.  Be 
creative! 

Shades of Yellow – I love yellow in my yard – especially the yellow bell that blooms and grows 
beautifully next to my fence.  So what if date night were all about yellow!  Have you enjoyed 
roasted corn on the cob?  Set up in a park and roast it, top it with all sorts of flavors and enjoy!  
Opt for a banana split (bananas are yellow) for dinner.  You can afford the calories because all 
you had for dinner was corn! Go shopping and purposefully buy something yellow for 
yourself…or a surprise gift for someone.  And finally, squeeze lemons together and make 
lemonade for sipping at the end of the evening. 

Shady Business - Stop at the bookstore and both of you find a mystery book or thriller and 
purchase it, or visit a library and check one out.  Practice the art of reading aloud to each other 
while parked in your car under a shade tree in a far spot of a parking lot near your favorite big 
box store.  You’ll get sleepy, so lay back your seats and nap.  Take a break and walk the center 
where you’re parked, sprinting or skipping from shade tree to shade tree.  Get back in the car 
and read a bit more.  Stop on the way home for a dessert or treat that you’ve never tried before, 
but you’re looking for a thrill of something new…and a bit shady… 

Shades Drawn – Okay, you can stay home for this date. Shut all the blinds, keep the whole 
house dark, and only operate by candlelight.  Order delivery (something you’ve never ordered 
before – NOT pizza!).  Watch a movie on Netflix or find an old black and white (Might we 
suggest Ninety Degrees in the Shade?) with only candles lit.  It will be romantic, spooky, eerie 
and thrilling, all while the shades are drawn… 

And finally, if you just sit on a dock near the water when the sun is behind the clouds, and soak 
in the beauty of nature and all that is good…that would be a fantastic date as well…all in the 
shade! 

 



After 30 Years – The Gown in the Closet – by Marcy Lytle 

There it was.  He offered to put up the clothes lying out on the bed, the ones I intended to put 
away but never got the time.  And he hung my gown in the closet. What?  Hadn’t he not noticed 
the multiple times I’d worn it to bed?  How could he think that thin, flimsy thing was a shirt?  
Seriously, what was he thinking? 

Many times this has happened, and many times I marched right into the other room, article of 
clothing in hand, and glared at him, stating, “You hung this in the closet!”  To which he looked 
back at me puzzled and bewildered at my anger and replied, “Sorry.”  And he may has well 
have gone on to say, “See if I ever help you again!” But he didn’t…  A few weeks later, he 
helped out again and put his socks in my drawer, not realizing I’d bought those Nikes for him, 
not me. 

We moms/wives/ladies want things a certain way in our homes.  We don’t want our gowns hung 
in the closet, his socks in our drawers, that plate in that cabinet, or those bananas in that bowl.  
We have a system, a way everything at home works, including our husbands.  We sometimes 
treat him as if he’s one of those objects that has a place and a shelf, and he better not move 
from it! 

I’m not sure why, but it’s SO HARD to keep silent when something is out of place and he put it 
there.  Even if he was trying to help, we feel it is our job to apprise him of the situation at hand, 
give him a demerit, and ask him to stand in the corner…until a fly buzzes by our head and we 
want him to show up like Superman and swat it and kill it. 

Just this week, I found one of my perfectly stackable, matched mixing bowls placed away from 
the set – God forbid!  He had unloaded the dishwasher, didn’t note that there was a stack of 
other bowls matching the one in his hand – and he placed it on a different shelf and in a 
different cabinet.  Sounds minor, doesn’t it?  A minor offense.  In fact, not an offense at all. 

It’s not just these scenes, but there are others where we feel it’s our duty to speak up, scold, 
and set him straight on just how things are supposed to be in “our” house. 

This attitude does not bode well for longevity in marriage, at least a long peaceful life together. It 
breeds dissension.  It’s like throwing out seeds of weeds onto a well-manicured green lawn with 
lush green grass, and letting them take root and destroy and take over. 

Biting our tongues is perhaps one of the most difficult exercises we wives perform.  It’s an 
exercise that requires great discipline, fortitude, and restraint.  Taming the tongue is not easy, 
and we read that in the Bible when it says it’s like a fire that cannot be controlled! 

Once we let out that disdainful comment and wag that scolding finger, we cross over into that 
list of wives that henpeck their husbands.  Yes, I used that term I despise.  Who wants to be a 
henpecker?  I do not. 

This past week, I had a sore throat, and he brought me a cup of hot tea.  He sweetened it (and I 
don’t like sweetener – didn’t he know that?).  What a sweet gesture it was to notice I was 



coughing and clearing my throat, and to show up with a remedy in hand…even if it did taste 
sweet.   

This time, I said nothing, except “Thank you.” And I drank it. It felt good on my throat, and I 
thanked him several times.  I patted myself on the back for responding correctly.  And then later, 
I did tell him I really liked the tea but next time I’d probably just like lemon, and no sweetener. 

I’m not sure I should have even said anything at all, but at least I waited, bit my tongue, and 
received with gladness the gift that was offered. 

And that’s a step in the right direction…toward reacting to gowns in the closet and other such 
displaced items that show up when he’s so helpful. 
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Soldiers with Lipstick – You Can Do It - by Rachel Critz 
 
Do you ever just feel like you have zero motivation to do anything?  
 
It’s like you could just spend the day lying in bed doing absolutely nothing?  
 
While that can be great sometimes, it's actually more emotionally and physically draining than 
doing getting up and doing your chores, school work, and anything other priorities you might 
have.  
 
I have struggled with self-motivation for a very long time. I find it hard to get myself motivated to 
get my school work done. While I do get it done, I could have gotten it completed a lot sooner 
than I did. This lack of motivation can also be known as:  
 
Procrastination. 
 
This means that we avoid the thing we are supposed to be doing by doing other things to 
occupy ourselves from actually accomplishing that one thing.   
 
Over the months, I have figured out that actually getting that one thing done motivates me to do 
more, to accomplish much, in my day. One day, I got up and ran a few miles on an elliptical my 
family owns and the rest of the day I accomplished everything I planned to do.  
 
Motivating myself doesn't come by just sitting and hoping. I can pray about it, and I certainly 
have. But God won't physically force me to get up and get things done. Action has to come from 
ME. I have to take action in getting my tasks done for the day and maybe then, after 
everything’s done, I’ll have some downtime to watch television.  
 
Of course, everyone needs downtime, but we must not go one day without getting one thing 
accomplished. We can feel proud of ourselves for doing at least one thing. It may mean that we 
eat a salad that day.  Honestly, it can be anything. I can assure you that we will start feeling 
motivated again and see a drastic change in our lives.  
 
Ever since I began getting my chores and tasks done, I’ve noticed a change in my social life and 
my attitude toward my parents.  
 
It's a very simple thing to do, but I do understand how hard it may seem mentally to do.  
 
Do not become one with your flesh, and get yourself up out of bed, and get something done.  
 
And then find some downtime to chill out and watch a movie.  
 
You can do it, I know you can.  
 
And God already knows you can do it, too! 
 
�
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Saddle Up – Another Level of Trust – by Melissa Critz 
 
It’s August and it’s time for a getaway.  
 
We have always tried to disconnect from the everyday life and get our family together 
and away. Sometimes, it’s even just a stay-cation. Sometimes, it’s visiting extended 
family or it’s a sports event that’s away, so we make it a vacation. But the best get away 
for our family and the most affordable and easy is a coast vacation – Mustang Island – 
THE BEACH!  
 
As soon as I start to plan this, nervousness sets in, as we have animals and those 
animals include horses. It always causes me to pause, as I have to figure out whom to 
trust to care for our furry family. This is not an easy problem to solve as most 
pet/livestock owners understand. Whether you own hamsters or whether you own cattle, 
you have to find someone to care for your animals in some form or fashion.  
 
I don’t have family that lives close by and even if I did, no one is a horse person. I had 
young lady that used to come over and ride, and I also taught her occasionally. She 
would help me out here and there. However, she is in college now and is now living 
away and her summers are spent in California.  
 
For this summer’s vacation, I was praying for the right person to help out and I needed to 
be relieved of this stress.  Finding someone that has the time to come by twice a day 
that knows horses and is not afraid of horses or cats…well, that takes time.  
 
To make a long story short, I found a young high school girl who was recommended by 
my horsey neighbor. Yes! It’s covered now. But all this wondering and searching and 
praying made me reflect on another similar issue.  
 
Our kids.  
 
The Lord blesses us with children – in the form of adoption or fostering or via the natural 
route. And once children enter the picture, it’s inevitable. Life changes. It’s much harder 
to get out and do and go, once children are a part of a one’s life, whether it’s a couple or 
whether it’s a single parent.  
 
However that’s not what my Saddle Partner was showing me. He was showing me that 
just as with our pets/livestock and having to leave them in someone else’s care, we too 
also must do the same at some point once our children realize adulthood. Yes. The nest 
does empty at some point, or it should. That’s where I am now. I have my oldest in grad 
school and she has her own apartment located about an hour away. I have my second 
adult child who just married, and he’s entering his senior year in college, and will be 
moving into an apartment with his new bride soon. I have a college-bound freshman in 
August who is already there (in his mind.) He is ready to move on. Lastly, I have our 
fourth, and she is a senior in high school home school and will be fleeing the nest for 
college in August 2018.  
 
Here they go.  
 
But am I ready?  
 



When our kids leave the nest, whether it’s marriage, or graduating high school, or 
attending college, or pursuing the life of a missionary, we as parents are having to trust 
in someone else that will be over them in some fashion. Yes, our adult kids are ‘on their 
own,’ but  there are earthly people that will be in charge of them in some way, whether 
it’s a boss at work, a RA at the dorm, an advisor at a trade school, a pastor in a far away 
country, a new spouse, or even another family member. But in a bigger way, there is 
someone else that takes care of them. He takes care of all of us.  That’s our Heavenly 
Father. Isn’t he the best caretaker for our children?  
 
I have to refocus on this when I start to get concerned about choices my kids have to 
make and do make. He has charge of my adult kids that are adulting now. Just like the 
Lord is my guide and protector and Father and corrector, He is also this for my children 
and definitely so when they are adults. It’s another level of trust for a parent. Just like 
leaving our furry family in someone else’s care for a time, we have to leave our own kids 
in His care and trust. Who better to trust in, though?  
 

“Which of you, if his son asks for bread, will give him a stone?  
Or if he asks for a fish, will give him a snake?  

If you, then, though you are evil, know how to give good gifts to your children,  
how much more will your Father in heaven give good gifts to those who ask him!”   

— Matthew 7:9-11 
 
My encouragement to you is this:  
 
As you raise up your children, know that you aren’t just letting them go into the wide 
world alone. They have our Father, just as you do. He cares for you more than you can 
fathom. And just as you pour all of yourself into your children, the Lord loves and cares 
for them even more. I truly cannot fathom that. So know that you know that you know… 
the Lord is over these kids of ours.  
 
Our 24/7 care may have ended, but God’s 24/7 care has not and never will.  
 
Now for me, the next phase is grandkids, but I’m hoping there are a few years till we 
cross that path… 
 



Firmly Planted – The Gift Giver – by Dina Cavazos 

Have you ever received a gift so special and perfect that you can hardly believe it? A gift that, 
as you look back, you realize had to come from “somewhere else?” How about “someone else?” 
Someone who knows your heart, what you need, what your future holds...someone who loves 
you and is looking out for you. There are many names for this “someone” because he’s a very 
diverse Being.  

I’m going to tell you the story of one of the best gifts I’ve ever received from...let’s say the Gift 
Giver. It’s the home I’ve lived in for 11 years and hope to stay in the rest of my life. It’s lovely, 
and small, not quite 1200 square feet—perfect for my one-person household. The best thing 
about it is the windows across the back overlooking the prayer garden. They let in a lot of 
natural light and provide a constant view of plants and birds. The worse thing is the tiny kitchen-
dining combo that requires me to move things around anytime more than four people come 
over, but so what!  

Around 2003, I had to sell the classic older home I lived in. I loved that house, but we all know 
about old houses—they have issues, and I couldn’t afford the repairs this one needed. My kids 
were grown, so I moved into a small garage apartment to figure out where to go next. My heart 
was in Old Town—we’d lived there for 12 years since moving to Georgetown, Texas—but, on 
my budget and being single, I had to be realistic about buying a house that needed repairs. An 
updated home I could afford in old Georgetown was impossible to find. For three years I looked. 
I prayed, I looked, I prayed, I looked, I prayed. 

Finally, my mom broke her knee and ended up having to stay in my tiny apartment with me 
while she recovered. The living/sleeping area was one tiny space—there wasn’t room for two 
beds, so I slept on a couch one foot smaller than my 5’ frame, so Mom could have the bed. The 
alternative was a blow-up mattress that had to be moved every day in order to sit on the couch. 
There was a step-up to the kitchen/bath area, which was difficult for Mom to manage. I decided 
I’d better hurry up and find a place. Mom went home, but I knew we’d be facing the same 
scenario again due to her age and health. 

Just like North and South Austin each have their own flavor, so does East and West 
Georgetown. Those who live in and love Old Town call west of I35 “the other side.”  It’s not bad 
by any means...just different. I’m an East gal, so you understand my desperation when I started 
looking for houses on the “other side.”  

The day came I felt I had to make an offer on a house on the west side—because there was just 
nothing I could find that worked for me on the east side. It was a house built in the 80’s that 
needed new carpet, had an old HVAC, needed updating everywhere—but it was priced low 
enough that I could do some of that. The offer was accepted and inspection day came. That 
morning, before I met my realtor at the house for the inspection report, I looked once more at 
the property search my realtor had set up for me. An east side house I hadn’t seen before was 
in the feed! They had just lowered the price so it was now within the criteria we had set. 



My realtor and I discussed the inspection report, and then I said to him, “A new house popped 
up this morning in the area I like.” Without hesitation he said, “Let’s go look at it!” and I said, 
“Really...now!?” Eleven years ago I wasn’t very assertive...I wouldn’t have pursued it without his 
encouragement and willingness to drop everything and chase another house when we were 
already this close to buying one. Many realtors see time as money and would probably have 
ignored my statement; but not Bob, and I’ll always remember it...because the moment I opened 
the door and walked in I had that “this is it” certainty. 

This house is located on the edge of the older neighborhoods, so it’s within walking distance. It 
was in such good shape I decided to bypass the inspection since I’d already paid for one. Once 
I did the math, I saw that my payment wasn’t that much more—well worth not having to do any 
repairs or remodeling. It’s well-built and energy efficient. The neighborhood is wonderful and my 
neighbors and I agree our street is the best.  

As years have passed I’ve realized more and more what a gift this home actually was, and is. I 
didn’t know back then the Gift Giver was giving me a blank slate of a back yard to create a 
prayer garden. I didn’t know the layout would be perfect for sharing my space with a few who 
have needed to stay for a time. I didn’t know I would have a grandson who would live right down 
the way. I just didn’t know...but the Gift Giver did. 

Every good gift and every perfect gift is from above, and comes down from the Father of lights, 
with whom there is no variation or shadow of turning. James 1:17 

 

 



Moving Forward - A Lamp unto My Feet – by Pam Charro 
 
Have you ever felt lost?   
 
Not necessarily physically, but even just in life in general?   
 
I seem to be feeling a bit lost lately, uncertain as to where I am headed and even what step to 
take next.  My life has changed and I don't know what is going to fill it.   
 
I've been thinking about Psalm 119:105 and how it refers to God's word as a lamp to our feet 
and a light to our path.   
 

Your word is a lamp to my feet 
and a light to my path. 

 
Having grown up in Montana, I've done some hiking, and I know how dark and winding those 
paths can seem (especially at night!).  I don't advocate hiking in the dark, but when life seems 
like we already are, God's word can bring the security we so desperately need. 
 
You probably have already thought about this or heard it in a sermon, but a lamp at night 
doesn't give a lot of light, just enough for the next step.  And a path is narrow and doesn't 
usually show what is far ahead.  All we can do is hold the lamp in front of us and take the next 
step with the light that is given.  We don't have to figure everything out in advance.  Just trust in 
taking the next step as it is revealed to us. 
 
What a comfort to know that God knew in advance that we would need words to assure us 
during times like these.   
 
How good to know that his word thought of everything in advance for us, so that, no matter 
how unfamiliar the territory, our God is always the same.   
 
And we can always know that we have his words as a lamp to light our path 
�



Real Stories - People Fruit - by BJ Smiley Goins 
 
I love the summer fruits-blueberries, strawberries, peaches, plums, watermelons and all of the 
ways to enjoy them. When I hold a soft, fuzzy peach close to my nose & smell its warm 
ripeness, I can feel the hot summer breezes. I taste with delight the blends of smoothies that my 
girls make with the different berries.  
 
I even enjoy the work it takes to open a hard coconut or a prickly pineapple to reach the inner 
joys of those fruits. But I find that I sometimes have less patience getting to know people. Just 
as all the parts of a fruit are the real fruit, and we are willing to peel, cook, shred, chop, puree, 
massage, blend or all the various methods of using fruit to its fullest, we should be willing to 
spend the extra time getting to know someone, beyond the first impression-good or bad. 
 
Some people are easy to get to know, but may be easily hurt, much like a peach or a 
strawberry, which are delicious fruits but need to be handled with more care. Others are 
hard-working but not glamourous; every-day folk, much like apples, a reliable, multi-purpose 
fruit, easily stored, durable and available year-round. 
 
What if we run into a person who is grumpy, hardened, and a little less than pretty? Well, if we 
thought of that person like a coconut, they'd be the center of attention right now!  
 
Some people are like blueberries or watermelon. We might only get to see them occasionally, 
but they add so much delicious joy to life that much like chomping watermelon all summer, and 
devouring blueberry smoothies until they leave the fresh fruit section, we spend all the time 
possible with them to fill our bucket with their joy. 
 
The Bible is full of mentions of fruit such as Genesis 1:11-12 where God put "fruit trees on the 
earth bearing fruit after their kind with seed in them," and Revelations 22:1-2, with mention of 
the "Tree of Life bearing twelve kinds of fruit every month," and Matthew 12:33 "A tree is known 
by its fruit."   
 
What if we looked at people as fruit? What kind of fruit would this or that person be? A 
pomegranate is mentioned many times in the Bible, and is an interesting fruit. The outside is 
tough, yet with an interesting shape & color and filled with sweet & sour. Lemons and limes are 
tropical, beautiful outside, but sour inside. Blended with a little sweetness, they become 
favorites. What if all some people needed was a little sweetness to stir in with their nature? 
Where do they find that? Can we take the time to help add that to their lives? 
 
How about each of us? What kind of a fruit would we be if people looked at us as a fruit? A 
banana, grape, olive, or mango? Or maybe we would be a fall fruit, like a pumpkin, enjoyed in 
more holiday settings. 
 
There are a lot of different kinds of people in the world-just like a lot of different kinds of fruit. I 
think God loves variety, and he definitely likes challenging us to find the secret worth of people 
just like finding the secret worth of a fruit like a kiwi, which looks like a hairy bird dropping, but is 
quite delicious inside. 
 
So, as we go through the rest of summer, enjoying the blessings of so many fruits, I encourage 
us all to take some time to enjoy the many people that God placed around us. We might be 
surprised to find a perfect apricot among our friends! 
 



BJ Smiley Goins is a photographer, coach and homeschool mom of two smoothie-loving 
daughters.  
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FRESH THYME – Cup of Tea 

I’m pretty adventurous…I think.  I love trying new styles, new places to eat, new adventures on 
vacation, and just a lot of new things.  I get bored pretty quickly and I love the idea of 
discovering a new adventure…or do I? 

I recently planned an event; one I knew wouldn’t be some people’s “cup of tea.” It was a classic 
movie in an old classic theater in downtown Austin, Texas where it’s so fun to go!  Each person 
in this particular group I’m a part of was invited, but one by one, most of them declined.  Guys 
weren’t interested in a black and white romance movie.  Some perhaps didn’t want to fight the 
traffic to get downtown.  It was something others had never done, and so they had no idea what 
they were missing.  And I was sad that so many missed the great time we had with those who 
went! In fact, I was more than sad, I was a little irritated. 

But then I remembered something about myself.  Some friends invited us last year to go 
kayaking.  I had never been, and didn’t really want to go, but I succumbed to peer pressure and 
decided to be bold and try something new.  After all, it looked fun, and I had enjoyed canoeing, 
so why not kayaking?  However, it had just rained the night before we went, and the river was 
fairly rapid, at least in my estimation.  It scared me when I was instructed to be still (something 
I’m not very good at!) while I paddled, so that I wouldn’t tip over.  And I was petrified when we 
had this small window of opportunity to paddle over and exit the river, and I was the last one in 
line!  My heart raced faster and faster!  Not sure I will ever kayak again, no matter who invites 
me. 

So what, exactly, is my point? 

We never know why people don’t do, or do, the things they do.  Maybe they had a bad 
experience, maybe they genuinely dislike something, or maybe they have something better and 
more fun to do! 

I’ve decline many invitations before, simply because of those reasons I just stated. 

There’s something to be said for trying new things and getting out of our ruts.  I’m all for that.  
But who’s to decide if we’re in a rut, or not?  It’s ultimately our own decision.   

Maybe our friends had seen that particular movie and didn’t want to see it again.  Maybe they 
had a better offer for that Sunday evening.  Or yes, maybe they’re stuck in a rut and need to get 
out more, and they missed a good time. 

But the point of my story is this: 

I don’t need to get all hot and bothered because my cup of tea wasn’t enjoyed by others.   I 
offered it, they wouldn’t even take a sip, and I was ready to judge them as non-adventurous, 
lazy, couch potatoes.  And that wasn’t healthy for me, or for my thoughts towards friends.  Some 
had very legitimate reasons for missing.  And even though I wanted all to like the experience 
like I did, that just isn’t a realistic expectation to put on anyone! 

So I have two choices, as I see it: 



I can stay irritated and never plan or invite people again. 

I can relish the memory of the good time I had, and smile and go on… 

Do you sometimes get frustrated with others and their lack of interest in your passion?  Let it go.  
Keep after your passion, enjoy life, and keep inviting.  And those who can’t go?  Smile and ask 
them again next time…or someone else. 

But don’t miss out on sipping your cup of tea with someone who enjoys it every bit as much as 
you do… 

�



FRESH THYME - Filters Are My Friends 

Any time I snap a selfie, I go straight to the filters and make sure I erase as much of the aging 
process that I can (light does wonders), and I crop and adjust so that unwanted scenery around 
the edges is omitted, and then I adjust in every way that I can, so that the best possible picture 
is presented, before I share it!  And there are sometimes, when even the filters don’t help, so I 
just delete the photo altogether!  

Can you relate? Have you ever seen a photo and wondered why the photographer didn’t use 
filters? 

Those filters are certainly my friends.  They keep me from presenting to others pictures of 
myself or my friends that would embarrass or look “bad,” at least in my own eyes.  Back before 
filters on phones (how did we survive?), we just snapped photos and hoped for the best, as we 
waited for them to print out, at the camera shop. 

I was thinking about these filters the other day and about filters when speaking.  There’s no app 
for this, but there are verses that speak strongly about the tongue and using filters to guard our 
mouths, so that what spews out in the ears of others isn’t tainted with bitterness, anger, and 
hatred.  And we do have the power to use those filters, if we choose to do so! 

Here are a few: 

Psalm 34:13 Keep your tongue from evil and your lips from speaking deceit. 

In order to filter what we say, we must make sure it flows through the truth of the Word.  In other 
words, if we start to spew out something half-truthful in order to manipulate, we need to stop 
and filter it with love and cleanse it with His purity of purpose. 

Psalm 35:28 And my tongue shall declare Your righteousness and Your praise all day long. 

What are our tongues declaring throughout the day? What dominates our speech?  If it’s mostly 
complaining and pessimism, we need to filter our words through what He says and who He is. 

Psalm 120:2 Deliver my soul, O LORD, from lying lips, from a deceitful tongue. 

Here it is again – deceit and lies.  What makes us allow these things from our lips?  We need 
deliverance from wounds, hurts, and bitterness.  Then we speak truth and love. 

Proverbs 10:20 The tongue of the righteous is as choice silver. 

Wow, this means, we can stop and think before we speak…we can choose what to say.  And 
our choice needs to be silver – that which is of value and brings life. 

Proverbs 15:4 A soothing tongue is a tree of life, But perversion in it crushes the spirit. 

Yikes, I’ve spoken many times with words that were anything BUT soothing.  Our words need to 
be filtered so that they speak life, and not something that crushes and kills. 



Proverbs 31:26 She opens her mouth in wisdom,  

And the teaching of kindness is on her tongue. 

Wise sayings and kindness are the best filters of all, and we can only speak them when we 
know them ourselves… 

There are many, many verses about the tongue in the bible.  In fact, it would be a great study to 
read them and take notes on them all.  But the best thing would be for us all to use those 
verses, that knowledge, and that life as filters when we speak. 

This way, when we decide to share what’s in our heart with others around us, the frame will 
enhance the beauty, the words will be enticing, clear, and completely perfectly spoken, and all 
who hear and receive will be blessed and not left wondering… 

Why didn’t she use filters? 

�



FRESH THYME How to Survive August  

Maybe you are among the fortunate ones that reside in a cool climate, even at the end of 
summer, but many of us are in the dog days of this very hot season.  We’re panting, begging for 
water, and looking for a cool spot to lie down and take a nap!  Sometimes, it seems like the 
month of August is the longest month of the year, just because the days drag on, and the heat 
does too… 

If you’re like me, tired of the heat, here are a few ideas of how we can survive this month 
together: 

1.  Make gelato or ice cream a staple in your diet.  Check out Thrillist (you can type and 
search for your area) and find out the best cold serve shops in your area, and visit one 
every few days.  Look forward to it, print out the list and mark them off as you visit, and 
invite a friend! Or make homemade ice cream! When is the last time you did that? 

2. Keep cold waters/drinks in your car, in a cooler.  Just do it right now.  Find a cooler, 
keep it by the door, and make sure it’s full every time you go out for more than an hour.  
Keep hydrated, and keep your kids hydrated as well.  And you’ll save bucks, by not 
having to stop and purchase drinks throughout the day. 

3. Enjoy museums.  Now is a good time to introduce your family to the wonderful world of 
museums.  Start the little ones off with museums that are mostly visual, and then 
progress to the ones where reading is required.  The buildings are air-conditioned, you 
can linger and read at your leisure, and your love of culture will grow together. 

4. Opt for late-evening strolls or picnics.  Even though school starts in August (I’ll never 
know why), on the weekends, pack up a picnic supper and head to a lake or a park 
about an hour before the sun sets, and set up for late breezes and fun eats.  And of 
course, glow in the dark toys! 

5. Opt for early morning breakfasts on the back patio.  If your family goes to bed early 
and rises early as well, then make breakfast fun out back, outside the house, before the 
sun makes everything too hot to enjoy.  Bring the pancakes, syrup, and fruit out on pretty 
trays, and sure – you can even plug in a box fan if you need to!  And little fan necklaces 
are fun for all! 

6. Pretend it’s winter.  We do this in July, but August is great for pretending as well!  Shut 
the blinds, lower the temps, pull out the blankets, and have a movie marathon, and eat 
on the floor!  Your kids (or just you and him, or friends!) will love this night in, as you 
chill…at the end of the summer season! 

7. Shop for fall.  I love going in the nice cool shops and looking at clothes for the next 
season.  I like seeing the new trends, enjoying the pretty colors, and picking out a few 
pieces to look forward to wearing come September and October.  Once the kids are in 
school, shop for yourself and get a new thing or two! 

8. Make a fall wreath.  Peruse the Internet, or put on your thinking cap, and create an idea 
for your front door.  Print out pictures of wreaths or other décor that you like.  Next, hit 
your local craft store, or a park, and gather the items you want to put together for your 
display of beauty.  Work on it inside, while it’s still hot outside, so that when the first cool 
breeze blows, you can hang it and admire it! 



9. Read a wintery novel.  Find a book that’s set in the snow in the Alps, or far away in a 
Christmas town, or maybe read a documentary on how it is to live in Alaska.  I recently 
read The Christmas Train and enjoyed it.  It was full of intrigue, suspense, and drama.  A 
good book can whisk you away from the heat and make you feel a whole other season, 
as you turn each page! 

10. Help someone out.  Nothing beats the heat of the summer and makes a long month go 
by quicker than offering your services to help a friend in need.  Make a meal, visit a 
friend, or invite another couple out for dinner.  Make it a point to give this month, your 
time, your money, or something else altogether!  Pray about it, and purpose to do it, and 
see if the heat of the summer doesn’t subside just a bit. 

It will soon be a new season, and although August is just almost unbearable, in terms of heat, it 
can be enjoyable, in terms of creativity and fun.  So make it so, and tell us what you did! 

 

 



FRESH THYME – Spent 

Have you ever played tennis with a ball that’s flat…or wet?  If you have, you know that it’s not 
possible to play the game of tennis with that kind of ball.  There’s no momentum in the ball, it’s 
like hitting dead weight, and you may has well pack up your rackets and head home.  The tennis 
ball is crucial to the game of tennis, and it has to be fresh and bouncy and all kinds of new. 

There are days when I feel like everyone wants me in the game.  My husband needs me to be 
his cheerleader and listener.  My friend calls and is in crisis, and needs a hand.  My work 
beckons me to finish and my house calls even louder to clean and sweep and dust.  But I feel 
just like a worn out tennis ball.  I’ve been tossed, hit, sent soaring over a net, and landed in a 
puddle of water and am good for nothing.  I’ve been used too many times, and I’ve got no 
bounce left.   

That kind of tennis ball winds up in a dog’s mouth, and becomes a toy to be played with and 
destroyed. 

The only thing to do when tennis balls end up soggy and used up is to buy a new can.   

Have you ever popped open a new can of tennis balls?  The sound, the smell, the air that 
escapes – all speak of new life.  You can’t wait to hit the courts and start bouncing and serving.  
It’s easy to land it right in the box, it’s nice to send it over the net, and those little round green 
balls bring so much pleasure when they’re fresh out of the can! 

On those days, when I just can’t be played for one more game, I need to be reborn.  I need this 
fresh infusion of air so that I can breathe, I need to be placed in an airtight container for a while 
and packed tightly and remade, so that when the time is right…when the can is opened…and 
when a game is about to be played…I’m ready. 

But how can we be remade, and become fresh again, when the game is still being played and 
the rackets are calling our names? 

Old tennis balls need to be tossed, and new ones bought.  They just do, sometimes. 

On those days when I feel spent, used up, and less than bouncy, I do lots of things for 
refreshment… 

1. I drink a Slurpee 
2. I see a movie 
3. I read a book 
4. I cook for pleasure 
5. I bask in the sun 
6. I take a walk 
7. I don’t answer the phone 
8. I write out my feelings 
9. I read the Word 
10. I sit and observe 



Sometimes, the best thing we can do when the game is calling and we just can’t play anymore 
is stop playing.  Pulling ourselves out of the game to rest is not a bad thing at all.  And asking 
him to pump us up, breathe in new air, and make us bouncy again is a good thing.  It doesn’t 
mean we have to read 10 verses and step back in for a hit and a serve.  It means chilling out 
and doing those things that are fun, relaxing, and yes spiritually strengthening.   

Are you an old tennis ball that’s been hit one too many times and you’re wet from the last big 
rain where you landed in a puddle for the night? 

Stay there.  Let him toss the old aside and begin the renewal process of breathing, packing, 
preparing and packaging.  And stay in that cocoon until the time is right, and the game is calling, 
and you’re ready to play… 
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Seven 4 You – A Plethora of Hats – by Marcy Lytle 

I love hats.  I think most ladies enjoy hats, at least watching other people wear them.  But lots of 

us only have maybe one hat – or two at the most.  We don’t really consider them part of our 

wardrobe, just a side item that we pull out on a bad hair day…or one to cover our heads to keep 

the sun from burning our soft facial skin!  And those are two great reasons to own two hats. 

However, this month I’m proposing that we ladies have a plethora – a large number – of hats 

that we wear like we do other accessories like earrings, necklaces, and watches.  Hats are great 

to have, but there are so many excuses not to have them, so most of us don’t. 

Here are a list of seven comments we make about our excuses not to wear, why we should 

wear, how to wear, and where to buy: 

1. “I feel self-conscious” – I think that might be #1 on the list of reasons why women are 

afraid to try anything new.  We’re afraid of what others will say or think of us, when they 

see us donning a hat of any kind, unless we’re sitting in the stands at a soccer game. 

We just have to make up our minds to get over this one! 

2. “I don’t know what looks good on me” – Take a friend with you (or go alone, if your 

friends are nancy-naysayers) – try on all different styles.  For example, I don’t look good 

in large floppy hats but maybe you do.  I tend to prefer newsboy style hats, so I have 

several.  And besides that, so what if you don’t look “good?”  If you like it, buy it, and 

wear it.   

3. “It messes up my hair” – This might be the #2 reason we don’t wear hat.  And it’s a 

good one, I’ll grant you that.  Wearing a hat does result in “hat hair” when said hat is 

removed.  However, wear a hat when you plan to leave it on for the entire event.   

Or…take a brush and some spray in your purse, remove the hat, and spritz!   

4. “What outfits go with hats?” – My first answer here is we should wear a hat any time 

we want to, whether or not it “goes” with what we’re wearing on our bodies.  However, if 

you must have some guidelines, I’d say floppy hats are great for trips – they give you 

that touristy look.  Cap-type hats are great for Saturdays when you’re out running 

errands or shopping.  Fedoras can dress up a jeans and t-shirt a full notch!  And colorful 

hats are great for a colorless ensemble.   

5. “Where should I buy hats?”  - I’m not one for shopping for an expensive hat, at all.  I 

like having a plethora of hats of all shapes and colors and I don’t think I’ve ever paid 

over $15 for any hat!  Target has cute ones, and so does Charming Charlie.  You’ll find 

them scattered throughout most of the clothing stores and sometimes on mannequins so 

you can see what they look like.  Watch for end of season clearances.  

6. “How do I store them?” – I recently found my favorite resting spot for all of my hats – 

atop a lamp!  I have a tall slender lamp I rarely use, so I decided to make it a hat stand!  

There are also hat hangers available, or you can just stack them in your closet.  And 

when traveling, just roll up a few pairs of socks and stuff inside the hat, to keep it from 

crushing.  Or better yet, wear it so you don’t have to pack it! 

7. “How do I arrange my hair under the hat?” I’ve seen really cute hat-wearers with 

pony tails, some with long hair or short hair, and some with hair tucked behind one ear 



! 

and not the other (my personal favorite for a Fedora style!)  I like pulling my hair back so 

my ears can show, when I wear the newsboy style. 

I’ve heard so many ladies say they enjoy hats but don’t wear them.  I say this fall – let’s bring 

back the hat!  We don’t have to go way back to tall feathers and plumes and hat boxes and 

pomp.  But we can look around and try some of the new styles and gather up a bunch and stack 

them up, and wear them! 

Nothing quite boosts the confidence and steps up the attitude (in a good way!) like a cute hat 

atop your head – no matter what anyone else thinks or says! 

 



The Dressing – The Weekenders – by Marcy Lytle 

One of my favorite things to do is take a road trip on a weekend.  I really enjoy them as much 
as, if not�more than, big trips far away.  And I absolutely LOVE bags of all shapes and sizes.  
But there’s one particular bag – called The Weekender – that’s my favorite!  It’s usually big and 
roomy, with pockets (or not) and they come in such pretty fabric and styles!  When you only 
have 1-2 nights of clothing to pack, The Weekender is a great option instead of a bulky suitcase. 

Here are seven weekender bags for you to consider when taking one along for packing your 
clothes on your next weekend trip…hopefully this month!  And all of them are under $100! 

The Tour Bag – Check out this really classy bag that’s made of canvas and leather – two great 
combos for traveling!  You can find it at Overstock.com – have you shopped there yet?  If not, 
now’s a good time to start! 

Black on White – This cute bag is on clearance at Target for under $25 – a steal!  It looks so 
cute and will coordinate with your travel clothes.  Check out the double handles and crossbody 
strap – both great options for carrying! 

Canvas Tote – Maybe you prefer something in a neutral color like this khaki green bag from UO 
that has a roll-down top.  It’s got sturdy handles, and it’s great for tossing in your clothes at the 
last minute, grabbing, and going on down the road! 

Striped and Personalized – No one will ever mistakenly take your bag if you get this one 
personalized with your name on it from JCP!   How do you like the tassel accessory on the 
handle?  And the color contrast between the handles and the bag?  A fun buy, for sure! 

The Fox – This might be my favorite, and it’s from Modcloth.  Every review says it’s super 
roomy, and navy is a personal favorite color of mine! Pair it with leather, and I’m all in.  Check 
this out on line, and order! 

Adventure  Duffel – If you’re the sporty type, you might enjoy this three-toned weekend bag 
from LL Bean (and it comes in two other color combos!).  There are pockets too, where you can 
sort and store all of your gear!  Get one for you AND him! 

Recycled Traveler – I’ve not ordered from Bonanza before, but I really like this bag and what it 
says, and how it’s made – so cool and unique!  A great item to put on your Christmas  list…or 
your birthday list…or your shopping list…today!  

One of my favorite things about traveling is packing, and carrying just the right bag for the 
occasion.  Sure, you can throw his stuff and your stuff into a large suitcase and roll it around. 
You can grab your old diaper bag and a few plastic totes from your local grocery store, but what 
if you had that one bag to call your own, one that looks great and begs you to go…wouldn’t you 
love it? 

Yes, you would! 

�
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Selah’s Style - Mix Match Made Easy – by Selah Irwin 
 
As you know, I Iove to mix and match my outfits! I love multiple patterns, layers, and as many 
colors as possible. Here is a simple way to make mixing and matching easy! 
 
A great place to start is the girls’ section at Target. It seems like each clothing line picks one 
color scheme for each season. For example, Cat and Jack used maroon, deep teal, peach, and 
gold for this fall. If you stick to picking items from one particular brand like I did miraculously, the 
outfits just seem to "fall" together. 
 
I picked out 2 shirts, 2 pairs of leggings, 1 skirt, 1 dress, a sweater and a jacket. Here is how I 
mixed and matched my way into 6 totally adorable ensembles! 
 
Day one, I decided to pair this rainbow shirt with these amazing emoji leggings. There was a bit 
of a chill in the air so I threw on the jacket. I was comfy, cozy and cute! Check out my backpack 
that just happened to coordinate with my jacket because I got it from the same clothing line! 
  
Day two I dressed up the rainbow shirt by wearing it with the shiny maroon skirt. I added knee 
length socks for warmth…and just because I felt like it! 
 
Day three, I reinvented the skirt by switching shirts and reusing the emoji leggings. Don’t even 
get me started about this fantabulous fruit necklace. It was my Great Grandmother’s and just 
happened to match! 
 
Day four, I traded in the skirt for a funky fresh pair of pencil print pants. Looks like I’m the flower 
of the hour! 
 
Day five, I dressed up. This dress is so beautiful it stands alone. No layers needed to make this 
outfit stand out.  
 
Day six, I stuck with the dress but added the sweater and pencil leggings to create a totally 
different look. There is that fruity tooty necklace again! I love it! 
 
 
As you can see the possibilities for mixing and matching is endless! Be brave. Mix and match to 
the max! 
 
Peace out! Stay stylish! 
�



In the Kitchen – September Snacks…for the Kids – by Marcy Lytle 

School is in full swing now, and those kiddos are hungry from working their brains and their 
bodies, which quite probably were on hold most of the summer!   It’s so fun to have some cute 
snacks for a family night at home, when no games or practices are being held…or on the 
weekend, when hopefully the family is chilling on a Sunday.  Sure, there’s always pretzels, 
chips, yogurt, and fruit to grab out the pantry, but what if you could whip up something easy and 
cute and different? 

Here are a few ideas: 

Apple & Nuts 

This may not look like enough to fill, but oh it does…and it satisfies. 

1 big green apple 

Mixed nuts with dried fruit 

Slice the green apple and place the mixed nuts (add cranraisins or any other dried fruit) in a 
small bowl.  Arrange on a pretty plate, and add a cloth napkin.  Plating it pretty makes the snack 
that much more tasty! 

Grape pops  

48 green grapes 

4oz vanilla candy coating 

Candy sprinkles 

Toothpicks 

Just wash (and dry completely) the grapes.  Melt the vanilla candy in the microwave one minute, 
then stir, then again and stir, until melted.  Insert toothpick in grape and dip in the melted candy 
coating, then dip on sprinkles.  Set up on wax paper to harden.  So fun to make and eat! 

Grilled Cheese Rolls 

Bread, crusts removed 

Grated cheddar 

Melted butter 

Roll the slices of bread flat, using a rolling pin.  Place 3 T grated cheese on the bread and roll 
up, securing with a toothpick if desired. 

Quickly roll them in the melted butter and place in a pan over medium heat.  Turn with tongs 
until browned and cheese is melted! 



 

Mandarin Moons 

Peeled mandarin oranges – about 5. 

½ c dark chocolate chips 

Sea salt 

Line a baking sheet with wax paper and set aside.  Microwave the chocolate chips (can add 1 
tsp shortening if needed) until melted. 

Dip each slice halfway into the melted chocolate and place on the prepared sheet.  Sprinkle with 
sea salt and repeat until all slices are coated and sprinkled. 

Refrigerate about 10 minutes til chocolate hardens! 

 

Mini Muffin Dogs 

1 box Jiffy cornbread mix 

8 all-beef hot dogs, cut into 1” bites 

Prepare the cornbread according to the box directions (preheat oven first). 

Spray a mini muffin tin with non-stick spray and spoon 1 T of batter into each cup, and place 
one hot dog bite into the middle of each muffin cup. 

Bake according to directions on the package, or til cornbread is golden brown . Cool in tin for 5 
minutes before serving. 

Strawberry Lemonade Popsicles 

1 popsicle mold 

Lemonade 

Sliced strawberries 

Lemon zest 

Zest one lemon and put a pinch of the zest in each mold.  Add a few sliced strawberries, then 
pour the lemonade into the mold.  Freeze. 

That’s it!  What a great treat for each member of the family – it’s sweet and tangy together! 

 



 



Tried and True – Skin through the Ages – by Marcy Lytle 

When under 10, it’s smooth and supple, only a bruise or cut now and then. 

From 10-20, those things called zits appear and cause you to worry plenty. 

That third decade, on your way to 30, you’re in your prime, feeling sublime. 

From 30-40 those worry lines from your teens grow a little deeper and stretchmarks surface. 

40-50 it’s starting to wrinkle, just a bit perhaps, but it’s not so nifty. 

After 50, there’s sagging involved because gravity is taking over and aging is evident. 

60 years old and the shorts are longer, the sleeves are too, and the face is falling. 

70-80 those age spots are more visible, and the makeup’s not right, it’s quite a fight. 

80-90 the focus is on smiling and eyes sparkling so sunshine is all people see. 

90-100 the beauty is real, the skin is too, and finally people are seeing just YOU. 

Isn’t it interesting how our skin fares through the decades?  Somehow cellulite and dimples on 
the thighs of babies is adorable and cute, but when we see both of those as adult women, we 
want to hide and hibernate.  When we look at ourselves in the mirror and see “our mother’s 
arms” or realize the aging process is too evident to hide with makeup any longer, it’s a sobering 
thing that we can either embrace or resist to the end… 

I’m a little past the middle in that timeline above, and I don’t know where your age falls, but it’s 
fun from time to time to share what works for us – so that our friends can try it too – if they wish. 

A few ideas for your skin, if it’s feeling a bit tired or old…or a little bit camel-like: 

 For that waking up, tired-looking skin – nothing’s better than splashing cold water on the 
face. 

 Moisturizer for under makeup – I love Origins Vitazing energy boosting – it goes on 
smoothly after washing the face.  It’s not too oily or too watery, it feels perfect. 

 Foundation for the face – I use CC Cream by Physicians Formula – it smooths away 
uneven color on the face and never cakes or feels heavy.   

 Lotion for hands and body – The natural lotions from Sunshine Farms in Montgomery, 
Texas are my favorite.  They have three scents, and all of them are equally nice! 

 Lotion for heels – My husband swears by Origins Reinventing the Heel and I use it as 
well! Applied daily to the heels and your feet will return to their natural smoothness soon! 

 Lotion for all over tinting – This last one I’ve shared many times, but it just makes my 
skin feel less blotchy from all the years my skin has lived!  It’s Jergens Natural Glow 
moisturizer with tint.  Once you start applying this daily, your legs and arms will look 
smoother. 



 Drink for all that ails you – I love lemon water, and I’m convinced that drinking multiple 
glasses of water (with or without lemon) helps keep skin hydrated, which is always a 
good thing.   

Those are quite a few tubes to have sitting out on our counter in order to help us feel better 
about our skin, but they’re all great. The harshness of extreme weather, day-to-day activities 
that make us tired, and just the fact that we’re in this race that causes all sorts of nicks and 
scrapes to the outer layer of our bodies requires some maintenance and upkeep – so we feel 
good! 

Finally, as we journey down that chart from decade to decade, I’m thinking the lotions and 
potions will become fewer and the smiles and sparkles in our eyes will become more prominent 
and outshine any flaw we think we may have if we work on greeting each day with thanksgiving 
and praise. 

At least that’s what I’m going for…how about you? 
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Practical Parenting – Game Night – by Marcy Lytle 

I recently saw this photo (pictured here) of a friend of mine and her family, playing a game 
around the table.  I loved their faces, and I loved even more the fact that they were all together, 
spending time around a game board.   

There are so many good things that come from families playing games together.  Bad things 
can come, as well, like when I played Monopoly with my brother as a kid.  I would never trade 
my properties and he kept asking and insisting, until by the end of the game we were throwing 
all of the cards at each other and stomping out of the room!  But even the bad things can be 
good, if the family recognizes all of the value, growth and fun that come from gathering around 
one table for one purpose – to play a game. 

1.  Tempers can fly.  If someone is competitive and can’t stand the thought of losing, this 
character will surely surface as the family plays a game.  It’s a good time to talk about 
winning/losing and being a good sport. 

2. Cheating can occur.  Little kids, especially, once they realize they’re behind in a game, 
will find ways to move their game piece toward the finish line by miscounting or jumping 
ahead when no one is looking.  What a great place to discuss honesty and fair play. 

3. Math skills can grow.  If counting is included, or adding or subtracting steps, or adding 
up points, kids of all ages can sharpen their skills as they use paper to figure, and 
eventually use their mind without paper.  What fun to learn and play at the same time! 

4. Conversation can take place.  As the game is played, whatever it may be, talking just 
occurs.  Kids might share about their day at school, dad might tell a joke, or mom may 
notice and compliment someone at the table.  Great family bonding occurs at the table of 
games! 

5. Snacks can be enjoyed.  This is a great opportunity to allow kids to prepare and present 
snacks for the whole family to enjoy.  Maybe they can peruse the Internet for a new 
cookie recipe, or dream up a snack concoction all their own.  What a great way for kids 
to serve and create! 

6. Self-worth can be revealed.  If the winner gloats, ridicules the others and beats his/her 
chest, it’s a great time to talk about boasting.  If the loser (including mom/dad) gets upset 
and wants to quit playing the game, it’s a great time to encourage each other in this 
game on the table…and in this game called life. 

7. Time together can make memories.  I still remember playing card games with my family, 
and they are fond memories. There’s something about Mom and Dad sitting with the kids 
– together – that draws a circle around the entire family unit and makes them feel safe, 
secured, and loved.  And game night can do just that! 

Whatever your excuse for not making game night happen often, clear your schedule so that it 
can.  Stockpile several games in a basket or bin for choosing, when the scheduled time together 
rolls around on the calendar (you will probably have to schedule it …or it won’t happen!).  If you 
already do have game night as part of your family activities, then keep going.  Guard that night 
and let nothing else take its place.  Find games that each person enjoys playing, then take turns 
playing them, with the first rule of the game being – attitude checked at the door.   
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I Don’t Do Teens – Can You Relate? – by Marcy Lytle 

The older we get, the more removed we become from the culture our kids live in, especially 
regarding technology and music…right?  We have so many other things that occupy our time, 
so we lose touch with the things that are relevant to our teens.  And although part of that is a 
natural process of aging as parents, there’s another part that we need to work on – and that is 
relating to our teens – at their level.  On the one hand, we’re not going to know every tune or be 
able to work every gadget, like they do.  But on the other hand, it’s a good thing – a very good 
thing – to stay on top of things that relate to these kids as they grow into adulthood. 

Music – If your kids are listening constantly to music, it’s a good thing to know what it is they’re 
hearing.  What do the lyrics say?  What do they suggest?  If our teens are listening to sexually 
suggestive material, or sad songs that talk about suicide, we need to know this…and we need 
to know why they’re drawn to that sort of music.  There’s nothing wrong with parenting in the 
area of music, and there’s something right with listening as well, so that we know what’s out 
there pulling at the hearts of our sons and daughters. 

Technology – I’m sure we’ve watched even our toddlers click away on our phones and ipads in 
amazement, as they learn at an early age how to maneuver around a screen.  It’s amazing, isn’t 
it?  Our teens are always going to outshine us in knowing about the latest and greatest gadget, 
but sit with them, watch them, and be aware of that new app, that social media website, and that 
technology they’re being introduced to.  If they’re hiding in their rooms so you can’t see, that’s a 
red flag.  Be interested, take a look, and have good conversations. 

Style – Maybe you could care less about the fall season and the styles that are trending, but 
perhaps your teenage daughter thrives on knowing about it and wearing it. Don’t criticize her for 
enjoying it, but do become interested and compliment her as she ventures out to find her own 
style – all her own.  Encourage her to be herself, take what she likes, and wear it her own way.  
And if she thinks you could use an “update,” then go for it – try something new yourself! 

Friends – Your teens will either have a posse of friends or maybe only one lone best friend, but 
either way – get to know them. Make your home a place where they want to be.  Listen to these 
kids talk and what they talk about, their attitudes – whether they respect adults or manipulate 
them – and pray for your kids.  Pray that they make good connections and that you are aware 
and discerning about the kids who hang out with your teens.  Be a parent, but be welcoming of 
the friends… 

Interests – Your interests at age 15 will not necessarily be the same interests your son has 
when he hits that age.  Maybe you loved the band, and he only wants to play on the football 
team.  Be relevant to his desires, and learn to know the game that perhaps you abhorred when 
you were a teen.  Maybe she is into art and painting, and you don’t have a creative bone in your 
body. Observe and love what she is doing, and learn about what makes her love it, and learn to 
love it for her, and with her.  Our kids are not our clones.   

There are so many other areas where we can do our best to be relevant – connected and aware 
and interested – in what our kids are doing.  We don’t have to be overbearing, just available and 



welcoming of their character as it emerges into beautiful adults.  And we can be there to guide, 
instruct, pray, and advise, because they are still looking for guidance, wanting instruction, 
needing our prayers, and listening to our advice…as long as they’re under our roofs.   

Soon enough they’ll be gone, and the memories they have of a mom/dad who took the time to 
relate, will go with them and sustain them…and make them smile when they remember that day 
you thought that lol was short for lollipop.  

�



Life As We Know It - Senior Year: The Final Chapter – by Erica Simmons 

There are times when I sit down to write my article that I just want to throw up what is inside me 
onto this page. Then I ultimately decide against it and instead choose to write my story with 
restraint. This month is no different, but reigning it in was harder as this season I am about to 
enter is one that is very hard for me.  

Senior. Year.  

These two words elicit a wealth of emotions for me. Two words that my friends and family often 
use just to get me going, because they know how I have tried avoiding them. My sister often 
tells me I need to get my head out of the sand when dealing with milestones in my boys’ life. My 
reply? By the time the situation I am dreading gets here I will be ready to deal with it. This one is 
truly testing my philosophy. The question I must answer is, “why?” 

The answer took me weeks to get up the nerve to write on this paper.  “Lack of faith.” This final 
year brings home to me the questions every parent asks themselves as their children are on the 
precipice of young adulthood.  

 Have I done enough?  
 Have I grounded them in the Word?  
 Have I given them what they will need to be practical and smart with the decisions they 

will make going forward? 

My lack of faith lures me into answering I have not. I let it lead me into stress and worry and 
cause me to take one mistake one of the boys may make and blow it up into a doomsday future 
for them. 

One such incident happened with Jordan a few days ago, and I became someone in those few 
minutes that if witnessed by someone else, just might have labelled me unhinged. In those 
moments I was not who God wanted me to be a Christian or as a parent. It was a behavior so 
bad that at the end of it Jordan said to me that he is sorry that he makes me hate being a 
parent. And in that moment, I did. But God is so gracious if we seek Him out. 

I have since repented and reflected on my very bad behavior and sincerely wanted to know 
what in the world drove me to that place.  

1. I have not been spending enough time with the Lord. Everyone has their own opinion 
about this, but for me, when I don’t purposely seek to be in the secret place I am more 
vulnerable to the whispers of the enemy. I can take a mole hill and make two mountains. 
I allow fear to reign in my heart, because as parents, when we fear for our children we 
fight for them. Unfortunately, sometimes the ones I end up fighting are my children. I 
think that I can yell it, ground it, or over power it out of them. When I am in that mode the 
enemy wins because I am not walking in faith. I am not focusing on the enemy. I am 
focusing on them.  

2. I lean unto my own experience. I take the boys behaviors and look at them through the 
lens of my experience with similar issues, whether my personal experience or the 
experience of other family members. I  let the enemy take my fear for my children taking 
a similar path and wrap me up nine ways to nothing in worrying that if I don’t do 
something about it,  they will end up the same way. When in reality my perspective for all 
that they do should be from the faith perspective. The fact that I KNOW God loves them 



way more than I could ever love them should not only comfort me, but also provide me 
with the way to go. In other words I should, 

Trust in the Lord with all my strength lean not unto my own understanding, in all my ways 
acknowledge Him (and take comfort in the fact that) he will lead me in the way that I should go.  
Proverbs 3:5-6 

As I prepare for my boys’ senior year, I have heeded the call of my Heavenly Father to come 
back into His presence and remember. Remember who He is in my life, who He is in the boys’ 
life and the greatness of what He will become to them as they walk the road they will soon 
choose and learn to lean on me less and Him more. That is the way it should be, but my time is 
not over just yet. I still have things He has put on my heart to do for this year. I know I have 
more than enough strength in Him to get them done and be able to watch my boys start their 
journey in a year not with fear, but with love, faith and a wee bit of parental pride. 

Life as I know it is surely changing.  

  



A Night to Remember – The Backpack – by Marcy Lytle 

Remember that first day of school?  Maybe you recall wearing your newest and cutest outfit.  
Maybe for your kiddos just a few weeks ago, it was their little character-decorated lunchbox.  
But for me, it is this cute picture of my daughter’s son wearing his first backpack for school – 
kindergarten.  His smile says it all, doesn’t it?  He has no idea what school will really be like, but 
he’s ready, armed, full of supplies, and on his way to something fun…so his mom tells him… 

For a family devo this month, have your kids come to the family room with their backpacks.  
Little kids can bring whatever tote or pack they have, as well.  Ask them to fill their packs with 3 
things each, items that they wish they could take to school but can’t (i.e. a toy, gum, a favorite 
blanket, etc.)  Mom and dad can bring their purses and/or briefcases or tote too, with 3 items 
they wish they could take with them to work or use during the day, but they aren’t “allowed” or 
don’t have the time (i.e. a picture of the family, a book to read, etc.) 

This will be a time of sharing that which we wish we could carry with us, but because we can’t, 
we leave it behind.  And it’s a good time to share the good news and hope that we CAN carry 
with us, anywhere we go! 

As each child presents his 3 items he wishes he could take with him to school, lay all of the 
items out on a table, and add to them as each person shares. 

After the table is full, talk about what they represent and group them: 

Leisure (i.e. favorite book) 

Comfort (blanket, candle, photo…) 

Tasty (gum, snack, etc.) 

Personal (favorite toy or fresh flowers) 

You can add other categories as you think of them.  Talk about how things give us pleasure and 
that’s why we wish we could add them to our backpacks to take to school.  But often, these 
things are not for others, they take time away from learning, they’re just for home, they make a 
mess, or they could cause problem or jealousy among the kids or workers, etc. 

However… 

Jesus says he is with us wherever we go, and he says he has all sorts of good things we can 
carry with us in our packs.  Let’s look at our backpacks and feel the comfort of His presence 
with us. (Have kids demonstrate or point to each part as the verses are read…) 

The zipper keeps good things in our packs and bad things out.  Psalm 16:1  Keep me safe, my 
God, for in you I take refuge. 

The straps fit on our backs and make us tired, but he carries us when we are worn out. Isaiah 
40:11 He tends his flock like a shepherd: He gathers the lambs in his arms and carries them 
close to his heart; he gently leads those that have young. 



The pockets are for small things that might get lost in the big areas.  Psalm 115:13 he will bless 
those who fear the Lord— small and great alike. 

Remember, Jesus is with us when we go to work or school, or when we play.  We have him, 
even when we have to leave other things behind.  He keeps us safe, carries us close to his 
heart, and never allows us to be lost because we are in the pocket of his big and mighty Hands! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



The Family Practice –  The Rush - by Rachel Toalson 

The madness has begun. 

This year we have five children in school, so the mad dash to get to class on time has become a 
normal part of our mornings. There are lunches to make (because we’re too busy playing to get 
them done the night before), wild hair to smooth, shoes to find. 

I can hardly catch my breath on these school mornings. And it’s begun to show. 

Something wears on a person when all of life is funneled down to rush, rush, rush. I see it in my 
over-scheduled life, in the headache that presses behind my eyes, in the body that feels a 
lagging sense of fatigue. I notice it in my children’s behavior—the acting out, the short tempers, 
the ready tears, all of which indicates stress, overwhelm, and the discomfort of rushing. 

I hate being late anywhere. If we leave the house anywhere late, I’m in an irritable mood for 
however long the trip takes, continuously watching the clock to see if, by some miracle, we 
might get there on time. School and its tardy bell only add to that compulsion, which means my 
panic has become my children’s panic. 

Of course I want to teach my children that it’s important to get to school on time. I want them to 
value punctuality. I want them to know the benefit of meeting a deadline.  

But the problem is that most days I’m chained to the clock, almost militantly so. So 7:10 
a.m. comes around, and we’re supposed to be leaving the house, but instead I’m barking out 
orders—get your lunch box, pack your backpack, find your shoes, get out the door! 

My boys are old enough to walk by themselves the four blocks to their school. They’re old 
enough to be trusted with this task. But I’ve chosen to continue walking them—because there is 
something sacred and beautiful about spending that time with them. I’m not ready to let it go. I 
want to enjoy the walk in its awesome fullness. 

But most of the time, I let time stand in my way. Instead of slowing my steps, I hurry everyone 
along. Instead of stopping to look at the earthworms curled up into Cs, I push the stroller right 
past them. Instead of playing, I stress. 

When did I become this hurried, harried person I am? I don’t want to be her. 

For as long as I can remember, I have felt a strong tie to the clock. Before I became an author, I 
was a journalist, working on a daily deadline. There was always a clock’s ending point. I have 
mostly self-imposed deadlines now. But school mornings provide their own deadline, and I often 
feel it pressing into me, pulling me faster down the stretch of road that could foster 
communication, build deeper bonds, provide flashes of inspiration and extravagant love. 

I miss so much. 

Those mornings when I don’t hurry them out the door, I see so much. I see a boy who looks at 
himself in the mirror and doesn’t notice the hair that sticks up in the back but only sees a 
handsome face grinning back, oblivious to this comedic oversight. I see another boy bending 



over a shoe, trying so hard to tie it, unwilling to give up until he does. I see another boy walking 
around aimlessly searching for a folder that he doesn’t remember putting in his backpack 
already but that I know is there. 

I see them. And I need to see them. 

In the mad rush to get out the door, it’s important to stop, look, listen. It’s important to observe, 
to soak up, to be still. It’s important to live fully. 

The moments of our days are brimming with the opportunity to connect with our children in tiny 
little ways—helping zip that zipper, bending to hug a boy who looks a little scared about this still-
new school career, flashing a smile to the one who’s had a bad morning and will likely be the 
last one out the door. 

When we stop, look, and listen, our moments become rich in life, love, and joy—and our 
relationship with our children will become deeper, stronger, richer. 

How to take a moment out of the rush: 

1. Stop. Pause as a family before walking out the door. Chant an affirmation together, or say a 
prayer, or take in three deep breaths and let them out. Just stopping for a moment helps the 
heart to even out, the stress to dissipate, and the potential of a day to wander in. 

2. Look. During your walk or drive to school (or wherever), take a moment to look and really see 
your child. Memorize her face, appreciate what he’s chosen to wear today (even if it’s 
mismatched and wrinkled), and observe something new about her appearance or action or 
manner. Take notice. 

3. Listen. Spend the next five minutes listening to hear. There is a subtle difference between 
listening and listening to hear. Set the thoughts aside, put the phone away, try not to think about 
your to-do list. Listen to them talk to you, to each other, to the friend who joins the walk. Hear 
their heart. 

�



 

 

 

 

 
YOU 

 
 
 
 

 



Strengthening Your Core - 1000’s of Others – by Marcy Lytle 

“I may not think I’m pretty, but what’s my opinion against thousands of others.” – Rosalee 
Clearman 

My mom, who passed away on June 12, this past summer, had all sorts of sayings.  We used to 
laugh at her, thinking she’d made up most of them, but upon research, we found that her 
sayings often came from lyrics to old songs…from the 40’s…or from the culture where she grew 
up in Arkansas, for instance.  Those are fond memories, mom and her sayings, and the above 
one is one of my favorites. 

I couldn’t find this particular saying when I researched, so I’m wondering if my mom came up 
with it on her own.  She very well could have, as she was witty and funny.  And she made this 
statement when I complimented her on an outfit that she didn’t really feel pretty in, or one that 
didn’t fit her quite right, or on a day when she wasn’t pleased with her hair cut she’d just gotten 
from the salon.  

I’d say, “Mom, you look pretty.” 

She’d reply, “Oh, I don’t think so…” 

And then she’d say the above quote, and we’d both have a good laugh. 

But mom’s wit and charm and funniness has stuck with me, when I’m feeling less than up to par 
in the way I look on any given day.  

You see for every negative comment we say about ourselves, there could be 1000’s of people 
looking at us and thinking we look great.  At least, we can tell ourselves that is so!  And what we 
say, and what we believe, really has an effect on how we feel and how we act. 

In reality, there probably aren’t 1000’s of people looking at us, unless we’re famously known.  
But in reality, there is One who’s looking at us and sees a perfect creation, made in His image, 
fully clothed in the righteousness of his Son, and beautifully and wonderfully made. 

You’re probably sighing right now and thinking, “She’s getting all spiritual, now.” 

But seriously, mom’s little funny saying holds a huge truth if we can just grab hold of it and 
tattoo it in our crazy minds that ridicule our outward appearance, because of comparing 
ourselves to others we deem prettier, younger, or more put-together than we are. 

That saying implies that there are many, many opinions in this world, and what we think of 
ourselves is only one in a thousand…or more.  And usually, we are our worst critic. 

We look in the mirror and think our hair is too thin, our belly is too pudgy, or our skin is too 
blotchy, and we have this one huge thought that we aren’t pretty enough… 

But what we do next with that thought is a choice we have to make, if we want to hold our heads 
high, step out in confidence, and smile at the world and the 1000’s around us, and know that we 
are just perfect…and absolutely radiant. 



Mom had other sayings that made us laugh, as well.  And I miss her terribly, still.  And I’m 
finding out from others that have lost their moms, that I will miss her forever. 

But today, and from now on, I’m going to look in the mirror at my body, my hair, my face and the 
rest of what I see with my eyes, and when my mind states that one blaring negative opinion 
about what my eyes see…I’m going to remember that I have a choice. 

And I choose to believe that 1000’s of others are looking on and seeing His radiance and that 
beauty that lasts forever, and that’s what will give me the strength to smile at the mirror and turn 
around and exit the house with a full smile and a wink up above… 

“Thanks, mom.” 

�



Under the Influence - Stop Multi-Tasking – by Marcy Lytle 

I see so much of, today more than ever.  Moms are watching their kids on the playground, only 
they’re not really watching…and they’re sure not playing with them.  They’re looking at their 
phones, planning their grocery list, or scrolling through Instagram.  I’m right there with them with 
my phone, doing the same thing, while my grandkids are swinging.  Or…I’m snapping the 100th 
photo, asking them to “say cheese!” so I can then post the photo on Instagram. 

That’s just one way our culture has blended up and spit out parents who can “do it all.”  I 
remember taking pads and books and pens with me while I waited in the school line to pick up 
my kids, making sure I had something to do at all times, so that every minute was 
productive…or that I was doing something constructive.  And for sure, I got a lot done.  But I 
was tired, and grumpy, a lot of the time. 

This past Sunday, my husband and I were out driving around with really no agenda at the 
moment, and I said to him, “I feel like I ought to be doing something constructive,” to which he 
replied, “This is constructive.” And he was right.  It was perfectly okay to drive around with no 
particular place to go, and to have no other purpose than to observe the clouds and the people 
around me. 

I think multi-tasking is great, at times.  But it cannot be a way of life, or we will miss out on so 
much, like: 

 That doll she wants us to dress, and pretend we’re having tea with the other dolls at the 
table 

 The toy car he wants us to zoom across the floor with us, instead of hearing us say, “Be 
quiet!” 

 The story he’s trying to tell us about why dogs wag their tails 
 The amazing picture she’s coloring with markers, while making stray swipes on our 

counter 
 The beauty of that tree or those flowers or the smile of that person 
 The elderly woman who needs a hand with her groceries because that item is up too 

high 
 The look on his face after he tried to hug us and we shrugged him away 
 The many red lights and green lights and homeless people we passed on the way 
 The view out the window above the sink where butterflies flitter and birds perch 
 The splashes in the tub and the squeals of delight as the water runs over the cups 

What else are we missing?  Perhaps, He’s whispering in our ears about how much we are 
loved, cherished, and desired…and he’s calling us away just for a few minutes to enjoy our 
presence…but we’re too busy clicking and scrolling and liking and sharing. 

I’m all for getting things done, marking off items on a list, and combining efforts while waiting in 
lines, at appointments, or even while watching television…sometimes.  But when we do that all 
the time, we’re sending a message loud and clear to those around us.   



Move out of my way, I’m busy,  

and I’m coming through, and don’t stop me,  

because I’m a woman on a mission! 

If you’re in that blender and whirl of activity and you can’t even see through the glass around 
you, turn off the gadgets, put away the planners, take out the earbuds, and sit down and 
observe, listen, and play. 

Take a drive in the middle of the afternoon for no particular reason and do something 
constructive…like looking at clouds, singing songs in the car, or sipping on a straw…and smiling 
at those you see around you. 

��

�



Healthy Habits – Fall Frenzy – by Marcy Lytle 

School is in full swing, and even those of us without kids in school any more are out of the 
summer doldrums and lazy days, back into the countdown to Christmas.  There are big holidays 
coming soon, and the weather will be changing, and we start our list of to-do’s and start to feel 
the pull of the frenzy of the fall months.   

Here are a few tips for staying healthy as a family: 

Make sure everyone gets plenty of zzz’s – and I do mean everyone.  Little kids in school 
need lots of sleep, and routines with the family ensure that happens.  One of the ways to 
prevent lack of sleep is to not overload our kids or ourselves in scheduling outside activities.  
Kids don’t need three extra activities a week, if they have to then end up studying til midnight.  
We don’t have to say yes to every volunteer opportunity either, if it means we suffer with anxiety 
and stress instead of sleeping.  Make sure to start early the bedtime routine early, so there’s 
ample time to read, cuddle and pray over fears…even those of your own! 

Eat well and not in the drive-through – Of course, we all love a good drive-thru once in a 
while, when life is harried and crazy.  However, this option can sometimes become the norm 
instead of the exception.  Enlist the help of the littles and everyone else in your family to put 
together baggies of healthy snacks for the pantry, and the fridge, that can be grabbed and taken 
on a whim.  Ideas include:  nuts (for those without allergies, of course), small apples and cuties, 
dry roasted edamame, cucumber chips and healthy hummus.    Then roast a whole tray of 
veggies, and de-bone a rotisserie chicken on Sunday so that you can then have these by 
themselves or on a pizza, in a wrap, or in a salad!  This may take a couple of hours on the 
weekend, but will save you time and angst Monday-Friday. 

Get out and move – Instead of everyone curling up on the sofa the entire evening, incorporate 
some family movement into your week.  If the kids are getting plenty of movement in their sports 
then you can use the time you normally “sit and watch” to get up and walk around the track 
where they practice.  If the entire family has become too sedentary, write on the calendar “family 
walks,” or go bowling, or play mini golf.  Turn off the television and get outside before it gets too 
cold.  Enjoy the crisp autumn air together by walking through leaves and feeling the breeze. 

Read often – This is a de-stresser and something the kids will learn to love IF the entire family 
relaxes and does this activity together.  One idea is to have the entire family gather in the big 
room of the house, book in hand, and each find a comfy spot – with a blanket and something to 
sip.  Kids always have reading assignments, so this is a great family idea.  Read for a bit, then 
stop and share what you’re reading with the family.  This is good for your brain, your mental 
health, and enables you all to hone your skills at communicating well.  Just make sure you stay 
awake to share!  It might be fun to have a different drink available that someone picks for each 
week (not a fatty snack!)   

Pray together and speak the Word – Nothing will bring your entire family more spiritual health 
and well-being than praying together for problems, for the world, for the sick, and praising and 
thanking God for his goodness, his love and his ways.  And in order to know His ways, we have 



to speak and know his word.  Before retiring at night, shut down your laptop, put away your 
phones, leave the kitchen, and have the entire family pray.  Let littles pray aloud, let them hear 
mom/dad praise God and give thanks, speak a verse of assurance for that son who’s facing a 
hard test tomorrow with, “I can do all things through Christ who strengthens me.” 

It might be the season of fall, but we don’t have to fall into a frenzy just because our lives are 
now full and running over with going here and there.  We can stop and take inventory of our 
schedules and cut out things if we’re gone too much, everyone’s crying, or the whole family is in 
chaos.  Then we can breathe, reassess, figure it out, and move forward… 

Happy fall!  (It can be…) 

�



Created for Life – Go Ahead. Ask. – by Ginny Hurley 
 
Late one night I was listening for the Lord to speak to me, and I felt like He was saying, 
“Go ahead. Ask your questions.”  Of course, I knew exactly what that meant because I 
was troubled in my spirit about some things.  I have very definite core values and 
foundational beliefs that have carried me through many storms and triumphs.  Yet, even 
remaining completely convinced about certain truths, I didn’t know how to steward those 
truths, or share them with my friends and neighbors.   
 
I absolutely revel in this truth:    
 

“For the earth will be filled with the knowledge of the glory of the Lord,  
as the waters cover the sea.”   

Habakkuk 2:14 
 
Clearly, we have been given an assignment beyond comprehension.  It is so incredible 
that He has entrusted us to go, teach, preach, evangelize, establish, gather, and so 
much more!  My mind can hardly wrap around this thought.  The Father has given you 
and me the Holy Spirit’s transforming power to hear His voice and go; and as we go, His 
glory will fill the earth!  Wow!  What if I make a mistake, or say the wrong words to the 
wrong people?  What if I give a word of healing, and they remain sick?  That frightens 
me.   
 

“Ask of Me, and I will give You the nations for Your inheritance.”  Psalm 2:8 
 

We know Jesus, as His son, inherits and actually already owns the world.  As I ponder 
this, I am astonished with the idea that I am a daughter of the King, and own the 
universe with Him, a partaker of his inheritance.  What?  How can that be true?  
 
I want practical strategies of how to steward these truths.  How can I steward His grace 
and glory to my city and other nations?  How can I release His Kingdom, here, in my 
reality?  What if I cause someone to turn away because I was too pushy or wordy?  How 
do I remain humble and at the same time release the power that changes the universe?   
 
As I ask these questions, an overwhelming sense of peace comes over me like a fan 
that turns on in the middle of a scorching night.  The Holy Spirit wraps me in a garment 
of safety and hope.  The light bulb of inspiration blinks on!  It’s not my job to save 
anyone!  It’s not my job to heal anyone!  Jesus heals and transforms.  It is not my 
responsibility to defend God and His Word.   It is my job to go, hear, watch and do what 
He is doing in heaven.  That’s it!  Rest is one of His favorite words.  I do know that I can 
rest and work at the same time.  It’s not always what I do, but I have experienced 
freedom in this truth. 
 

“I will stand my watch and set myself on the rampart  
and watch to see what He will say to me…” 

Habakkuk 2:1 
 
And when I do, I will know where to go and how to get there.  I will know His voice, and 
my spirit will obey.  Christ in me, the Hope of Glory.   
 

“And of His fullness we have all received, and grace for grace.”  John 1:16 



Jesus told His disciples that He only did what He saw His Father doing.  We don’t have 
to do everything!  We only need to do the things we see our Father do right now.  These 
assignments are shared.  Everyone has a part in the adventure, if they so choose.  At 
the cross, the veil between heaven and earth was ripped apart, never to be closed 
again.  I have an all access card to go to heaven and bring what I see there, down here 
on earth.  Every-thing I need is with Him and in Him.  
  

…”because the darkness is passing away, and the true light is already shining.”  
 I John 2:8 

 
Jesus has given me power over darkness because He has already triumphed over it.  
The answers to my questions are becoming clearer now.  As I expand His kingdom here 
in my little world, the grace and glory of the Lord is gaining ground.  As I take dominion 
here, He multiplies my efforts.  He makes me look good.  He covers my mistakes and 
never shames me.  If I say the wrong thing, He forgives me.  He even uses my messes 
to show others how great His unconditional love really is.  I can’t ruin His plan!  He 
makes all things new.  He is the expert in relationships.   
 
To steward His kingdom well, we must not forget that a lifestyle of the miraculous and 
supernatural is normal, biblical Christianity… 
 

for nothing is impossible for those who believe. 
 



Get Fruity – It Felt So Good – by Gabbi Crowhurst 
 
From Gabbi, our newest writer to join the THYME team!  
 
I decided to spend some time focusing on these fruits each month and then write about my 
experience to reflect on everything I have learned.  I hope you’ll join me in my pursuit to get 
fruity.  Here we go! 
 
 

“But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance,  
kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control.” 

Galatians 5:22-23 
 
I’ve heard this verse a thousand times.  But until recently, I had never spent much time thinking 
about exactly what “the fruit of the Spirit” means.  When I sat down to actually consider it, I had 
a realization that probably should have happened long ago.  The fruit of the Spirit means that 
when I have the Spirit inside of me, I should show these qualities listed above.  And lack of them 
shows that I am not letting the Holy Spirit do His work in my heart like I should.   
 
This month, I began my quest with the first fruit, Love.  Love has always been so important to 
me.  I have always believed strongly that everyone should love each other, desired love from 
everyone, and held that love makes the world go ‘round.  But this month I noticed that I made 
constant conscious decisions to not love others.  I noticed that I often saw someone that I had 
an offense against and I internally said, “Nope, I am going to focus on my hurt instead of loving 
her.” I said, “I’m tired, I don’t feel like reaching out to anyone right now.” I said, “No, God, I’m too 
scared to go and pray for that person.”  
 
 All of these things, no matter how insignificant they may seem, are me saying NO to allowing 
Jesus’ perfect love flow through me.  This focus of switching my mindset on the topic required 
me to go against a lot of the worldly instincts in my heart.  
 
I learned and grew the most in this area during my church’s summer camp. As a senior in high 
school, I was able to attend (for my last year) as a student and then come back the next week to 
serve as a leader for nine amazing seventh grade girls.  Though I was incredibly excited, I didn’t 
quite know what to expect coming into those two weeks.  Generally, my yearly cycle had been 
go to camp, get excited about Jesus, let that excitement die out, then eventually come back the 
next year and expect God to heal me of all the sin I had let creep into my life.  But thankfully, the 
past two years have been different.   
 
In 2016 God healed my heart from some destructive habits and beliefs about myself, and I didn’t 
turn back that time.  The whole year I chased after God through some of the hardest seasons I 
had ever been through.  Coming into 2017, I finally felt whole, even before camp.  I knew God 
had something to teach me but I just did not know what it would be yet.  By the end of the first 
week, I realized that God kept giving me the word love.  I saw love overflow out of others as 
girls in my small group shared their deepest struggles.  Love showed itself so strong when God 
touched every heart in worship.  I felt it flow through me as I prayed for my friends fearlessly and 
asked God to drive every insecurity out of their hearts and mine.   
 
By the second week, I felt so full that I knew I was ready to pour out to the girls around me in 
middle school.  Each day I made it my mission to intentionally learn every name of the girls 
around me and spend time to get to know as many of them as I could.  And each day, I grew 



closer to those around me and I was able to speak into the lives of girls I didn’t even have in my 
group.  Towards the end of the week, though, I felt discouraged.  I felt like I could see God 
moving, but I couldn’t feel it.  I talked with a friend about it who told me to worship with no 
expectation and to just sit and receive instead of focusing on what I wanted from Him.  So that’s 
what I did, I worshipped and I listened.  And on the last night, I felt God say to me that He was 
proud of me, and that I was finally loving like only I can.   
 

I wasn’t trying to be my best friend, 
I wasn’t trying to be my small group leader, 

I was truly being me. 
 

It felt so good. 
 
This may seem like a simple thing, but for me, loving like this was a stretch.  I’m naturally a fairly 
reserved person when meeting new people, and being outgoing and loud from the get-go felt 
fake to me.  I was too afraid of acting ingenuine, so I did what was comfortable, saying, “I just 
have to be me.”  But contrary to what I used to tell myself, when I chose to love with no 
restraints, it was exactly how God created me to love.  For me, loving required taking a big step 
out of my comfort zone.   
 
My questions for you are these:  
 
Where are you holding back in your love for others?   
Is it being too shy to show others your whole heart, like me?   
Is it insecurity that tells you others won’t return your love?   
Is it judgement that picks out the faults in her instead of seeing her as a child of God?   
 
Whatever it is, I encourage you to let love pour out where you’ve previously closed the gate.   
 
You may be surprised how it changes you.     
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In This Together – A Good Day – by Charissa Corbin 
 
This past month I went berry picking.  
 
With my daughter on my back, my friends by my side, and gallon buckets in hand, we set out 
determined to stock up on blueberries, raspberries and strawberries. It was a gorgeous day, not 
a cloud in the sky, and we could see the distant Alaska Range so clearly it was if it were a few 
miles away. We trampled through bushes, swamps and rugged trails with no luck. We even 
drove 40 minutes out of town confident that we would come across an abundant supply but not 
a berry in sight…  
 
After five hours of berry hunting, I came home with nothing. I did manage to salvage a few 
blueberries but I couldn’t resist eating them right away!  
 
When I talked to my husband later that night, he asked, “Did you have a good day?” I paused 
for a moment and thought. If my happiness was dependent upon how many berries I picked, 
then I had an awful day. If I ranked my day based on the conversations I had with friends, or the 
fact that it was the most beautiful day of summer, I would say it was a great day. It really 
depended on what perspective I chose or what lens I decided to see through.  
 
Do I see the glass half empty or half full?  
 
A lot of times I feel like I look at my husband through a lens of scrutiny or judgment: 
 

 Why didn’t he do the dishes tonight?  
 He forgot to make me coffee.  
 He didn’t kiss me goodbye.  
 Why is he home late?  
 Does he have to be on the phone right now?  

 
Throughout the day I can make a mental list of things I feel like he has done wrong or forgot to 
do. It clouds my vision to see the blessings he pours out on me daily. I can choose to keep 
record of my husband’s wrongdoings or I can choose to focus on the good he does. Honestly, 
he could work on actually putting the dishes in the dishwasher. (I mean… there are only so 
many dishes that have to “soak.”) But I’m trying to look past that. He will come around one day!  
 
So, to answer my husband’s question about my day, I chose to say, “It was great!” because the 
time spent with friends was worth far more than any berries.  
 
As you wake up to a new day, choose to live with the glass half full. Seek the good, the 
blessings poured out, and the love shared. I promise you it is more rewarding than a glass (or 
bucket) half empty… 
 



Date Night Fun – Early Sunday Morning – by Marcy Lytle 

September can be one of the busiest months of the year for everyone, and it just might be too 
easy to let date night slip away completely into oblivion.  The idea of date night is there, the 
desire of a date night is also present, but the reality of making it happen this month might be 
impossible.  And sometimes, we all have months like that.  So this month, our ideas are for early 
morning connections on a Sunday.   

Yes, you can arrive at church a little later one week, or skip it altogether in order to connect with 
each other.  Yes, the kids can watch a few cartoons while you sit over in the corner, just the two 
of you.  Yes, it’s worth the effort to rise and shine instead of snooze and slumber. 

Out on the patio – Take your breakfast outside, put a fire in the pit or light candles, and even if 
it’s just granola or cereal, connect over your morning meal by only talking of the blessings in 
your lives.  Share with him how much you appreciate what he’s done or is doing.  Both of you 
can recall the beauty of yesterday, that cute thing your daughter said, or just remark at the 
goodness of God in your lives.  Spending an hour doing this will result in the rest of the day 
being blessed. 

Breakfast in Bed – Maybe your kids sleep late or you have no kids at home…this is a great 
date to experience, once in a while. Prepare your breakfast the night before with one of these 
oatmeal overnight recipes, then rise and shine and enjoy it together.  Put on a little morning 
music – classical sounds are great – and enjoy this one meal together before you face the day. 

A walk down the street – If you’ve got older teens who can watch the young ones, head out 
the door for a brisk morning walk.  Hold hands.  Don’t badger each other or complain.  Whistle, 
skip, play I Spy with the clouds, collect unusual leaves or rocks, or just walk in silence and 
breathe. Or…dream together out loud. Be sure to wear your favorite walking shoes for this! 

Morning Movie - If you have the luxury of staying in bed a couple of hours, turn on a movie.  
Snuggle up and perhaps have a candle lit for ambience, and watch without interruption.  If two 
hours are not yours, then opt for a 30 minute show…one of your faves.  And why not have 
breakfast popcorn! Have you tried it? 

Trivia for Two - We have this box of trivia cards under our bed and we pull them out from time 
to time.  It’s a good resource for those times when you feel like laying there a bit longer, but 
you’re both wide awake and want to have some fun.  Grab 5-10 cards each and start asking.  If 
he answers correct he gets to go again, and same for you.  The first one to finish the questions 
wins!   

Life is too short to fill every minute with stuff to do, when you have a partner to connect with, just 
you two! 
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After 30 Years – He’s Not Your Savior – by Marcy Lytle 

I did it. 

She does it. 

We all do it. 

We marry someone, hoping they will rescue us and save us from a multitude of things that ail 
us.  Maybe our parents are pushing down too hard on us, so he comes along and rescues us 
out of that misery.  Perhaps we’ve dated and dated, and finally this guy we’ve found appreciates 
who we are so we latch on to him, to fulfill every dream and desire we have.  Or just think about 
how many of us are lured by money, good looks, or brains, hoping that he will add to our 
prestige among others, when they see the fine man we’re attached to… 

Yikes, right? 

It didn’t take me long in my marriage to realize that my husband is not my savior, no matter how 
many times I count on him to rescue me, coddle me, save me and pull me up from the pit.  He’s 
not it, and I can’t make him be it – the savior.  I’ve tried it, and it only made him burdened down, 
and only caused me disappointment when he didn’t fulfill expectations. 

Let me explain. 

I wanted a man to rescue me from the mundane, religiously oppressed existence I had, and 
offer me freedom and fun every day, planned and scheduled to perfection.  I depended on him 
to lift me spiritually every time I was down or discouraged, because surely he would have a kind 
word or a hand up to offer me, wouldn’t he?  If he looked good, dressed fine, and kept himself 
handsome for me, then others around me would think well of us, and our marriage would be all I 
needed it to be…for me. 

It didn’t take me long to realize something was wrong with that picture.  Looking to my husband 
to be my savior took my eyes off the real Deliverer, and caused all sorts of weight on my sweet 
husband’s shoulders that he could not carry.  He wasn’t designed to be my savior, at all.  He 
was designed to be a husband – a very different job description. 

We all need a savior to free us from the weight of sin we carry when we screw up, mess up, and 
fall hard.  And Jesus is that for us.  But I am finally learning that I need the Savior to also be 
everything I was looking for in a husband: a leader, rescuer, comforter, and joy-giver.  If I don’t 
receive all of those blessings from my relationship with Him, and I continue to demand them 
from my husband, I am a sour note on any scale, every day. 

It’s a good exercise for us wives to take time to consider what it is we expected when we 
married, and ask ourselves if we were looking for him to toss us a float when we were drowning, 
to show up and fit us with a glass slipper, and to kiss us awake from a deathlike sleep.  Once 
we let go of that expectation on him and transfer that longing for salvation to the Savior of our 
Souls, all sorts of good things take place. 



He suddenly becomes more attractive without all that weight on his shoulders. 

We suddenly take a turn toward Jesus, realizing he is the One we needed all along. 

And Jesus opens his arms widely and holds us tightly, whispering all the lovely things we’ve 
wanted to hear… 

There’s only one Savior, and his name is Jesus.  He’s also the giver of good gifts, namely your 
husband.  Call your husband by his name, as you pray, and release that heavy load you tossed 
at him when you said, “I do,” and hand it over to the one who said he’d carry your burdens. 

And then rest…and enjoy…the man you’re married to and love with all your heart. 
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Soldiers with Lipstick – It’s a Big Thing – by Rachel Critz 

Knowing who your true friends are…it’s a big thing we need to realize as we get…older.  

As I begin to grow up into my own person and notice which friends I tend to hang around more, I 
start to ask myself questions like, “Why did I ever hang out with those people?”  

Do you do this? 

When I went into the job I have now, I had no idea the impact my co-workers would have on my 
life. I thought I would just be going into that job to work and make money, but I ended up getting 
more than I bargained for. I mean, that is how God usually works, right?  

God will reveal things to us where we least expect it.  

As I grew familiar with my co-workers, I then thought these were the friends I have been seeking 
after for so long. That is, until I noticed a shift in my attitude and a change in my behavior. I still 
held true to my morals when they invited me to participate in certain things but simply hanging 
around them I felt a sense of rebellion in my heart.  I could not handle it any longer.  

So in the mysterious way that God works, I had to become absent from my work place for a 
while, and all the texting that went on between my co-workers and I diminished. They thought 
that my not showing up for work was because I had something against them, when in reality I 
was busy with my own life. In that time frame, I really saw who my true friends were.  

A true friend group is not one of bad influence but the kind that gives you influence to better 
yourself – not damage yourself just because something is fun. God does call us to witness 
among the unbelievers, but not to live among them.  

I truly realized this as soon as I saw that shift in my behavior and realized that I did not want to 
attend any church events. But that was the work of the enemy keeping me from my real friends 
at my church.  

I love my co-workers as I should love any unbeliever, but I cannot trust them with my life. I still 
keep in contact with them now that they have gone off to college, and I continuously pray for 
them. But I know in my heart they were seasonal friends and not lifelong.  

I was merely the gardener who was the hand the Holy Spirit used to plant seeds in their lives; 
and now all I can do is pray… 

 



Firmly Planted – Constant/Consistent – by Dina Cavazos 

It’s crazy how my journaling is so sporadic. Not only in A Bundle of THYME, but in the places I 
deposit my written meanderings.  

I have many journals—each one designated for a specific purpose: Quotes, Prayer, Life Events, 
Things I Hear from God, and so on.  I also use postcards and sometimes the back of a receipt 
or whatever’s handy to jot down something to be categorized later. It’s confusing—sometimes 
it’s hard to choose which journal I should use:  

 Is this sense or non-sense?  
 Am I trying to make sense of the goings-on in my inner and outer life by categorizing?  
 Can the myriad elements that contribute to my being be grouped and sorted? 

In reality, I can’t so easily categorize my experiences and thoughts, and sometimes a quote fits 
perfectly into what’s happening at the moment...so each journal is somewhat of a mixture.  

If my journals, postcards, and receipts were gathered together, my life would be scribbled 
across pages out of chronological order and the beginning and the end of a real-life story would 
very likely be in separate places so you could hardly put the two together. This disjointedness 
bugs me, but I’m not sure what to do about it. I could write everything in ONE place, no matter 
what it is, as a friend suggested. Then at least it would be chronological (if I wrote things in the 
order of occurrence--another problem). But then what about the pages that have already been 
written? I haven’t resolved that question, so I continue to separate my writings, continuing the 
disjointedness. 

Then there’s my handwriting. The only thing consistent about it is its messiness, although 
sometimes it looks better than others. It can be slanted to the right or more upright, more like 
print or scribbly cursive, somewhat legible or totally illegible, depending on the pen I’m using, 
my mood, the paper--I’m always on the hunt for a good pen that will magically make my 
handwriting neat, pretty, and, consistent.  

But enough about my inconsistencies. My life, like my dreams, often doesn’t make sense—in an 
orderly way, that is. There are so many ups and downs and turn-a-rounds that it’s impossible to 
draw linear connections between them.  My finite mind contained in this earthly body can’t make 
complete sense of how I got here from there, why this happened or didn’t happen...a + b doesn’t 
necessarily equal “ab.”  

The garden has taught me I can’t always control where things will grow and move and find a 
resting place—like the plants that don’t like where I put them and reseed somewhere else; like 
the birds that rest on my chairs and leave their droppings where I don’t think they belong. I’ve 
made peace with that. Of course, when a rat comes into the picture I don’t make peace with it. I 
go after the rats. 

All the stuff I write, wherever it lands, is evidence of God’s constant and consistent activity in 
my life—invisible, interrelated, unpredictable threads inextricably and mysteriously woven 
together. The inconsistencies are mine.  



Note to self: I must ask God if there’s something He’s trying to tell me because I’ve come to the 
realization that He’s involved in every bit of my life to the extent that I allow it. 

See there! An important note written on this page that isn’t categorized except for A Bundle of 
THYME articles!  

How will I ever find it and where will it fit in my journals? 



Saddle Up - Pass It On – by Melissa Critz 
 
Being of the age that I am, I get more people asking me ‘How did I?’ or ‘When would 
you?’ than I used to. Of course, I am happy to oblige and share with the hopes that my 
experience will help.  
 
The two areas in my life that I get the most queries are about home schooling and 
horses. Home schooling is a top one since I have been at it for 19 years and my last 
child is graduating Homeschool High in May 2018. The other topic is horses – so many 
questions ranging from “How many do you have?” to “Can I ride them?” – and I love to 
answer as much as I can… 
 
A few weeks ago, I got a Facebook message from a friend who wanted help getting back 
into the horse world. She was willing to muck stalls to be around the horses and just 
refresh and learn more, as she wanted to eventually have property and own horses. This 
tugged at my heart. After my last baby was born, I so wanted to get back involved with 
horses. I did just that at a local horse barn where my older daughter took barrel lessons 
and we both worked for a number of years. This is the same place where we boarded 
our horses until getting our own property.  
 
Being that I had followed this path, I could hear the desire ring out in the message to me 
from my friend. I knew my Saddle Partner wanted me to offer this to her – to be able to 
share with her what I had – to help spark that returning interest for her. She had been 
out a few times and ridden with me. We had some good chat time that led to lots of 
horsey talk.  
 
This, to me, is exactly how the Lord wants us to be with each other.  
 

Proverbs 27:17 states, 
“Iron sharpens iron, so one man sharpens another.” 

 
We need to gird each other up. And one way to do this is for a more experienced person 
to impart her years of knowledge to another that is willing and ready to receive. I love 
this next verse:  

 
2 Timothy 2:2, 

“The things which you have heard from me in the presence of many witnesses, entrust 
these to faithful men who will be able to teach others also.” 

 
It’s a call to teach others so that they can go forth and do the very same. I believe this 
can apply to all of us, encouraging us to pass on our life experiences to help others and 
keep the ball rolling, so to speak. This is so paramount for us today.  
 

1 Thessalonians 2:8 says, 
“Having so fond an affection for you, we were well-pleased to impart to you not only the 

gospel of God but also our own lives, because you had become very dear to us.” 
 
We need each other.  Young moms need older experienced moms, newly married 
couples need older and wiser couples, young teens need on-their-own working young 
people, singles need guidance of seasoned older ones. People are in need of others to 



glean from.  And don’t you know that the ones from whom we glean have so much to 
share, and how encouraging can that be? This is discipleship.  
 
Where are you in your life season? Are you the one in need of guidance and knowledge, 
or are you the one that can take the time to impart wisdom? We are all able to do this no 
matter the season.  We are all needy at some point and then able to give at another 
point.  
 
Seek how the Lord would have you be a part of this in life – in order for someone to give, 
someone needs to take and learn.  
 

Do as Proverbs 9:9 says: 
“Give instruction to a wise man and he will be still wiser, teach a righteous man and he 

will increase his learning.” 
 

This blessing is waiting for both parties…  
 
 



Moving  Forward - Secure – by Pam Charro 
 

I love watching little girls hang out with their daddies. 
 
It's such a beautiful thing to see a father delight in his young daughter and the child's joy and 
absolute trust in her father's company.  So precious!  I'm convinced that God gave us this 
relationship as a picture of how he longs to interact with us. 
 
I'm sure that part of the reason I struggle with feeling insecure is that I wasn't fortunate enough 
to have this type of relationship with my own father. As a result, I have spent most of my life 
trying to find my identity and to know that I don't have to work so hard to be considered 
delightful.  
 

It would have been so much easier to accept another’s disapproval 
if I had felt I had my own daddy's approval; 

I could have had such a better chance at feeling secure. 
 
The great thing about daddies is that they get to be their little girl's hero. They are the ones who 
decide to keep their little ones safe. It doesn't at all depend on the child, or whether anyone else 
considers her worthy of protection; Daddy has all of the power in making sure she knows whose 
she is and that she doesn't have to doubt his commitment to her. 
 
In the same way, my own security has little to do with how I feel because God is the one who is 
in charge of my safety. I refuse to say that I am insecure, even if I feel that way, because I have 
learned that God is a big enough daddy to keep me safe: and he has proven countless times 
that he loves me enough to take care of me. He delights in me! I am a joy, not a burden, and I 
am precious to him, not because I always do everything right, but because he has chosen to 
love me.  
 
It is all about who he is, regardless of my imperfections. I am safe as his daughter.  

 
I may have missed out on that confidence as a child; 

but, no matter how I feel, 
I don't ever have to BE insecure again. 

�



Real Stories – A Big Move – by Karen Kleser Amans 

God has a plan and has his hands in everything. 

 

We lived in Texas for 10 years and were in and out of work for much of that time. We kept 

praying for my husband Ross to find a great job that was steady work so he could provide for 

our family. And then…Ross started having heart issues.  

We thought the heart issues might be from the Texas heat, so we prayed for a job somewhere 

else, somewhere maybe a little cooler. As we prayed, we also had other things in mind. I 

needed the sunshine. We wanted a house big enough for our family of four and enough room 

for guests to visit. We prayed for two long years.  

My husband did find a contract job in Arizona, but I told him I was not moving the kids for a 

contract job. A year later he came home with no job and no prospects. We prayed like we had 

never prayed before and God answered our prayer. Two months later, Ross got called for 

another contract job in Colorado, for a six month job. I told him the same thing, that I was not 

moving the kids unless he had a full time job.  God answered our prayer again, and three 

months into the job, Ross was hired full time. We praised God for all he was doing!  

It was in the middle of winter, so I stayed in Texas until school was out for the summer 

vacation.  Ross was looking for a place for us to live. We applied for three houses and were not 

accepted, so we prayed again, for a house big enough for all our needs. At that time, the 

mountains above Colorado Springs were on fire, so housing was hard to find. The fourth house 

we applied for we got. God had blessed us again! Our house was exactly what we asked for. 

 

This move was hard on my children, to leave their home and friends behind. And it was hard for 

them to make friends here. We met some people on one of the many walking paths by our 

house and became good friends. They were from Texas, too! Soon they invited us to church 

with them and we became family. I started a Moms in Prayer group in our home and we got 

involved in the church and made other friends. Some of our friends from Texas came to visit us 

here in Colorado, as well.  

 

We prayed for God to provide for us, so we could get the kids braces on their teeth. A friend 

from church kept saying to me, “When my housekeeper quits I will hire you.” I thought, “Great. 

How can I pay for things now?” It took a year for this job to be mine, and it wasn’t just her 

house. It was five houses! Enough for me to pay for the kids’ braces! Praise God for answering 

our prayers again.  

Things were good, so I thought.  However, my daughter was falling behind in school and she 

was being bullied, so I looked for a new school for her. I prayed for her to make some good 

friends, as she entered into middle school. I found a very good and vigorous state charter 

school for her to go to that I thought was great. Yet, she started to withdraw and only had a few 

friends from church. My son Ryan had not made many friends here, either. He is a quiet child 



and preferred to be by himself. So many kids teased him and bullied him. Ryan became 

withdrawn and depressed and we needed help for him. As he started a new school, we prayed 

for healing for him and for him to find some friends.  

There is a treatment center to help people with depression a few miles away and Ryan began 

getting the help he needed. Ross ended up in the hospital with heart issues and God provided 

for us, with good care. He gave me strength to keep going. He was the glue that kept us 

together.  

It has been a long year! God had a plan for us! Both my kids are doing well and are in schools 

they like, and…they have met a few new friends. Ross just had another successful heart 

surgery. For his kind of heart issues, there are only two heart specialists in the country and one 

is Denver. Go figure. 

 

As for me, God has asked me to renew and strengthen my friendships. And we can all use a 

best friend. His name is Jesus! 

 

Karen is married to Ross Amans, and they have two children.  They recently relocated from Round Rock, 

Texas to Colorado Springs, Colorado. Karen says her mission in life is to show all of God’s children love 

by loving them as He loves her.  She loves to smile and dance, and says laughter cleanses the soul. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 
FRESH THYME 

 
 
 
 

 



FRESH THYME – Arrested Development – by Marcy Lytle  

I never saw the show, but I’d heard the name – Arrested Development – so I looked it up.  One 
son’s life was completely interrupted with the death of his father, so this man had to stay and 
help take care of his family – a complete arrest of his career development – a halt to his 
dreams.   

I have no idea if that’s exactly what happened in the story, but that’s what I’m referring to, 
because I kept thinking of this phrase over and over again, and how we go through life with 
plans and dreams and hopes…only to have them halted (arrested) by an unexpected event 
(development.) 

There’s a song I love by Sarah Groves that says “death came and interrupted.”  That’s how it 
feels when a loved one dies too suddenly, too painfully, and too soon. 

I have friends who had dreams for their lives, but circumstances changed in their families and 
duty called them to stay with and provide, and those plans were halted. 

There are many who see great progress in a career, in school, or in personal gains only to lose 
it all with one bad choice, or one bad decision, and all of a sudden everything’s gone – stopped 
dead in its tracks.  Life seems to be over. 

But what if we took that phrase and used it in a different way, for something good?  That’s what 
I’ve been doing lately, as this phrase rings constantly in my brain! 

When my husband was feeling ill, I prayed for the “arrested development” of the pain, for it to 
stop progressing, stop manifesting. 

When I saw a young woman start to decline in her image of herself I asked God to arrest the 
development of self-hate, and the downward spiral of depression. 

Sometimes, it seems all that can go wrong does go wrong, maybe all in one day – with an 
accident, a windstorm, an emergency room or more – and we say “Enough!” I’m not going to fall 
prey to sadness and loss, this development of doom has to stop! 

I’m not sure why this phrase has presented itself to me as of late, because like I said above, I’ve 
never seen the show.  But it’s a cool name, don’t you think? 

And we can choose to see the name as something bad – an interruption in the well laid tracks of 
our ride through life. 

Or we can choose to see that phrase as very powerful – a command to those same tracks that 
came apart to stop, line up, and get straight once again. 

As children, we have the same authority our Father has, to speak to strong winds and tell them 
to be still.  We have the same power to speak over the fears of a child in the dark and lasso 
them in with the goodness of God.  We have the same words within us to rise up and tell those 



things that hover over us like dark clouds of despair to leave, be gone, and then watch the Sun 
reappear. 

�



FRESH THYME  - The Empty Chair – by Marcy Lytle 

My daughter’s little boy is going to school for the first time this year, and when registering him, 
they were told such a cool idea that the school has implemented on the playground.  If a child 
feels like he doesn’t have a friend to play with or feel lonely, he is instructed to sit on the “buddy 
bench.”  The teachers and students alike are trained to look often at the buddy bench, and kids 
are supposed to go and invite this lonely friend back to the playground to have some fun.  Isn’t 
that awesome? 

When I heard that, I thought what a great idea that would be in all sorts of places.  Like work, for 
instance, if there were an empty chair on the premises for those who are stressed, maybe 
others would come by with an encouraging hand-up.  At church, if there was a special bench for 
those who feel as though they are outsiders, wouldn’t it be great if a group of ladies called this 
one new friend up to visit and chat.  It’s a great concept – one where people are taught to love 
on others.  After all, that is the second commandment, right under loving God!  In fact, if we 
don’t love others, then we don’t love God! 

There’s one other place that I know of where an empty chair sits waiting on whomever needs a 
spot to chill, reflect, and hope for better times…and for a friend to stop by and listen.  And that’s 
at the table with Jesus.  It’s not some spooky spot where we have to sit afraid that he might 
point a finger at us and scare us.  It’s not a hard bench that he’s made to annoy us and hurt us, 
while we wait.  But rather, it’s a chair that’s seated under a table completely piled high with fresh 
fruit, bread, and all things good and tasty. 

And guess what? 

He’s sitting on the other side at all times, just waiting on us to stop by and take a seat in the 
empty chair. 

Take a look at the photo on this page.  That photo inspired me to write this story.  Everything 
about that photo is not inviting us to sit in that deserted chair.  There’s a “No Trespassing” sign 
on the wall above, the chair looks like it’s been tossed out for the garbage pile, and the window 
nearby is boarded with pipes – maybe it’s a window to a jail! 

That’s the way some of us feel when we hear that we are invited to sit at His table.  We think the 
only place for us is one that others have rejected, we feel as though we aren’t good enough to 
“trespass” on holy ground, and we are fearful that we’ll be picked up and placed away for good, 
if God sees us for who we really are and what we’ve really done… 

I could have chosen a photo for this story that depicted a beautiful chair next to a dining table, 
one that looked pretty and inviting.  But I chose this one, to show how bleak and colorless our 
imaginations are when it comes to intimacy with the One who made us.   

If you’re on the playground of life and your thoughts of finding a friend who understands and 
wants to sit with you, just because your presence is fun, then come on over to the table and sit.  
And stare at this picture long and hard until you see it transformed into a beautiful comfy chair, 



uniquely designed for you, with blue skies and cool breezes, and Jesus sitting right next to you 
saying, 

“Need a friend?” 

He’ll not only be a friend, but he’ll offer you a drink and sustenance like nothing you’ve ever 
tasted before.  And when you’ve sat next to Jesus for a while, the fear and loneliness will 
vanish, and you’ll be the friend swinging high, looking over at the bench to see who’s next, so 
you can call her back to the playground, as well. 

�



FRESH THYME – It Was Her Pleasure …and It’s His, Too 

Mom was a giver.  There wasn’t a week that went by that she didn’t call and ask if anyone 
needed anything.  It could be my kids moving into a new house, a house repair, or just because 
she wanted to – but she gave.  She often made this statement, “I can’t take it with me,” and then 
she gave some more. 

When I was first married, Mom showed up at our new house to help me line my shelves with 
paper, clean the windows, and she bought me new pretties to brighten our place! 

When I or my husband were sick, Mom came to the house and cleaned, brought food, and said 
she’d pray for us – and she did.  And we got better. 

When kids came along, Mom bought them clothes, paid for doctor visits, and called often to 
check and see how they were faring when they were healing. 

When vacation time drew near, or celebrations or birthdays, Mom tucked a little “extra” into our 
pockets or bought us the big ticket items we couldn’t afford.  It was just her character. 

When kids were grown, Mom helped with college, helped with their homes, and helped with 
their kids, because she loved to give. 

When mom was sick and a few days from death, she wanted the nurses to have nail polish like 
hers, because several had commented on the pretty shade of orange…so she gave. 

I don’t know how my mom came to be such a giver, but it was part of her DNA as mom and 
grandmother, and great-grandmother to all of us.  It was who she was, and we all came to know 
that part of her and gave thanks, and received. 

It was her pleasure to give.   

Luke 12:32 says this, 

“Fear not, little flock, for it is your Father’s good pleasure to give you the kingdom.” 

His kingdom is one where all things work together for good…even when individually those 
things look bad. 

His kingdom is one where justice rules…even when injustice rises up. 

His kingdom is one where healing waters flow…even when sickness appears in the water. 

His kingdom is one where peace overrides…even when turmoil is beneath. 

His kingdom is one where provision comes from His hands…even when lack is on the tips 
of our fingers. 

And it’s His pleasure to give all of these things to us, just like it was mom’s to give to me 
and my kids.  It’s who he is, and he can be nothing less. 



There were times when I struggled in faith, friends, food and finances, but Mom was always 
there to lend a hand.  She didn’t rescue me and bring me home to her house (although I’m 
sure she would have liked to!) but she gave me gifts to remind me of her love and care, and 
to help me through. 

God has so much more to give us, and his gifts include more than the tangible.  They 
include the eternal, that stuff that lasts after the tangible is gone.  And his gifts are perfect. 

Need a hand-up today?   

It’s your Father’s good pleasure to give you his kingdom.  Just ask…open your hands…and 
receive. 

�



FRESH THYME – Thank God for Trash Cans 

Have you ever thought about what life would be like if we didn’t have trash cans?  Seriously, it’s 
already bad enough even with trash cans around, but what if there were none?  It’s quite 
impossible to live a clean life without a place to deposit the messes we make, isn’t it? 

Waste would be thrown anywhere, and we’d have to walk in it or try to step around it. 

Garbage would be part of our atmosphere, our horrid ambience, and our distasteful décor. 

Odors would run rampant through the streets, infiltrating our senses and making us sick. 

I’ve driven through neighborhoods or businesses where the trash cans existed, but they were 
rarely emptied, and that sight is atrocious.  I don’t even want to be there or shop there or go 
near there at all. 

I was thinking about this the other day and all of a sudden I found myself thanking God for trash 
cans.  Not the metal or the plastic versions, but that place where he removes our sin as far as 
the east is from the west.  He lets us empty our garbage, he picks it up and disposes of it, and 
he takes it far away so we never see it or smell it or taste it again. 

That’s really an amazing thing done by an amazing God that no one else can do. 

Waste from the filth we’ve tasted and experienced that has caused us to bloat and to bellyache 
and whine – he takes it from us – cleans us out – and flushes it away so that we are clean once 
again. 

Garbage that we’ve collected from the years we’ve lived, hated, envied, cheated and lied have 
piled up in our hearts and minds until we’re full and running over and ugly…there he comes.  He 
gladly lifts that huge pile of grossness, tosses it over his shoulders and carts it away – away 
from our homes – away from our lives – forever. 

Odors that we’ve acquired through associating with foul things that stink of dishonesty and self-
centeredness, those smells that waft through the air when we enter a room – that scent of 
smoke we can never erase.  He draws near to us and breathes a fresh scent of purity and 
preciousness for all to see and wonder and want that smell that we now have. 

And no, the place where he carts our waste products is not a huge dump or a pit where he 
dumps them and shovels them and hides them.  The place where he takes our waste, our 
garbage and our filth is to a fountain that cleanses and washes and restores and heals – the 
blood of his precious son – Jesus. 

The blood isn’t really talked about too much these days, except on the big screen where blood 
is spilled in horror films and movies about war.   But we need to talk about it, we need to fall our 
knees in thankfulness for it and we need to run to it… 

That fountain filled with blood… 

drawn from Immanuel’s veins… 



that cleanses us from every stain. 

Next time you pass a trash can and toss away your paper coffee cup, give thanks for the blood. 

Next time your trash can is full and running over, and you tote it outside for the pick-up, smile. 

Next time you spray room freshener to erase the stink of the waste that was released, sing. 

Give thanks for trash cans that collect your garbage.  Then give thanks for the blood of Jesus 
that washes it away… 

There’s nothing but the blood of Jesus that washes us and makes us clean, nothing…no 
nothing. 
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The Dressing – Fall is Here – by Marcy Lytle 

I love fall, and it’s October – so fall is officially in full swing!  From booties to scarves, to 
sweaters to tights, I love all of the fashion pieces that we wear when the temps begin to 
decrease, and our excitement toward the holiday season begins to increase!   

We’ve done the looking for you, and are presenting to you this month the colors and trends of 
this season.  These are just some of our picks, but we encourage you to go shopping.  Pick out 
one of the trendy colors or items listed below, and spruce up your wardrobe.  Add a new color, a 
fun accessory, or something different you’ve never worn before. 

Here we go! 

Red is THE color – https://www.target.com/p/women-s-high-neck-blouse-with-crochet-overlay-
bib-johnpaulrichard/-/A-52765415#lnk=sametab Isn’t this pretty?  It can be worn with jeans for a 
dressy night out.  The high neck, bib, and sleeves give it a class all its own.  And the red color is 
a must for the season. 

70’s plaid – I’m in love with this blouse from Loft – and just look at those sleeves!  In the colder 
months, a long-sleeve tee can be worn underneath for a whole new look.  
https://www.loft.com/plaid-cascade-sleeve-
blouse/446964?skuId=23690158&defaultColor=2222&colorExplode=false&catid=catl000011  

Chocolate Brown – https://www.maurices.com/product/faux-leather-scuba-jacket-with-
perforated-and-ribbed-knit-detail/28228#color/C115 Maurice’s has a chocolate brown jacket  

that’s lined, has lots of detail – and look how cute it looks over one of those dark floral blouses 
of the season! 

Dark florals https://www.target.com/p/women-s-floral-printed-tie-neck-blouse-august-moon/-/A-
52747234#lnk=sametab  What a pretty and romantic blouse – in the deep colors of the autumn.  
Be sure to notice the details, the longer length in back, the sleeves and the tie around the neck.  
A great piece to have! 

Wide Belt – Zara has a couple of wide belts, which are in this season.  Wear them with a dress, 
a tshirt, or one of those flowy florals – just cinch in your waist for a new look! Or try a pretty 
square buckle belt over your coat!. https://www.zara.com/us/en/woman/accessories/belts/faux-
leather-belt-c966016p4891096.html  

Slogan writing - https://www.zara.com/us/en/woman/new-in/t-shirt-with-slogan-and-faux-
pearls-c840002p5006513.html This fall you’ll find statement tshirts everywhere.  We love this 
one from Zara, and especially like the faux pearls worn with it!  Find a tee that says what you’re 
feeling or stating, and wear it under a cute jacket or cardigan 

Camo https://www.maurices.com/product/denimflex-trade-jegging-in-camo-
print/25772?ref_page=search#color/C1829 This piece is also from Maurice’s and it’s a pair of 
jeggings with some stretch!  I’m not a huge fan of camo, but on the legs might be a fun place to 
start! 



Look through your closet.  Maybe you have a belt or a bag, or a plaid shirt, stashed way in the 
back in box or a corner – from the 70’s or the 90’s. Pull it out and wear it with one of your new 
pieces!  Be bold and brave…as the temperatures start to fall.  Find a few of your favorites and 
mix and match them in a seasonal look all your own! 

 



Seven 4  You – Pretty Porches – by Marcy Lytle  

Nothing is more inviting than a pretty porch when pulling up to a friend’s house.  It doesn’t have 
to be exquisite or elaborate, or full or fancy – just inviting.  And fall is the perfect season to make 
our porches inviting to our neighbors, friends, and family as they arrive for dinner, parties, or just 
plain fun. 

Here are few of our favorite ideas for making pretty porches, all from Kirklands, and if you 
purchase them all – you’ve spent less than $100 for a whole new look! 

Welcome – Mats in front of your door aren’t that expensive and it helps to start with this…for 
your color palette.  Find a pretty one that will cover both October and November – with the 
colors that you love.   $12.99 http://www.kirklands.com/product/Seasonal-Gifts/Harvest/Fall-
Outdoor-Decorations/Orange-Gather-
Doormat/pc/2289/c/2404/sc/3111/214246.uts?cid=cse_google&gclid=EAIaIQobChMI4Kqf-
veS1gIVz2B-Ch1BIQXEEAQYAyABEgILL_D_BwE  

Wreath – You can make your own by copying one you like at a store, or you can purchase one 
already made – whatever suits your fancy!  This simple cornucopia wreath is an easy one to 
make, but it’s also on sale for $29.99. So hang it and love it! 
http://www.kirklands.com/product/Cornucopia-Pumpkin-Wreath/214006.uts  

Lights – A small lantern on a tiny table or next to a pumpkin is super cozy and inviting.  This 
pumpkin glass lantern is a great choice – you can even get one of those pillar candles with a 
timer so it comes on at the same time every night!  $16.99 and it’s yours! 
http://www.kirklands.com/product/Glass-Pumpkin-Lantern/213853.uts  

Pillow - Do you have a bench on your porch?  Add a seasonal pillow!  This elongated one that 
greets your visitors is just the one to have!  $23.99 

http://www.kirklands.com/product/Seasonal-Gifts/Harvest/Fall-Decorations/Autumn-Greetings-
Burlap-Pillow/pc/2289/c/2404/sc/3029/201553.uts  

Pumpkin and a plant - Pair this large pumpkin with the glass lantern above on a table or on a 
step, and perhaps add a plant for a trio grouping – and you’ve got a pretty setting for sure! 
Pumpkins are about $5 or less at your local grocery store!  And for the plant, just use one of 
your pretty pots you already have – just move it to be near the pumpkin! 

Blanket – Do you have a few throws or blankets in a linen closet in your house?  Find one that 
coordinates with your porch décor – either a plaid or a solid or even a stripe – and toss it over 
the corner of the chair or bench! Free! 

Twigs or Tools or Books – Search your own garage for an old rake or hoe…or comb your yard 
for some twigs you can bind together with pretty twine.  Place either or both of these near your 
bench or trio of pumpkins or just by your front door, to create another fall-like setting. Free!  (An 
inviting book with a fall-colored cover is pretty against your pillow, as well!) 



There it is – not too costly – and oh so pretty for your porch!  Be creative!  You don’t have to use 
oranges and golds – you can use different shades of greens and browns!  Just pick your palette 
and go for it.  Scour your garage and inside your house, then just purchase maybe three items 
to make your porch come together for the holiday season ahead… 

�
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Selah’s Style – Across the World – by Selah Irwin 
 
This month I was very fortunate to be able to take a trip to the UK with my family. I thought it 
might be fun to take a break from fashion and share some of my travel tips and favorite sights. 
We saw so many wonderful things, but here are a few of the highlights. 
 
First up.....London. There are so many things to see and do in London it's hard to fit them all in. 
If you have a few days to spend in the city here are my recommendations: Take an audio tour of 
Tower of London to see the crown Jewels. Take a ride on the London Eye. It’s a great place to 
play I Spy! Just a hop skip and a jump away from the Eye you can take a fabulous tour of the 
Winston Churchill War rooms. If you want to shake it up, take a stroll through Shakespeare's 
Globe Theater. I highly recommend the British Museum. I was blown away seeing Cleopatra's 
mummy! It was petrifying! 
 
My absolutely positively favorite thing we did was attend a performance of Wicked. The story 
was amazing, the singing spectacular, the costumes and set beautiful, and the overall 
performance inspiring. If you have a chance to see this musical, I highly recommend it.  
 
The next stop in England was Bath. Speaking of “baths,” did you know you can tour the real 
Roman Baths in Bath? It was incredible! Another highlight for me was teatime at the Pump 
Room. If you fancy tiny villages, take a bus tour of the beautiful Cotswold. My favorite was 
Castle Combe where War Horse was filmed. It’s magical there. 
 
If you have the time, make a trip to Salisbury to see Stonehenge. This mysterious work of art 
dates back thousands of years. It’s pretty incredible. 
 
After a full week in England, we caught a short flight to the Emerald Isle, AKA Ireland. Here we 
took a Viking Splash tour in an amphibious vehicle, visited the Leprechaun Museum and a 
Historical museum called Dublinia, walked through a spooky cave and explored multiple castles, 
all of which were outrageously beautiful! 
 
We finished the trip by attending a glorious medieval dinner at Bunratty Castle. If you enjoy 
reenactments of history, dressing up, eating with your hands and a huge meal, this is the event 
for you! I loved it! 
 
Overall this trip was an exciting, educational, UK adventure.  
 
If you have a bucket list, add this part of the world to it!  
 
As they say in the UK....Cheers! 
�



In the Kitchen – Quick Suppers – by Marcy Lytle 

Easy suppers for the family are a must once school is in full swing, the fall season becomes 
busy with activity, and everyone is tired and grumpy!  We need food that is tasty but doesn’t 
take hours to prepare.    

Depending on where you live, you may call the evening meal dinner.  But where I come from, 
it’s called supper.  The meal at noon is either lunch or dinner.  We also call soft drinks “coke!”  
Do you call it pop or soda?  I love all of the different ways we all refer to the things we eat and 
drink, and the meal where we enjoy them.   

Does your family gather around the table, or settle down in front of the TV?  How often do you 
eat at home together, with everyone present?  All families have their own rhythm, schedule, and 
what works for them, and we all know how important time around the able is for all of us.  
Conversations are great, and if the food tastes good, it’s a good night! 

Here are some quick and easy recipes for your October meals together: 

Butternut Squash Nachos – These are my new fall fave.  It’s a new take on nachos, and a 
new flavor you will love! 

Butternut squash cubed (I bought it already cut up in the produce section) 

 

 

Guacamole Black Bean Nachos – We recently enjoyed these burritos.  The ingredients can be 
set up ahead of time, and then just put together before grilling. 

 Guacamole (mashed avocado with lime juice, minced red onion, and chopped cilantro – 
S&P) 

 Large tortillas 
 Brown rice, cooked 
 Black beans (rinsed and drained) 
 Grated cheddar 
 Minced red onion 
 Shredded lettuce 

Spread the guacamole in the center of the tortilla, top with the other ingredients.  Tuck in the 
ends and roll to make a burrito. 

Fry in a grill pan (with a weight, or a panini grill) until browned on both sides and crisp. 

Delicious and so tasty!   

 



Cheese Plate – For a light dinner or appetizer for the family to enjoy, try using your largest 
cutting board for an array of tastes that go together! 

Gouda cheese 

Cheddar 

Brie 

Preserves 

Sliced pears, drizzled with honey 

Candied pecans 

Assorted bread slices 

Set each item up on the board, add a small knife for spreading, and enjoy! 

 

Open Faced Bolillo – We recently enjoyed this Mexican sandwich at a restaurant.  It was SO 
tasty, and simple, yet pretty and filling! 

Bolillo Bun 

Black beans – refried and mashed 

Queso 

Pico de gallo 

Toast the bun, then spread the refried black beans on each bun, top with cheese and melt in the 
broiler. Top with pico de gallo.  Eat with a fork or bite like a sandwich! 

 

 



Tried and True – Makeup Mess – by Marcy Lytle 

Corralling our makeup – powder, foundation, mascara, eyeshadow, moisturizer, and more – can 
be quite a challenge.  I’ve used cute little zipper pouches, fancy organizers, baskets, drawers 
and more, to organize all of these things over the years, and some worked out great and others 
– not so much!   

How do you organize your makeup mess?  Does your drawer look like a war zone?  Do you 
own five or more of each item you use – with some of them being as old as you are?  Or maybe 
you’re one of the extremely neat ones, with everything in order, labeled, and up to date and 
beautifully lined up like toy soldiers on a shelf. 

I think I’m somewhere in the middle of all that, but I’ve been on the hunt for ways to take the 
makeup mess into something that’s organized, functional, and able to be moved and carried for 
weekend trips and more… 

Here are a few ideas, and the pros/cons of each: 

Acrylic Tower – This piece is from Amazon and looks amazingly organized, pretty, and has 
great reviews.  The clear drawers help you see everything in its place, but I can imagine this 
piece gets pretty dirty quickly.  If you have a big space in your cabinet to hide it away, I think it’s 
a winner.  But leaving it out on the counter…not sure about that.  
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B01I5S8KH8/ref=asc_df_B01I5S8KH85161497/?tag=hyprod-
20&creative=395033&creativeASIN=B01I5S8KH8&linkCode=df0&hvadid=193125023450&hvpo
s=1o1&hvnetw=g&hvrand=12704635619531739271&hvpone=&hvptwo=&hvqmt=&hvdev=c&hv
dvcmdl=&hvlocint=&hvlocphy=9028263&hvtargid=pla-309397721220 

Bamboo for You – Another choice is a bamboo organizer, and you can find it at the Container 
Store.  I like this better than the acrylic, because it can be left on a counter and look more like a 
piece of décor rather than just a place to hold makeup.  It’s not quite as big as the acrylic piece, 
but will work well if your makeup palette is simple. 

https://www.containerstore.com/s/bath/makeup-organizers/bamboo-makeup-
organizer/12d?productId=10028474 

Travel Roll – This is an appealing way to store makeup.  It’s easy to grab when going away for 
a weekend, and it’s a convenient size and shape to store in a cabinet.  It’s by Mary Kay.  Again, 
those plastic zipper compartments inside are nice that they’re see-through, but will probably 
become messy over time. This piece isn’t too expensive, so it can be replaced often if need be.  
Cute, right? (Be sure and click to see what it looks like unrolled.) 

https://www.marykay.com/en-us/products/makeup/tools/travel-bag/discover-what-you-love-
travelroll-up-bag-300485 

Slider Case – I just might be a fan of this one!  I like structure and color and lots of 
compartments.  This SOHO case is from Target and if you click and see it opened up, I think 
you might like it as well!  It even has brush loops in the lid!  And traveling with this would be 



great – tucked away in a suitcase or bag.  The hard body keeps it from crushing the things 
inside! 

https://www.target.com/p/soho-triple-slider-makeup-case/-/A-
51885549?lnk=rec|adaptpdph1|related_prods_vv|adaptpdph1|51885549|6 

Soft Case – If you like the train case that looks like the Slider Case but you prefer a softer look 
and more choices, check out this cute organizer from Walmart!  It also looks like a small 
lunchbox and again, it has brush holders in the lid.  Pretty polka dot patterns might make you 
sold on this piece. 

https://www.walmart.com/ip/Travel-Dot-Floral-Cosmetic-Makeup-Bag-Toiletry-Organizer-
Lunchbox-Storage-Case/777767800 

Simple and Practical – I really like this two-toned simply-put box with a drawer.  It looks a little 
small, but it’s so inexpensive, you could have two or three lined up in your cabinet, with one out 
on the counter.  This too is from Walmart, and as pictured here – it looks sleek, organized and 
clean! 

https://www.walmart.com/ip/Practical-Women-Makeup-Brush-Cosmeti-Organizer-Plastic-
Cosmetic-Storage-Display-Box-Container-Box-With-Drawer/203678846 

Small Suitcase – This might be my favorite one of all.  It’s great for travel, has lots of 
compartments (that you can change the size of, to fit your needs), it hangs up, and it’s 
structured so that it will fit in suitcase, in a drawer or in a cabinet, hidden away. 

https://www.amazon.com/Samtour-Professional-Cosmetic-Organizer-
Accessories/dp/B072L27GS2?th=1 

I think I prefer having my makeup tucked away in a drawer rather than out on the counter, but to 
each her own!  Any of these can get dirty and full of junk, but if we clean up our makeup palette 
every few months, we can keep our favorite tools down to a minimum.  It’s almost that time of 
year for gift-giving, and one of these cases might be a good choice for a friend…and to put on 
your own list! 

Tame your makeup mess and see if it doesn’t make you smile…even before you put on our 
lipgloss! 

�
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Practical Parenting – Bedtime Busyness – by Marcy Lytle 

I remember it well.  It was 8pm, the bedtime for our kids, and all of a sudden the night became 
too busy!  This one wanted a drink, needed to get up to visit the bathroom, and decided she 
needed a different stuffed animal.  Or he wanted to read “one more book” and sing another 
song, and ask questions like why we couldn’t tear down our wall so he could be next to us 
instead of away from us… 

And sometimes, I just wanted to pull out my hair.  Our 8pm bedtime then slid on into 9pm, with 
frustration and harsh words, right before the kids drifted off to sleep.  Threats were made if they 
didn’t stay in their beds, and tears were shed, as we turned out the light and demanded that 
they shut their eyes and quit looking at the shadows on their walls. 

There are going to be nights like those, but when they become the norm instead of the 
exception, the entire family suffers with tiredness, grumpiness, and downright frustration that 
weaves its way through the family unit like a thread that’s pulled way too tight, one that might 
just break and leave the entire family unraveled and scattered on the ground in a mess! 

Here are some suggestions for bedtime busyness, so that everyone falls asleep without the 
chaos: 

 For extra drinks, leave a cup beside their sink for three swallows after brushing their 
teeth.  That’s it.  Three and no more, and once in bed, no more. 

 For just one more book, set a timer for 15 minutes, or whatever the allotted time you 
decide, and when it goes off – that book is finished and no more reading. 

 For another song, same applies as above.  Timer rules. 
 For those separation anxieties, plan for one night a week where the family sleeps 

together in the den, or on sleeping bags.  Mark it on the calendar, hang it in the kids’ 
rooms and let them mark off how many more days until they get to sleep with mom and 
dad.  

 For shadows on the wall, allow a nightlight if that helps your child.  Or use your hands to 
play shadow puppets so that kids see the connection between light and dark, and that’s 
it all for fun and not so scary. 

 For endless questions, only allow three – three is such a magical number for bedtime! 
 For worries about tomorrow, pray together as a family.  The kids’ last words they hear 

before they go to sleep should be ones of adoration, praise, thanksgiving, and trust in 
their heavenly Father to take care of everything that concerns them and the world in 
which they live. 

And if all else fails and chaos ensues, no matter what you do…just fall into bed and purpose to 
try again tomorrow…   

Momma said there’d be days like this…and there will also be nights like this as well.  Don’t lose 
hope.  The sooner you start a routine and do your best to stick to it, the more the kids will learn 
what’s expected and make bedtime busyness turn into a restful night for all. 
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I Don’t Do Teens – O-A-T-S – by Marcy Lytle 

We just recently saw a movie called The Only Living Boy in New York.  In that film, there is a 
young man who always felt he wanted to be a writer, until his father read some of his son’s 
pieces and commented that they were “Serviceable.”  That word pretty much means functional 
but not attractive.  And that one comment, from a father to his son, steered the son away from 
his passion of writing into a constant search for what to do with his life.  

We’ve all made statements to our teens that make them run to their rooms in tears, crying and 
accusing us of ruining their lives with our negativity or discipline.  And teens, as a rule, are not 
going to like us as parents at least for a while…as they are coming into their own … as they 
approach adulthood. 

However, it’s a good thing to take a look at our words and what we’re saying to our sons and 
daughters, when they share their dreams and hopes with us.   

Maybe our daughter wants to be a model, and we know how detrimental that life can be to a 
young girl, so our comment is something like, “You’re crazy.  You’re not tall enough or skinny 
enough for that career!”  We think we’ve just stated a fact, but she takes it as our view of her – 
that she’s not good enough or pretty enough, period.  We could take the time to sit down and 
discuss with our daughter her aspirations and talk to her nicely, with instruction, rather than 
criticism and shame. 

Perhaps our son shares his dream of having his own mechanic’s shop and we have our own 
dream of our intelligent son becoming a doctor or some other “prestigious” job that will make 
him look good…and us, too.  So we smart off with a response like, “No way!  Only stupid people 
work on cars!”  And our son sulks and goes to bed that night wondering if his dad will love him, if 
he indeed pursues his own dream instead of the dream that belongs to his dad. 

Those might be extreme examples, but our kids value our opinions and they take to heart even 
those one word answers that we give, when we’re too busy to stop and think, when we’ve 
placed burdens on our kids that they’re not meant to carry, or when we judge our kids as being 
stupid teens with no common sense. 

One word – serviceable – told that one young man in the story that his writing was really not 
good and not anything that would impact readers at all.  And that word carried weight because it 
was spoken to him by his father.  If a friend or a stranger had said that to him, perhaps the 
young man could have shaken its impact loose.  But coming from this father, the one who knew 
him best, the young man laid aside his dream and wandered. 

If we’re going to speak one word answers, or offer phrases of assessment when our kids’ share 
their dreams that we think are less than dreamy, let’s consider… 

Offering affirmation with sensitive guidance 

Asking God for nuggets of wisdom and how to share them 

Thinking before we speak 



 

Stopping to consider our own aspirations to make sure we’re not placing them on our kids  

That little acronym O-A-T-S can save us a heap of trouble and result in teens that feel loved and 
cared for, instead of dismissed and ridiculed by the one-word flippant responses we give them 
when they open up and share their hearts. 

 

 

 



Life as We Know It - Gate Keeper – by Erica Simmons 

 

The longer I’m in it, the more I wonder who gets the most benefit out of parenting, me or my 

children.  

I have the great honor of teaching in our youth program at my church. Our current focus of study 

is Jeremiah. Jeremiah was a prophet of God who spent many years trying to get the people of 

God to change their ways or suffer His judgement. Year after year he warns the people, in vain. 

In getting students to understand one of the reasons the people of God continued to ignore 

Jeremiah and not repent, I asked the students this question: 

“If I acted one way six days a week and came to church for a few hours on Sunday and acted 

according to Christian principles, which behavior do you think my boys would reflect the most?” 

Of course, they answered, “The way that you acted the six days a week.”  

Part of Judah’s problems was the kings that were ruling. Throughout the Old Testament we see 

the pattern of one king loving God’s ways and then others straying from His ways. And as the 

king did, so did many of the people.  

As the days passed, the question I posed to the group stayed with me, and God began to reveal 

to me that many of the ways that my boys act are reflection of me. As a Christian parent, I can 

work to destroy the bonds of my family’s generational sin. However, I realize that I have not 

been as diligent about some of my own flaws and how they will impact my boys. For instance, 

Jordan’s procrastination with doing his school work or Jerimiah’s impulsiveness with spending 

money to eat out…and the list goes on. The importance is not to name them all, but to realize 

the impact of my role as gate keeper in the seemingly small things.   

These notable flaws have taken on more meaning to me as we have entered the boys’ senior 

year and I evaluated their level of preparedness to make the transition into more independent 

young adulthood. I, of course, am being my usual mole hill into a mountain range self and am 

panicking about being able to right the ship before it is too late.  

How can I fix this?   

Then there is God in His loving kindness, gently telling me it will all be okay. One such instance 

was on the radio earlier this week, and I did not know how much what I heard applied to this 

situation, until now. 



I listen to and love K-LOVE, a radio station in my area. It is a station that plays contemporary 

Christian music and invites faith-based callers to share some really good stories about their faith 

walk. At the end of one this week, the statement was made:  

You have to let go and put it all in God’s hands and you will see God’s hand in it all. 

Simple. 

Powerful. 

Truth.  

With all the transitions going on in my life right now, the boys’ senior year at church and at work, 

it is so easy to get caught in the “What can I DO?” mode emphasis on the “I.” The answer is the 

same in every one of these situation.  

Cast your cares on the LORD and he will sustain you; he will never let the righteous be shaken 

(Ps 55:22) NIV. 

In other words, I can put it all in God’s hands and I WILL see God’s hand in it all. He has proven 

that to me again and again. He can’t and won’t change. If He did it before He will do it again. 

It’s been a while, but I want to share a song that brought this point home to me. It is an amazing 

song about God’s faithfulness to us and it is aptly titled “Do It Again.” I hope you all take the time 

to listen to it. 

 

Youtube link: 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=ZOBIPb-6PTc 



A Night to Remember – Which One Are YOU? – by Marcy Lytle 

Kids have been in school for weeks now, and it soon becomes clear whether our children are 
leaders or followers.  And of course, most of us have a mixture of both.  However, all kids need 
to learn to be leaders when it comes to making right choices, obeying the rules, and being a 
shining light among their friends while they’re away from mom and dad.  It’s hard to teach them 
what that means, so this month we’re trying to help! 

Preparation:  Read through the lesson to see what you’ll need, and then tell the family you’re 
going on a journey through the house, for the family devo time together.  Be prepared ahead of 
time to allow different children to demonstrate each of the following: 

Thermostat or thermometer?  Introduce your kids to the thermostat on the wall and tell them 
how setting it determines how cool or hot the house is.  Then hand them a thermometer and ask 
them what it does.  (It registers temperature).  The thermostat changes the air, but the 
thermometer only reads it.  When we are in a group of kids, we either set the tone for kindness, 
obedience, and joy – or we just act and copy what everyone else is doing and take on their 
attitudes.  It’s so much better to be a thermostat! 

Faucet or cup?  Ask one of the kids to turn on the faucet.  What happens?  Water comes out 
every time (unless, of course, something is broken).  That faucet is connected to a water supply 
that just pours out fresh water each time we turn the handle.  Have the child fill the cup and set 
it on the counter.  That cup will sit still and collect dust unless it’s share with someone or unless 
the water is swallowed. It’s so much better to be the faucet! 

Doormat or Door?  Take the kids on the front porch. What is a doormat used for? For wiping 
feet, and it just gets stepped on constantly.  However, the door can be opened or shut, 
depending on if we want to welcome someone or shut out the cold weather.  If we are a door, 
we can determine if it’s good or bad to leave it open or shut. But if we are a doormat, we just get 
used by all of the dirty feet around us. It’s so much better to be a door! 

Paper or Crayon?  We all use paper and crayons when at school, as we write down our letters, 
our problems or color our stories…but we have to have a crayon in our hand to do so!  Paper is 
so nice and clean and white, but it just sits there without anything to say unless a crayon or 
pencil shows up to scribble!  With a crayon in our hand, we can write all kinds of things to 
change the world – from good words, to truth, to smiley faces and more!  We can sit silently in 
our classrooms, or we can be like that crayon and color our world with good.  It’s so much better 
to be the crayon! 

Boots or socks?  Why do we wear socks?  To keep our feet warm and cozy inside our shoes, 
right?  But we wouldn’t think of wearing our socks out to school, to play on the playground, or to 
run through the mud – we must have our boots or shoes on – so that our feet are protected!  
And those boots or shoes must fit properly, cover well, and feel good as we run around all day.  
Socks stay hidden and are good for comfort, but boots get out and do the work of walking and 
carrying us from place to place.  It’s so much better to be the boots! 



Obviously, we need all of the above items, but when we think of their function and their use, and 
compare them to our place in our classrooms, we want to be the one item in each pair that 
compliments the other item.  For example, if there are kids in our classes who are like doormats, 
always getting stepped on and teased by others, we can be the doorway to invite them into 
kindness and a smile.  If we have another friend that’s always sitting alone, never playing with 
anyone, like a cup on a counter…we can turn on the faucet of love and ask them to join us on 
the swings.  Maybe one girl just follows whatever everyone else is doing, good or bad, and we 
can stand up like a thermostat and say let’s change this game – let’s obey and do what’s right!  
If there’s a boy that sits and stares like a blank page of paper, we can be like a crayon and 
create nice words of affirmation by talking to him and telling him he’s smart, we like his 
backpack, or anything else to fill his heart with hope.  And finally, if we have friends who are 
always hidden in the background and quiet, like a pair of white socks down in a tall pair of boots, 
we can walk right over boldly like a pair of walking boots and sit down, make a friend, and start 
up a friendship! 

Which one are you in the pairs above?  Pray as a family and ask God to help you set the tone 
and be the light and share his kindness to all you meet at school…at home… or in the 
park…this fall season. 

 

�



The Family Practice – His Shoes – by Kayla Moore 
 
So let’s talk about husbands… One thing that mine does every single day when he gets home is 
kick his shoes off and sit on the couch to decompress. Totally normal. I completely 
understand. Even I need a break after a long day with my kids. 
 
However… kicking your shoes off under the coffee table on the rug I just vacuumed for the third 
time today to make the house look nice for him DRIVES ME INSANE, mostly because it 
happens EVERY. SINGLE. DAY.  
 
So how do I fix this? How do I fix him? I mean, I have, what, two options? I could just ignore 
it, let the feeling pretty much eat me up inside, and keep track of how many times he does it just 
so that when an argument comes up, I have that to throw at him along with whatever I am upset 
about. I could also talk to him about it and tell him how I feel… nah, that’s way too normal and 
obvious. 
 
Let’s be honest, my husband isn’t perfect, and neither am I. He’s also 30 years old which means 
there is absolutely no changing him. If I had wanted to do that, I needed to marry him oh about 
ten years ago when he was a fresh, little man still capable of change... I will say that Bryan and I 
do a great job of communicating. We learned pretty early on in our relationship that it was so 
much easier to talk about how we felt instead of harboring feelings of resentment, because the 
only product of that is detrimental to our relationship. 
 
Let me tell you just a little about my relationship with my husband. We have only been married 
for one year. What? I know. Crazy, right? Only one year… but it feels like five. We are an insta-
family. When we got married, he adopted my firstborn, Ellie. He is her everything and it shows. 
She loves him more than I could have ever imagined, and I am just so thankful for that. But with 
being an insta-family, we had to learn quickly what works and what doesn’t work, be able to talk 
about how we felt, and have what he would call “productive arguments.” When we argued it 
always was productive for our relationship. It was always a great outcome pushing us closer 
together and making it easier to talk about challenges when it came time. It opened up the 
doors of communication and made me feel safe when we argued like that. I can honestly say 
within this past year we have only had ONE, yes, ONE argument. It is because we talk about 
everything and I know that if I have a problem or if he hurts my feelings, then I can tell him how I 
feel and he will respond accordingly. 
 
Back to the shoes… after the 10th or 11th time I found myself really upset about this. By now, I 
have talked to him and I have told him how I felt and how it annoys the ever living crap out of 
me. So I had literally no idea how to approach this. And in case you’re wondering, this isn’t 
always about shoes… 
 
I started reading this book called The Power of a Praying Wife. See where I am going here? The 
very first sentence reads, “First of all, let me make it perfectly clear that the power of a praying 
wife is not a means of gaining control over your husband…” Well, that was literally what I was 
hoping for when I read that title. But I kept reading, and I realized I had never prayed for my 
husband! Why does he need to be prayed for? I pray for my kids, my family as a whole, our 
parents and friends, but never my husband. Eye. Opening. So naturally, I kept reading. The 
book goes on to say why it’s important to pray and power of prayer (which I always 
knew), but then it said, “The point is not who NEEDS to change. The point is who is WILLING to 
change.”  



Now, it’s kind of early on in our relationship, and Bryan and I work really hard at it, and I am not 
saying we need change. What I am saying is that when I acknowledge my own faults and areas 
of my life where I need change and allow God to work through me, he will simultaneously work 
through Bryan because I am willing! How powerful is that? I mean, seriously! So every 
morning, I pray for my husband. Just him. I pray for my heart that God would give me a new, 
positive, joyful, loving, forgiving attitude toward him and with that we would grow together. 
 
A wise woman once told me, “You marry your best friend. Because there will be a morning that 
you wake up and you’re not in love with your husband. But if he is your best friend you’ll always 
wake up loving him.” 
 
So pray for your husbands, future husbands, ex-husbands, and pray for your own heart, 
because with that there is growth.  And God changes hearts all the time. You just have to be 
willing to let Him.  
  

 



 

 

 

 

 
YOU 

 
 
 
 

 



Strengthening Your Core - Even if… - by Marcy Lytle 

I sat one day thinking about all of the things we (and I) complain about in any given day or 
week, and realized that even if we recognize our blessings and voice our thanks, it doesn’t take 
very long at all – sometimes just minutes – before we’re right back to our grumbling and griping.  
What a mess we are! And just why are we? 

Even if a hurricane comes to others and wipes away furniture, floors and food…and we 
empathize with our neighbors in their loss…we still complain about a missed parking space just 
a few days later. 

Even if we catch a glimpse of a young woman pushing her sister in a wheelchair and we 
instantly give thanks for our working legs…we still complain about having to sit through a 
meeting at work.  

Even if we write our check or pay on line for the child that we sponsor in a faraway place…we 
still grimace because we think about that money we’re giving and how nice it would be to keep 
it. 

Even if we see on Facebook that a friend is suffering with her third miscarriage and is asking 
why…we still scream at our kids and wish they’d go away when we’re busy cooking dinner. 

Even if we receive a request to pray for a friend who’s spending countless hours at the hospital 
with a sick child and we cry and wonder how they do it…we complain in just a bit that we 
volunteered to help for two hours at a charity this weekend and now we’re behind. 

Even if we watch a documentary about the trafficking and cry a few tears at the horrifying 
stories…it isn’t long before we send our teens off to a movie to watch sex, violence, and abuse 
on the big screen, the place that makes all that seem appealing. 

Even if we drive down the street and witness a horrific accident or a burning house…we land at 
home and grumble that our mattress is old or our car has a dent and we MUST get something 
new. 

I’ve participated in that type of thinking myself many times, and chided myself for doing so.  The 
reality is that we all have trouble controlling our thoughts.  We are bent toward desiring and 
wanting this perfect life that makes us feel secure, comfortable, and better than those around 
us.  And we can be reminded of our blessings when we see the suffering of others, but that 
reminder doesn’t last long unless we train ourselves to become grateful at all times. 

Thanksgiving is coming up next month, and I know it’s a holiday that gets sandwiched in, 
between Halloween and Christmas, and it’s often only about eating and shopping.  And of 
course, bowing our heads to say grace as we fill our plates to resemble small mountains.   

I’m pretty sure the only way we can change our way of thinking is through training, much like we 
train our bodies to exercise and eat healthy.  A healthy body doesn’t happen with a once-a-year 
visit to a gym, or a walk every other month.  It happens when we are consistent and value our 
health more than our comfort. 



So for me and mine, I’m going to start training now.  It will take discipline and will require a lasso 
to rein in my thoughts when they wander off toward an attitude of grumbling.  It won’t be easy, 
because our finite mortal minds mess up.  They take us on paths that are destructive.   

Join with me, won’t you?  Let’s start giving thanks now, so that by Thanksgiving maybe we will 
have mastered a least of few of those thoughts and created new paths of thanksgiving and 
gratitude that become easier to walk and more beautiful to run… 

�
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Under the Influence – Right Before Vacation – by Marcy Lytle 

I often hear people say, “We sure were blessed,” as they rattle off the times they prayed and 
money appeared out of nowhere, or their children grew up and received accolades and awards 
in school, or they went to the doctor and that dreaded diagnosis came back negative.  And I 
often wonder what others think who are listening when they experienced a drought of funds for 
months or years, had children who struggled with learning and living, or are currently 
experiencing pain and pressure all around them.  Do they listen and think, “I must not be 
blessed?”  It’s definitely something to think about, how we influence others with our words, and 
how we are influenced ourselves with our circumstances. 

Recently, we went on a vacation.  About 10 days before we left, my husband was in 
excruciating pain down his left arm, which of course was alarming.  He felt sure it had to do with 
an injury to his neck, but the doctors wanted to rule out heart trouble.  Off to the ER we went, 
and a few days later – and thousands of dollars out of pocket – we found out he had a herniated 
disc. 

Really?  Right before vacation?   

We prayed, a dear friend offered therapy exercises, and we got the ball rolling with doctors for 
possible future injections, and we went on vacation…after the pain level had reduced.  And at 
first, I certainly didn’t feel blessed.  I was so upset that my husband was in pain and thought that 
pain would hinder us from having a good time while away.  We were visiting coastal boardwalks 
where roller coasters were waiting to be ridden, we were climbing towers and lighthouses, and 
driving in the car, and carrying luggage, and all sorts of things that did not pair well with a 
herniated disc in the neck! 

Fast forward a couple of weeks, and we were home.  We had a great time.  My husband 
managed his pain, walking turned out to be a good thing and not painful, and we didn’t miss the 
few things we weren’t able to do.  We found so much we were able to do and enjoy.  It was one 
of our favorite trips ever! 

Then it hit me.  I was totally blessed. 

What if…we had gone on the trip, not knowing my husband’s vertebrae were weak, that there 
was a bulge about to occur…and what if we had ridden roller coasters that jerk and bend and 
rise and fall?  What an injury for sure, he might have experienced!  I began to think of other 
things and ways that God protected and cared for us along our journey, not with avoidance of 
pain and frustration – but being with us in the middle of both! 

Sometimes, our circumstances and diagnoses and mishaps influence our thought processes, 
especially if we’re sitting nearby another person that’s gloating over her good fortune and feeling 
loved by God, simply because her kid got into the college of her choice.  There’s nothing wrong 
with feeling thankful and proud of those moments.  At all.  But when we observe those who are, 
and wonder why we’re not, we miss out on being and feeling and knowing we are also blessed 
when our child gets a rejection letter – because God has something better! 



If you’re in the middle of a hard time right now and feeling a bit un-blessed by God, rethink 
again.  God is good and his mercies are new every morning, and he loves us with an everlasting 
love that cannot be shaken.  We are blessed, simply by belonging to him, no matter the given 
day of the disappointment and loss. 

The herniated disc is still there, the healing is slow, and some days my husband feels a bit 
down.  But I amazed at his strength, his faith, and how God has been with him each step of the 
way – guiding and providing and leading him on toward wholeness again.   

Are you feeling blessed?  Great, just be careful how you portray that to others who are suffering.  
Are you feeling less than blessed?  Great, look for God to show up in ways you least expect him 
to.  Because the truth is – we are all blessed when we are under the influence of His love – at all 
times. 



Healthy Habits – Lay Them Down – by Marcy Lytle 

I just finished teaching a class about holiness, using chips and dip as my prop.  That sounds 
silly, but it was anything but silly – it was serious.  We acquire chips on our shoulders (grudges 
and grievances) that pile up over the years, and they cause all sorts of grief.  Imagine stacking 
up literal chips of wood on our shoulders and trying to walk steadily, see clearly, and interact 
with others.  It’s quite impossible! 

This is the month before November, the month of Thanksgiving.  It’s a good time to take a look 
at the chips we carry on our shoulders, and consider laying them down – one by one – so that 
we can enjoy the holidays, see and experience joy and peace, and interact with family and 
friends in a healthy manner.  The holiday season seems to bring out the worst in all of us, as 
schedules and money tighten, and family draws in a little too close for comfort! 

Let’s consider laying down these big blocks of wood that we carry around on our shoulders by 
realizing the truth about who God is, and obeying Him in even the little things: 

Favoritism – Do you feel like God favors others over you?  Maybe he’s answered her prayer, 
but not yours.  When we feel like God favors others and not us, we carry a big chip on our 
shoulders and become jealous and angry and completely frustrated.  The truth is that God loves 
us and works all things together for good when we love Him back.  Period.  Lay this one chip 
down. 

Disappointment – Family members promise this, and we expect that, and we always end up 
sad when they don’t come through.  And then they show up at the dinner table or in our homes 
for a visit, and we can’t stand the sight of them. Consider forgiving, and placing that person in 
His hands to take care of the problem.  Get rid of this chip, and enjoy and love without 
expectation, because you’ve released that hurt.  Hard to do, but oh so healing… 

Entitlement – This is a huge chip we all carry!  We’ve been faithful, we’ve served our families 
and given to others, and we’ve been everything to all people – we deserve a better life than the 
one we have!  Do you ever have that feeling?  Entitlement leads to all sorts of woes, when we 
carry it on our shoulders.  We become very judgmental, even against God himself.  And this is a 
load no one should carry.  Ask God to help you receive his truth that he sees, he is aware, and 
he really does care.  Then we can humble ourselves in his presence and offer thanksgiving, 
without demanding a “good” living. 

Anger – Maybe you’ve experienced a huge loss or a devastating diagnosis, or someone you 
love has left you high and dry, and you’re carrying block after block of anger.  And you’re even 
angry at God.  It happens to all of us.  We wake up and feel like shaking a fist at everyone we 
encounter, even our heavenly Father.  We can purposefully lay aside this piece of timber, in 
favor of allowing God to sweep in with his loving kindness and replace that anger with his power 
to heal.  We don’t have to carry anger; we can give all of our chips to Him and he will release 
our load. 

Grumbling – Nothing grates on a parent’s nerves like a whiny child that complains about what 
to wear, what’s on his plate, why he’s told no, etc.  Days where our kids are constantly 



complaining are days when we want to run away!  However, grumbling is something we do as 
well, on any given day.  Grumbling is where we are continually seeing the glass half empty, and 
voicing that fact and bemoaning that we don’t have a full mug!  We can realize our nasty 
attitudes and start to give thanks as an antidote for every grumble that we voice.  This will 
lighten our load immensely! 

What chips are you carrying around on your shoulder?  Think about what makes you angry in a 
split second, or what riles you up like nothing else.  Those things are probably rooted in chips 
you’re carrying that you’re not meant to lug around.   

Jesus says his burden is light, and that we can cast all of our cares on Him.  So if we’re feeling 
heavy and loaded and can barely see to walk, we most likely need to consider our chips and lay 
them down…for good. 

This might be the healthiest exercise we do for the holiday season…when we lay down our 
chips and then lay back and rest… 

�
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Created for Life -  Rescue Ralph’s Stormy Weather – by Ginny Hurley 
 
Our beautiful safe haven of a house literally rocked with the enormous BOOM that just 
catapulted our early morning!  My man human, John, was already up and at ‘em, but not 
Ginny, my lady human.  She was snoring away like me until the second BOOM slammed 
her little head up!   
 
Hi!  I’m Ralph, and I am Ginny’s protector, friend, and helper who treads where no one 
else will tread.  I am her fearless protector!  I watch out for rats that seem to live under 
our deck, possums that scurry over our fence, cats that slink in to drink from our bird 
feeder, and of course the SQUIRRELS!  I truly believe they are purposely trying to taunt 
me!   
 
Anyway, on with my story…the BOOM didn’t scare me one bit.  I leaped upon the bed 
and hunkered down next to my human for just a little bit.  I don’t know where that 
shivering and shaking was coming from!  When about 30 minutes passed, she finished 
hugging me real tight, and I jumped down to scope out the scene.  Staying real close to 
Ginny so she would be safe, I wandered through the house, checking for varmints or 
aliens.  No intruders!  Nothing was out of place that I could see.  Then in the afternoon, 
things started to get a smidgeon hot.  I was panting a little bit and my tongue was rolling 
out.  It turned out that our air conditioner, refrigerator, freezer, hot water heater, and 
water softener had gone on the blink.  What in the world?  It’s a good thing they keep my 
food in the pantry!   
 
Next thing I knew there were strange men coming into our house, one for each 
appliance, and I am on HIGH ALERT!  They come in the front.  They come in the back.  
They come in through our garage, which I am not allowed to enter by myself.  For some 
reason my humans think I will bolt when the door is open.  What’s that about?  I kept my 
guard up for two weeks!   Finally, things seemed to simmer down when the doorbell 
rang.  It was a young man who had the notion that he was going to live here in our 
domain for a few months.  I was in the midst of sniffing that sucker real good, when the 
doorbell rang again!  It was one TALL sucker with a bright smile and another, 
 
“I am here to live for awhile!” 

  
“What in tarnation?” 
 
I tell you, I can’t keep up with these humans.  What are they thinking?  Well, a few days 
after we were all settled down comfy and cozy, the rain started.  I mean, not just a little 
rain, but torrential buckets were pouring out of the sky!  Every time I went out to do my 
‘business’, my paws got wet and I could only come inside and howl and leap until Ginny 
got the leash for my walk.  Did I tell you about the leaping?  My favorite thing!  She takes 
me out for our constitutional, as she calls it, twice a day.  But for some reason she was 
hesitating and I was one wound up pup!  She placed this piece of harness on me that for 
some reason she thinks I need, along with this long rope she calls a leash.   I was 
jumping like a coon dog after its prey, but Ginny was cautiously stepping out with her 
hoodie thingamajig.  Just as we rounded the corner a car flew by and sprayed us like a 
fountain!  Already soaked from the rain, we scooted on down the street, her laughing 
and me howling!  I did my ‘business’ pulling and trying to keep on going, but she made 
me turn back and go home.  She tries to be brave, but these humans just don’t have the 
stamina I have!    



 
Well, we are settled down now, but the rains have not let up.  The humans are calling it 
Hurricane Harvey, while I am enjoying frolicking in the mud and high waters.  I don’t 
know when it will stop, but the humans are huddled together praying to that Jesus I am 
always hearing about.  Some friends and others have been stranded and have lost 
homes.   
 
I am most thankful for my home here with my humans.  We are one powerful family and I 
protect them everyday!  I am even thankful for all these strangers coming into the house.  
They are nice and one leaves bags of cookies out in his room, just for me!  Except Ginny 
wasn’t any too pleased the last time I ate his Oreo Lemon Cookies.  She said, “At least 
they weren’t chocolate!” 
 
Hmm, I think I might like chocolate!  I hope he leaves his door open again and I can 
investigate!  

 
Isaiah 43:2 

“When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; And through the 
rivers, they shall not overflow you.” 

 
Psalm 148:7 

“Praise the Lord from the earth, You great sea creatures and all the 
depths; Fire and hail, snow and clouds; Stormy wind, fulfilling His word;” 

 
I am thankful and will praise Him from the bottom of my heart!  For He is GOOD! 

 
 

 



Pu 

Get Fruity – Uncomfortable Joy – by Gabbi Crowhurst 
 
“But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance, kindness, goodness, faithfulness, 
gentleness and self-control.”   
 
Galatians 5:22-23 
 
To continue this series, I focused on another fruit of the spirit throughout the month to grow in 
my understanding of it and help incorporate it into my daily life.  In the first article for Get Fruity, I 
mentioned that fruits of the spirit should be the result of letting the Holy Spirit flow through you.  
While this is very true, I believe that there are also some things we as believers can do to water 
the tree, per se, to help our fruits grow.   
 
This month I spent my time focusing on the second fruit of the spirit, joy.  What do you think of 
where you hear the word joy?  My immediate thought is “choosing to be happy no matter what 
the situation.”  But when I spent a month thinking about and trying to be joyful, I most definitely 
learned a new definition.   
 
The first thing I learned is that joy does not come easy for me.  I am a fairly happy person, but I 
continually find myself complaining, pouting, or living in whatever is the most comfortable 
emotion for me.   
 
If I’m uncomfortable, I let myself pout about being uncomfortable.   
If I’m sad, I let myself stay upset.   
If I’m ungrateful, I don’t look for things I should be grateful for.   
 
I think that is our natural response to emotions.  In our society, we are almost trained not to fight 
negativity, but instead to look for the negative to “fix the problems.”  We are taught through 
social media that if we complain about things enough, we’ll be able to draw so much attention to 
the complaint, that eventually someone will fix it.  But the truth of the matter is that criticizing and 
choosing to be upset hurts us the most.  We all honestly know this but we decide to be unhappy 
nevertheless.  Making the effort to look on the bright side of things and to make a difference 
instead of demanding someone to make a change is hard, but practice of this exercise makes it 
easier each time.  This is something I will continue to be working on, to build my spiritual 
muscles.   
 
The second thing I learned was that the greatest joy comes from doing what I was made to do.  
This does not necessarily mean my “big purpose,” but the little things, too.  In my case, I 
naturally like to have things fairly organized and I like to spend time with people but I also like to 
have alone time each day.  However, my busyness prevents me from finding joy in these things.  
I make my schedule so packed that the time I have at home I want to spend laying around, not 
keeping my life or possessions organized.  I neglect responsibilities in my free time because I 
have spent all my energy running around hanging out with people, or going to different events or 
commitments.  I should be doing what I love, spending time with people and experiencing fun 
activities.  However, I don’t enjoy this time because it consumes all of my energy and feels like a 
weight upon my life, since I don’t make enough room in my schedule to spend time alone and to 
rest and recharge.   
 
So as you can see, doing things you love can become a vicious cycle when used with a lack of 
moderation, and the things God intended to give you the most joy actually steal it from you.   
 



Pu 

When I give up my preference of getting involved in every social engagement and instead keep 
things organized and allow myself to reset, I may not like it in the moment.  Knowing myself, I 
might even throw a fit about it.  But I need to know my personal boundaries to allow myself to 
have consistent joy and to live a more fulfilled life.    
 
This month has helped me learn a lot about myself.   
 
I had to realize that things I didn’t expect were things that gave me joy.   
I had to intentionally change my mood when I really didn’t want to.  
I had to give up time with friends, which made me upset in the moment.    
I had to take this time to learn this truth:  
 

Joy is more than finding peace or happiness or satisfaction in the hard times. 
It comes from knowing yourself and your true needs, not just your wants. 

 
To apply the revelation I’ve gotten this month, I will continue working on making myself 
momentarily uncomfortable to find lasting joy.   
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In This Together - A Praying Wife – by Charissa Clearman 
 
My husband took our daughter into town so I could have a few minutes at home to myself. If 
you’re a mom, you know how wonderful it is to have a few quite moments to yourself! As I sit on 
our front porch writing this article, I can’t help but be overwhelmed by God’s beauty and bask in 
the serenity of his love. It is a beautiful crisp fall day in North Pole. The leaves are changing 
colors, the birds are scurrying across our front yard gathering whatever food they can to store 
up for winter, and the sun is glimmering through the tall birch trees.  
 
Being still is something that doesn’t come easy for me. With a laundry list of to-do items and a 
baby that needs my undivided attention it is rare that I sit in complete silence… and during those 
rare moments, I fill the silence with thoughts of what I have left to do! It’s an ongoing battle. But 
today, I focused my silence into prayer. When I sat down to pray, I had a list of items I needed 
to give God, things that were heavy on my heart. But instead of going through each item, I 
focused my prayer on my husband. When was the last time I intentionally prayed for my 
husband? I mean he doesn’t really need prayer, right? There are people who have lost 
everything in a hurricane in Texas, our church recently experienced a flood, I have friends 
experiencing losses… I should focus on praying for them, right?  
 
Well, yes, I should pray for all of that! But more importantly, I should pray for my home…and 
that prayer begins with my husband.  
 
Rachel Wojo from DaySpring wrote out 10 prayers to pray over your husband that I absolutely 
love! How powerful this could be if I did this every day. I wanted to share these with you and 
invite you to incorporate this into your daily prayer. 
 

1. Pray for his work - “Do you see a person skilled in his work? He will stand in the 
presence of kings. He will not stand in the presence of the unknown.” - Proverbs 22:29 

2. Pray for his heart, soul and mind - “For he has satisfied the thirsty and filled the 
hungry with good things.” - Psalm 107:9 

3. Pray for healing from the past - “Heal me, Lord, and I will be healed; save me, and I 
will be saved, for you are my praise.” - Jeremiah 17:14                                

4. Pray for courage - “The fear of the Lord leads to life; one will sleep at night without 
danger.” - Proverbs 19:23 

5. Pray for his leadership - “Now if any of you lacks wisdom, he should ask God - who 
gives to all generously and ungrudgingly - and it will be given to him.” - James 1:5 

6. Pray for wisdom in finances - “Keep your life free from the love of money. Be satisfied 
with what you have, for he himself has said, I will never leave you or abandon you.” - 
Hebrews 13:5 

7. Pray for a heart for the Lord - “Don’t work only while being watched, as people-
pleasers, but as slaves of Christ, do God’s will from your heart.” - Ephesians 6:6 

8. Pray for his speech - “No foul language should come from your mouth, but only what is 
good for building up someone in need, so that it gives grace to those who hear.” - 
Ephesians 4:29 

9. Pray for his friendships - “Iron sharpens iron, and one person sharpens another.” - 
Proverbs 27:17 

10. Pray for your husband to be a good father - “Fathers, don’t stir up anger in your 
children, but bring them up in the training and instruction of the Lord.” - Ephesians 6:4 

 
Find stillness in your day, and pray. Prayer is the best thing you can do for your husband.  



Date Night Fun – Orange and Black 

I absolutely love the fall season.  And the colors of fall are my favorites, as well.  Anyone who 
knows me knows that I can’t wait until the first cold front of the season when I can light a fire, 
cozy up, and be romantic with him…as the cool breezes blow.  So for the month of October, it 
just might fun to hone in on the colors of Halloween that are everywhere – orange and black.  
There’s so much fun to be had with just those two colors, while we plan our date night fun! 

Buffalo Wings for Two – These orange snacks are delicious and can be fun to make 
together…especially on a dark stormy “black” cloudy day.  Check out this recipe, and spend a 
night in making dinner together.  Prior to the night, purchase orange and black paper plates and 
napkins.  Watch the movie Men in Black, and then enjoy this cute snack of cutie slices dipped in 
dark chocolate.  http://www.delish.com/cooking/recipe-ideas/recipes/a51057/chocolate-cuties-
recipe/ 

http://www.foodnetwork.com/recipes/ree-drummond/classic-hot-wings-recipe-2107280 

Cheetos and Orange Soda – Two gross snacks, right?  Maybe, not.  Pack a fall picnic lunch 
with this great sandwich, and then add a bag of Cheetos to take with you.  As far as orange 
soda, try one of the Italian sodas from World Market.  Since these two snacks are both 
reminiscent of childhood, make the whole night a fun time of memories.  Play mini golf, lick the 
orange cheese from your fingers, and then visit a park and eat…and then swing under the 
moonlight against the black sky. http://www.food.com/recipe/apple-autumn-sandwich-256584 

 

A Penny for Your Thoughts – Pennies are orange…sort of.  Gather up 20 of them, and a 
couple of black ink pens, and a note pad for each of you.  Find a quiet coffee shop where you 
both can sit in the corner sipping black coffee, and maybe enjoy orange scones, and say, 
“Here’s a penny for your thoughts on ________” as you count through the 20 coins, asking 
questions, filling in those blanks. For example, you could ask for his thoughts on the weather, 
frustrations as a dad, his work, the state of things in the world.  This makes for great 
conversation as you each ask, then listen, then sip, and then smile. 

Home Depot – This store screams orange and black!  The letters on the sign are huge and 
painted orange, and so many tools inside are black, or come in black bags or cases!  Have you 
ever thought of planning your date around this mecca for men?  Maybe your husband is like 
mine, and just loves visiting Home Depot as much as you love visiting your favorite clothing 
store.  Why not plan a date night there?  Start out with hot dogs or chili dogs from a stand, or at 
home.  Drive up to this mega store and hand him some cash to spend inside.  Go with him, 
watch him look, hold his hand, and try being excited.  After that, ask if he’ll browse the garden 
center with you, and pick out some orange mums to plant.  And finally, end the evening with 
listening to music in the car, while driving to the store to purchase orange creamsicles for a late 
night snack! 

http://www.homedepot.com/p/Garden-Mums-GDNMUM/205054357 



 

Sweet Potato Bar – My husband adores this potato!  He loves it baked, with butter melted on 
top of the open slit with steam rising!  Set out fresh herbs, meats, veggies and seeds or nuts. 
See how to pull it together here!  Perhaps invite another couple over to enjoy this orange food 
that’s full of goodness for all you.  Then…since tires are black…hit the road!  Head out in the 
darkness and pack up black and white Oreos and milk for dipping, while you all sit and enjoy a 
ride through neighborhoods looking for orange/black decorations.  See how many  you can find. 

http://www.theyummylife.com/sweet_potato_bar 

Orange and black, brown and gold, hues of dark green…they all speak of fall and it’s warmth 
and coziness by a flickering fire – that is also golden orange!  Embrace the colors of the season, 
and each other…by planning a date night out…often! 

�



After 30 Years – In Sickness… - by Marcy Lytle 

I’m not a nurse…by any stretch of the imagination.  And I’m not patient, either.  So when my 
husband is hurting or ill, I’m not a very good caretaker – at all.  But one of the roles we have as 
a wife is to care for our husbands in health and in sickness, isn’t it?  Even if we don’t like it. 

My sweet husband recently experienced one of the worst pains I’ve ever seen him have, that of 
a herniated disc in the base of his neck.  As we sat in the waiting room, and he couldn’t even sit 
up – he had to lie down because of the pain – I felt so sorry for him.  But when that pain lasted a 
while, there were many times I felt impatient and even irritated that he was hurting. 

 He sighed and moved gently, as his neck hurt – and I rolled my eyes (oh not where he 
could see, but I did.) 

 He moaned in bed as he tried to get comfortable – and I grimaced as I was tired of his 
pain – and wanted him to be back to normal. 

 He asked me to drive, and I reluctantly got behind the wheel, aggravated and irritated 
because I didn’t want to navigate us to our destination. 

Can you relate, at all?  Maybe you’re completely compassionate and caring and doting, but it’s 
just not in me…for the long haul.  And it really bothers me.  I realize that I am not bent toward 
being a nurturing person to another adult. It’s just not my forte.  However, I also realize that I 
have to be kind and compassionate to someone in need, especially when that person is the 
man to whom I’m married! 

Over the years, I’ve come to realize that I have this choice that I have to make each and every 
time he’s sick or in need: 

I can be rude, impatient, and say mean things…and hurt his feelings or… 

I can purpose to be kind, compassionate, and pray for him…and see our marriage thrive. 

It’s not easy to be something you’re not, in any area of life.  But there are times when being kind 
to our husbands has to supersede being natural.  In other words, it doesn’t come natural for me 
to nurture when he’s feeling bad, but I have to choose to do it anyway, because it’s the right 
thing to do.  I can pray and ask the Holy Spirit to enable me to do that which I cannot do on my 
own. 

Today was one of those days.  The neck flared up, he sighed, and he asked me to drive.  No, I 
didn’t want to do it, and since it was a holiday, I wanted him to feel good – so we could enjoy the 
day. But I got behind the wheel, started the car, and drove.  I bit my tongue, I tamed my 
thoughts, and I turned my eyes to look at him, and this is what I saw… 

A man who was hurting and didn’t want to hurt, but he was.   

A man who loved me and appreciated my prayers, and kindness, and mercy. 

A man who needed me to be with him for the long haul, not just in health but…in sickness, too. 



I’m not always such a brat, and full of my own selfish wishes, but sometimes they just 
surface…because I’m human.  And that’s when I have to make a choice to what’s right, so that 
he knows he’s loved and cherished and worth every minute of attention, for however long he 
feels pain.  

I might add that when I’m feeling bad, he’s totally compassionate and loving, and never 
complains.  That’s one reason why I married this marvelous man. 
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Soldiers with Lipstick – It’s Not About an A – by Rachel Critz 

As we grow older, we will encounter many trials.  

I am sure you already have experienced many of these trials, as I have.  

However, I believe one of the biggest things any girl faces as she grows older is that of… 

IDENTITY 

I know I struggle with the ideas in this world that describe who I am. For example, my grades 
are a huge contributor to my identity. If I get anywhere below a B, I feel as if I have failed myself 
and my family. But most importantly, I feel like I have failed God. 

It has taken me years to answer this question,  

“How does not getting an A in my community college class disappoint the One who created me? 
The One who created the sky, the oceans, the animals of the earth, my friends, my family, and 
everything that is good and fruitful?”  

When God looks at me he does not see a number from my ACT scores.  

He sees His daughter.  

The same goes for you.  

You are his child, not some number in a list of college applications. Surely, in your hard work, 
He will bless you with His perfect plan for you. But the little distractions that take your eyes off 
the path He has paved for you do no matter because they only bring forth pain, self-doubt, and 
the feeling that you have failed. In the eyes of the Lord, you never fail because you are already 
forgiven.  

It took me up until this school year to realize that I can’t be like my siblings or my friends when it 
comes to my grades. It is a good goal to set for myself high standards. But if I have given 
everything I have and I still cannot reach that goal, I am not a failure.  

Our identity is not rooted in things of this world. It is rooted in the right hand of our Father who 
created us all. 

 



Firmly Planted – Knots – by Dina Cavazos 

After a few minutes of struggling with a knot, my eight year old grandson handed me his 
bandana and asked, “Can you get the knot out?” Two minutes later I handed it back to him 
smooth and straight and he said, “Hmm...I’m good at getting knots out, but not as good as 
Grandma.” 

 I said, “I’ve had a lot of experience untangling knots.” 

 It made me feel good to untangle the knot for him because I love him. It also felt good that my 
experience and aptitude for the humble task of Untangling was acknowledged and valued—not 
so much because I want to feel appreciated and gratified, but because I want him to be wise 
and teachable. I see it as a seed planted in his mind. Thinking we can entangle knots ourselves 
creates heavy burdens, and I truly believe that, as it is written: Jesus wants our burdens to be 
light.  

Lately, I’ve had a few knots of my own to deal with. You know what kind of knots I’m talking 
about—the knots of Life—the knots that worry, confuse, disturb, and make our hearts hurt.  
Many things aren’t right in the world, but those things not right in my world bother me most 
because they’re in front of me every day. Friends with troubles, unexpected changes, situations 
that go left instead of right, fears for the future, and, the knottiest of all, family issues. The 
problems within my circle of influence are the problems that I can actually DO SOMETHING 
about. In fact, I have a responsibility to do something about the things that are not fair, not 
healthy, not wise, not loving—not the way God wants them to be—don’t I?  

Wait a minute...the way God wants them to be, or the way I think they should be?  

Remember the Serenity Prayer . Some things I can change, but there are many more I can’t, 
especially when other people are involved. I’ve spent a good bit of time trying to untangle knots 
and, instead, made them tighter. How many times (in my great wisdom and foresight!) have I 
known how things should be, who “needs” to do what, what “needs” to happen...I can’t even 
say.  

Finally, I’m beginning to learn the secret to untangling those stubborn, twisted knots—give them 
to the Knot Master. When I surrender my ability to solve the problem and give it to him, it’s like 
the knot is immersed in an unearthly substance that somehow loosens the tangle. I may pull it 
back out a few times, but more and more I’m learning to leave it there and let the Master do his 
work. 

 Do you find yourself trying to untangle knots that resist you... that you didn’t create, or that you 
somehow find yourself in because of past mistakes that you can’t undo? Give each one to the 
Knot Master and let him sort it out. He may tell you to do something, but it could be that the knot 
just needs to soak awhile.  

 

Philippians 4:8 



Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with 
thanksgiving, present your requests to God. 

 



Saddle Up – Despite the Rain – by Melissa Critz 
 
Horses are funny.  
 
When it rains, people typically run indoors to avoid getting soaked. Yes, there are some 
times when some people have to work in the rain as the work is outdoors. There are 
times when people both young and old want to play in the rain (of course when it’s not 
lightning). But for the most part, people want to get in out of the wet.  
 
Well, not horses.  
 
Usually, if there is thunder and lightning or torrential rain or tornadic winds, then horses 
will seek shelter. But if it’s a nice gentle rainfall, then horses don’t treat it any differently 
than a sunny day.  
 
I peered out our front windows one rainy afternoon and saw both of my horses grazing 
and standing out front…in the rain. It struck me funny, as I know we would run for cover. 
But they aren’t bothered. They are getting wet. They are getting soaked. But they aren’t 
deterred from the task at hand. They are grazing, which horses live and love to do. But 
they aren’t thwarted from their task.  
 
I was pondering this with my Saddle Partner. When we are given a task to handle, 
shouldn’t we be as horses and not be thwarted even in the presence of conflict? I 
thought more on this as I was listening to my Father. I know that my horses weren’t in 
harm’s way. There was not a thunderstorm. It was just raining. However, I have seen 
animals out and about doing what they need to do when the weather was awful.  
 
But this was the picture that I saw, and while wrestling with it, these verses in Romans 
came to mind:  
 

Romans 5:3-5, 
“Not only so, but we also glory in our sufferings, because we know that suffering 

produces perseverance; perseverance, character; and character, hope. And hope does 
not put us to shame, because God’s love has been poured out into our hearts through 

the Holy Spirit, who has been given to us.” 
 
In our suffering, God brings out important life-building and life-giving building blocks to 
HOPE. If we have a focus on what God has before us, then even if it rains, our focus 
won’t waver.  
 
Maybe we have to run to shelter like horses if the rain becomes a storm. That shelter is 
Him. That’s not giving up or giving in. That is still staying focused but recognizing that 
our strength is not in ourselves but in Him.  
 
My encouragement to all of us is that even despite the rain we can stay focused on the 
task He has put before us and run to him for shelter. This is not giving up nor is it giving 
in. Despite the conditions though, when He gives us a task or a challenge in life, we can 
press through.  
 
He is doing a good work in all of us, even now.  
 



Moving Forward – Unforgotten – by Pam Charro 
 
I have a friend who I have known many years who is going through a long and painful trial.   
 
Recently she wrote, "I think God forgot me."   
 
My heart breaks for this dear woman because I can so relate to how she feels.  I am also in the 
middle of a trial that seems to be lasting forever, and it is so easy and natural to believe that 
God just isn't paying attention. 
 
I guess it was about four years ago that I sat with God in a brief moment of clarity and asked 
him to help me to remember to praise him, even in the darkest of times.  I knew I would have 
plenty of opportunities to practice it, and I have!  But remembering who he is when life doesn't 
seem to make any sense has completely changed my life for the better.  
 
The enemy loves it when we rely on our own wisdom to believe that God loves us.  One of his 
favorite lies is that if God cared and were working for our good, we should be able to completely 
understand why we have to be in such pain right now.  But when we read in the Bible, especially 
stories about Job and Joseph, we can see that it just isn't true.   
 

God's goodness and love toward us never waver in the least  
during times of pain and confusion;  

in fact, it's during those times that he is often  
setting us up for our greatest destiny. 

 
 Praise him in the storm.   
 Talk back to the enemy when he tries to convince you that God has forgotten you!   
 Remember who He really is, no matter how hopeless things appear.   
 Make room for some of his greatest blessings and miracles to start showing up in your 

life! 
 
 

�



Real Stories – There’s Always Hope – by Brandi Oman 

Life is full of turmoil, happiness, blessings, fear, loss, and gifts. Even with knowledge, nothing 
prepares you for the life you will live as you reach adulthood and your parents no longer hold 
you accountable for your decisions.   

I grew up knowing facts such as Jesus is the Lord and Savior, God forgives us of our sins when 
we repent and allow him into our hearts, and I learned some bible verses, and went as far as 
accepting Christ into my heart a few times and threw in a baptism or two. Boom! I felt as if I 
were saved and cleared to go to heaven as if I had just been given a Greyhound bus ticket. I did 
my part and now it was all about me and my life and my boyfriend, and my desires and me, me, 
me.  

For some time, I was content. I met my boyfriend when I was fresh out of high school and we 
were head over heels crazy about each other. It was a dream.  He became my lord, my rock, 
my addiction, my savior, and I submitted solely to him. We became pregnant and had a 
beautiful baby boy that absolutely rocked our world. For a while, we were happy, the three of us. 
We struggled, but we did what we needed to do, to make sure we could make ends meet. We 
were the typical young American family. I was content, comfortable, and happy. 

However, that would all change in an instant.  

My rock would shatter my heart to pieces. Everything that I believed about myself and valued 
would be destroyed. I would become a broken tragedy on a quick path of self-destruction. You 
see, when you put all your heart into someone and they betray you with another person, every 
wall around you goes up and you internally break down. The ability to trust people flies out of 
the window, and you become like a battered dog. Initially, every instinct is to protect yourself, 
but all you want is love. For the next year I would self-medicate with alcohol, destructive 
behavior, and struggle with the desire to rid myself from this world.  

Every “single” mother in the beginning of motherhood struggles financially, emotionally, and 
physically. God has other plans for us, however, and throughout this struggling adventure of a 
being a single parent he starts to present those plans himself, ever so gently.  

These plans began to present themselves in a drunken night at a bar, when I saw my brother’s 
old friend there and he reminded me that God loves me, through his words. I was invited to 
church by this friend and after much contemplation I decided to give in and I attended church for 
the first time, in a very long time. That Sunday, I was greeted with familiar smiling faces and 
hugs. Those two simple actions caused a chain reaction… first of weeping, then a desire to stop 
hurting, on to prayer, and the beginning of my relationship with Christ. 

God is full of mercy, grace, love, patience, and forgiveness. My first interaction that God began 
to mend the pieces of my heart was in a lesson about the value of our virtue.  I had felt so 
tainted and unworthy of being virtuous when it was robbed from me at the age of 15. Through 
love, counseling, prayer, and God, I felt as if I had been cleansed. In my walk with God, he 
began showing me how to have a godly love of myself, my child, and others again. I began to 
take care of myself by working out, losing weight and spending time with my son. I began letting 



go of the destructive behavior of my selfish desires and choosing God instead.  When doors 
were slamming, God was opening windows, mouse holes, knocking down mountains, and 
showing me on a daily basis he was on my side…my Champion. One Christmas, I didn’t have 
money to buy my son presents, and the church gifted me $100, just because. I wasn’t making 
enough money to pay my bills and God provided a new job that would bring in more income and 
career potential. These were all wonderful gifts from my Maker.   

In the beginning, God gracefully healed and provided for me and my son. Now God is my Friend 
I talk to him, and he is my Center. I experienced a lot of human loss but gained so much 
heavenly favor. I learned how to mother with love, patience, kindness, and grace. I went from a 
weltered dead flower to feeling alive and happy to be here.  

I am now able to provide for my son because of the grace and favor of God. I am a genuinely 
happy person and mom. Life on earth is not easy and being a Christian doesn’t make it easier. 
Faith that God will provide, restore, heal, and having a daily relationship with God in addition to 
having a support system of friends who share this same faith, is the fuel to living an abundant 
life.  

My take-away from this is this: 

There is always hope and life in God.  

Nothing is easy, but if you allow yourself to be taken care of, God will carry you through your 
worst storms. Fellow Christians are wonderful people to befriend. No one is a perfect mom and 
that is okay. God loves to provide and heal us all the time.  

If you are struggling, reach out for help. 

It will come.  

 

My name is Brandi Oman, I am 26 years old and I have a 6 year old son named Caiden. I am in Corrections at 
the Travis County Jail. I like to spend my spare time out in the nature being active.  
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FRESH THYME – Cracked and Visible – by Marcy Lytle 

In the dry, hot summers in Central Texas on the little plot of land on which I live, the ground 
cracks and moves…and the walls of my home do too.  It’s maddening.  Our perfectly fitted walls 
begin to show cracks at the corners each and every summer, when the rain stops, the sun beats 
down, and the temperatures soar for weeks…and weeks…at a time. 

However, once the fall rains begin, the ground softens and closes back up, so do the cracks in 
my walls.  The soft dirt underneath the foundation of my home settles back together, and the 
openings in my walls close up, and everything looks nice once again. 

This past summer, my grandson Gideon remarked as he looked at the walls, “Why are there 
cracks in your walls, Ella? You need a new house. This one is getting very old.” 

He’s not wrong.  Things do crack when they age.  But he isn’t old enough to understand the 
effects that drought and rain have on the ground underneath our homes, and the way they both 
come and go. I’ve learned to accept it.  In the summer, the cracks will appear and remind me 
that my yard is thirsting for a drink.  In the fall, the cracks disappear and remind me how 
important that water really is, to a dry and parched land. 

I’ve been dry spiritually, many times.  The heat of life, the long periods of nothing but crunchy 
grass under my feet, and just the lack of nourishment I’ve either offered myself or experienced 
from life’s hardships, create cracks in my soul.  I begin to show signs of the cracks, as well.  I 
become short with my husband, critical of my friends, skeptical of others and even of God, and 
unpleasant to look at or be around. 

I’ve also been saturated and satiated in my spiritual walk, too.  Good things in life have come, 
prayers have been answered, and all is well around me – one of those indicators for most of us 
– that God is good.  I show signs of joy, laughter, and peace.  There are no cracks to be seen, 
because they are closed up in his goodness, love and provision. 

However, isn’t it odd how quickly we can vacillate back and forth between satisfaction and 
dissatisfaction?  It happens when we use as our measuring stick our circumstances. 

Cracks in my house are totally visible because of physical changes beneath the foundation.  
And they are quickly remedied with a soaking rain.  But it’s quite annoying that they show up 
and disappear over and over again.  I’d like to be rid of them for good.  But that would require a 
new foundation, a new setting, a place where the world and the weather is perfect beneath me.  
That place does not exist in this world. 

But it does exist in the world with Him.   

We don’t have to go back and forth from a downcast look to a joyful laugh, over and over again.  
When we live that way, our friends never know which face they’re going to view when we visit or 
hang out with them.  And yet, we claim that our foundation is secure, a cornerstone, a rock on 
which we stand – immovable and sure. 



I’m working on narrowing the timeframe between the drought and the rain that comes to my 
spiritual foundation.  I know there will be times when cracks appear, because I’m human.  But I 
also know that looking at circumstances will result in a lot more cracks than beauty, on any 
given day. 

Circumstances are not the foundation on which we stand.  If they are, we are all certainly 
doomed…from the first air we breathe.  Circumstances change with the rising of the sun and the 
setting of the sun. 

Jesus is our firm foundation on which we stand.  And we are never doomed…from the first 
breathe of belief we utter. He never changes from the rising of the sun…to the setting of the 
same.  He is good, always.  He is working things together for good, always.  He is a friend to us 
and a Savior like none other, always. 

The more I dwell on that truth and not on the lack of rain or the soaring temps, the less visible 
cracks cause others to ponder and wonder and say, 

“Why are their cracks in your walls, Ella?” 

�



FRESH THYME – Guilt and Kindness – by Marcy Lytle 

I think everyone everywhere, who has social media or access to news, was riveted to their 
screens as they watched the horror of Hurricane Harvey and its path of destruction through 
south Texas and Louisiana.  I know I did.  It hit a little too close to home, this time.  For sure, we 
see images of natural disasters around the world, like tsunamis, earthquakes and hurricanes in 
“other” places, but when it’s knocking down the doors of your own neighbors just a few miles 
down the road, you take notice and weep with those folks, even more.   

Just a couple days after the hurricane hit, and people I knew were affected, and images were 
still in my mind, I just felt overwhelmingly sorrowful and sad for those who had lost everything.  I 
couldn’t even image that feeling.  We had been robbed many years back, and I remember the 
feeling of being violated and taken from, even though we only lost minimal things – compared to 
those who lost their home. 

So, what did I do? 

I went shopping. 

Fall was coming, I was in the mood for a new top or a pair of booties, so off I went on the hunt to 
enjoy a time of buying something new.  However, that joy was tainted, my mind was shooting 
arrows at my heart, as if to say, 

“How can you go out and enjoy buying something new, when so many have lost it all?” 

As I often do, I shared my experience on Facebook with my friends, and one friend’s comment 
stood out to me: 

Keep on living, Marcy, because it attests to the beauty that still remains in the world.  And keep 
on remembering, because it’s up to those who are living in the light to bring it to dark places. 

How beautiful is that?  And those kind words came from a friend who struggles 24 hours a day 
with a young son with a severe physical challenge.   

I remember when my mom passed away just a few short months ago I didn’t want others to 
keep on living. I couldn’t imagine how everyone could just go to work, laugh and tell jokes, and 
eat their piled up plates of food…when I was grieving. 

Apparently, I don’t get it.  I was selfishly thinking of my own pain in the middle of it, and wanted 
others to be right there with me. 

I’m still in pain over the loss of homes as I still continue to see the images before me.  And I’m in 
awe of my friend who wants others to keep living joyfully, while he deals with the struggle to 
hope against all odds, that his sweet son will talk and walk someday. 

But life goes on, doesn’t it?  Seasons change, and the heat of the summer gives way to the cool 
breezes of autumn.  Stores still open at 10 am and shoppers, like me, file in and grab a cart and 
walk down the aisles looking for something new to buy… 



I think it’s good to constantly be aware of my neighbors and their pain, so that I am reminded to 
pray and give.  But like my friend said, it’s good to continue living, as well, because of the 
beauty and fun awaiting us all...after destruction gives way to rebuilding…cloudy skies part for 
the sun to shine…and neighbors show up with bags of food to share. 

What a beautiful world in which we live, with kindness still alive and well… 

�
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FRESH THYME – The Pointer – by Marcy Lytle 

A mom is reaching out for prayer from friends, because her son just experienced a horrific loss 
– a burglary – where items were stolen and violation of the worst kind was felt. 

A friend stops to chat and when told of the experience, she comments, “Good grief, where do 
they live?  Did they leave their doors unlocked?” 

The mom decides right then that she will not tell another person about her son’s experience, 
because all of a sudden she feels shamed and ridiculed for the pain her children are going 
through… 

Have you been that mom?  Have you been that pointing finger? 

I have been both, I’m sure.   

Pointing fingers and assessment of damage and the reason for it are not what we need in times 
of distress.  When we share our deepest wounds, we need a friend to stop and say a simple, 
“I’m so sorry,” and offer a kind word – not a judgmental declaration. 

During recent flooding in the Texas area and even over in Florida, I heard and read comments 
and judgments about those who were flooded, those who lost their homes, and those who 
stayed to ride out the storm.  They ranged from, “Why would anyone live on the beach?” to 
“How stupid, to stay when a storm is coming.”  And somehow, on social media, we feel 
compelled to spill our thoughts about why or how or what should have been…to all who will read 
or listen. 

When I was in my 20’s I thought I had this thing called life all figured out.  Be a good person, 
love God, give to others, and bad things won’t happen.  I remember thinking that if people just 
knew how to balance their bank accounts, all would be well with them.  So I sat on my high 
horse – and looked down at the lowly who had been knocked off their saddles. 

Until the day we experienced burglaries, fires, and loss of our own home…even after we’d been 
the good people I had prided ourselves to be.   

Loss happens.  In fact, we are told that in this world we will have trials and tribulations.  We are 
also told to be of good cheer. 

That means offering good cheer to those in need, no matter the reason they came to that place 
of need. 

Sometimes, we just walk under a tree and a bird poops on our shoulder, and it’s no fault of our 
own.  But there’s always the bystander shaking her head across the parking lot, wondering why 
we walked under the tree in the dark. 

Sometimes, life throws us curve balls and we swing to hit a home run, but instead we are hit in 
the shin and unable to make it to first base.  And there’s always the outfielder shaking his finger 
and pointing at how we missed our stance or didn’t hold the bat just right. 



I learned a lot from our loss.  I learned that when others are in situations that are less than 
stellar, it could be me tomorrow. I learned that kind words heal, and judgments wound. 

Pointing fingers should only be used to point at that beautiful mum that’s blooming this season, 
or those vibrant colors and heavenly scents that line the shelves in the home stores, or at that 
awesome sunset at the end of the day…not at our neighbor that’s lost and tired. 

I learned a simple method of praying when I was a little girl that involved using my fingers.  And 
when I came to the pointer finger, I was to pray for others out there – those who were in times of 
need.  And when it came to the thumb that juts right back at me, I was to pray for my own 
attitudes toward others, and toward God. 

It’s still a good simple way to pray, and a good and simple way to live. 

Inspect our own hearts; then point the beauty in others and the goodness in Him. 
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The Dressing – That’s a Wrap – by Marcy Lytle  

Winters in Central Texas, where I reside, are not consistently cold.  We do have cold days, but 
mostly it’s back and forth between cold, warm, colder, and back to warmer!  It’s quite 
maddening, if you’re a winter lover like I am.  We do buy coats, but more often than not, we 
wear wraps different kinds – from sweaters to shawls to scarves and more.  And we have lots of 
options in our closet, because we might leave in the morning needing just a scarf, and head 
home in the evening needing something heavier – all in one day! 

Here are a few options – other than heavy coats – for wrapping up in the winter months ahead: 

I love this long oversized sweater and it comes in more than one color – and the price is so 
right!  It’s from Target, and looks just perfect for wearing to the movies or out shopping, or for 
sitting by the fire on those nights when you can enjoy one! 

https://www.target.com/p/women-s-shawl-collar-car-coat-a-new-day-153/-/A-
52507247?lnk=rec|slp|search_viewed|slp|52507247|3 

Isn’t this an awesome cozy coat?  It’s probably super warm, maybe too warm for where I live, 
but it’s amazingly stylish AND reversible!  It’s from Urban Outfitters, and with the open front – 
without buttons or zippers – it can definitely be worn on those cooler days. 

https://www.urbanoutfitters.com/shop/silence-noise-magnolia-cozy-reversible-
coat?category=winter-coats-for-women&color=066 

This one is from Charming Charlie and it’s a sweater called Monterrey Knit – a nice comfy 
sweater in a southwest print – affordably priced – and a great piece to have for the winter.  It’s 
nice to have a sweater to keep in the car, for whatever the weather may be! 

http://www.charmingcharlie.com/apparel/outerwear.html 

I love the rich fall colors and the stripes on this hooded cardigan from Maurice’s!  It’s a rich 
piece, and the casual look is great paired with jeans for weekend fun!   

https://www.maurices.com/product/hooded-cardigan-with-stripes/10811#color/C1524 

Embroidered jackets are popular this season, and sometimes a simple jacket is good for a day 
that’s a bit cool but not so frigid.  This jacket is also from Maurice’s and comes in this gorgeous 
slate hue with the deep roses that are on the front and the back. 

https://www.maurices.com/product/plus-size-jacket-with-floral-rose-
embroidery/98262#color/C205 

One of my favorite things is sleeveless vests – all year long.  This dark gray one looks great 
over long sleeved graphic tees or solids – and is a great choice to stay warm and cozy – when 
the cold fronts come and go.  It’s from Target. 

https://www.target.com/p/women-s-sleeveless-collared-front-pocket-cardigan-nitrogen-gray/-/A-
52828778#lnk=sametab&preselect=52785655 



Black and white is always a classic look, and this wrap belt jacket looks like it could be worn for 
a nice night out on the town, to work at the office, or around the city running errands.  It’s also 
from Target, and one of my faves this season! 

 

https://www.target.com/p/women-s-faux-wool-wrap-xhilaration-153-black-white/-/A-
52445658#lnk=sametab&preselect=52302955 

My niece lives in Alaska and I’m sure it’s nothing but heavy parkas in November.  And maybe if 
you live in sunny Hawaii, you have no need for anything but a bathing suit!  However, for a 
majority of the country there will be cool days, cold days, and even warm days during this last 
month of the fall season…before winter comes.  Enjoy shopping for one of these cool wraps to 
wear as you stay cozy and give thanks. 



Seven 4 You – Changed My Life – by Marcy Lytle 

We all have markers throughout our lives that serve as major occurrences that changed our 
lives for the better…or for the worse.   I recently heard Martha Stewart talk about her time in 
prison and how absolutely nothing good came out of that stay.  There’s this promise in the bible 
that all things work together for good to those who love God… and I believe it’s true.  All things 
in life are not inherently good, because there are so many things in this world that are far from 
good.  But because of God and his great love, he takes darkness and infuses it with light!   

It’s a good thing sometimes, and why not during the month in which we celebrate Thanksgiving, 
to look back on events or circumstances that were bad – but then resulted in good – in our lives.  
Giving thanks is one of those exercises that brings about good health, contentment, and great 
joy. 

So this month, here is my list of seven: 

Church split.  For you non-churchgoers, this is when a church divides and falls apart, losing a 
mass amount of people, over conflict.  When I was 17, the church where my dad pastor, did just 
this.  Every leader I looked up to left, and I was thrown into positions I never wanted. I was 
bitter, held people at arm’s length, and grew weary of serving.  Later, I learned to love Him and 
serve Him, only looking to Him for reward and sustenance – and I learned to love the Body of 
Christ once again – because we’re all flawed, in need of a Savior. 

Husband injured.  He suffered electrical shock on the job and almost died, had it not been for a 
passerby who called an ambulance. His wound later fell open and he almost bled to death, had 
it not been for a brother who stopped by to check on him.  Great fear during that whole ordeal 
turned to great amazement of God and his plans and his protection and his purposes.  He’s in 
control.  Not me.  And that’s a good thing. 

Home loss.  One of most impactful experiences of my life was the loss of my “dream home” we 
custom built, a place where my identity was nailed and set…until we had to walk away and lose 
it all.  Where would we live?  I was embarrassed.  Why did this happen?  Was Jesus enough?  
Questions and long periods of silence eventually gave way to truth.  Jesus was, and always will 
be, more than enough. 

Two children.  I didn’t want them, and I never knew why, except I was self-absorbed and had 
come to the conclusion that having children would cramp my lifestyle, and after all, children 
leave someday, so why have them?  Warped and selfish mindsets gave way to the most 
incredible love I’d ever experienced that seriously happened miraculously, the moment my first 
child was born.  No one ever realized what a true miracle took place in my heart.  But I did. 

Church split again.  Only this time, it was I who split from my dad’s church, where I had grown 
up and attended for 30 years.  But I was tired, weary, in need of something else I was missing – 
and my marriage needed it, too.  Misunderstandings and hurtful words left me reeling from a 
breach in relationship with my dad.  Worship was healing.  Rest was rejuvenating.  Acceptance 
was new.  Grace was found.  Grace I’d only heard about but never experienced.  Life became 
good again. 



Grandchildren.  How could I become a grandmother when I was surely too young!  But there 
they arrived, 1, 2 and then 3…on the scene in a succession of a few short years.  And there my 
heart soared as I realized the beauty of life all over again, without the angst and trappings of a 
new mom.  I was now Ella to these three beauties, and they continue to be a great joy in my life. 

Loss of Mom.  It doesn’t matter that you know it’s coming, that your parents are aging, and that 
it’s part of the normal cycle of life – to die.  Nothing prepares you for the loss of your mom.  An 
ache to talk to her, shop with her, and hear her voice brings tears often, as she has only been 
gone for a few short months.  However, this overwhelming thanksgiving above the sorrow, for a 
mom who taught me how to live life in Him, full of creativity, and in selfless giving. 

I could add to this list all day.  And my life journey is not over, yet.  Some of us have worse 
obstacles in life to overcome than others, but the promise is always true.  We will come through 
unscathed, without a hint of smoke when the fire burns out, and emerge with a little more 
refining, and a lot more gold showing through…IF we love Him. 

I do.  Do you? 

�

�
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Selah’s Style – A Family Affair – by Selah Irwin 
 
Yes, I know Halloween just passed, but it's never too early to start planning next year’s 
costume.  
 
This year, our family chose to do a theme and I thought I would share some tips and hidden 
secrets on how to make family theme costumes easily and affordably. 
 
 
First step, pick a good theme. It can be a book, a movie, a play, or anything with a large number 
of characters for your family members to pick and choose from.  
 
For example, my family chose Alice in Wonderland. If your theme does not seem exciting 
enough, throw in your twist. We threw in a little bit of spice by making or costumes in a Harajuku 
style. It is still my absolute favorite!  
 
A fabulous way to coordinate costumes is by picking a color theme. We chose red white black 
and blue. Now I’m not trying to be too bossy, but you should pick at least one fabric (or as I like 
to call it fabrico) you absolutely adore and make sure each person’s costume has at least one 
article of  their outfit made out of this fabric. 
 
When putting together a costume, never ignore the little details. Accessorize! Accessorize! 
Accessorize! Remember, when costuming you can never have enough accessories! Crazy hats, 
teapot purses, funny faces, fancy gloves, giant bows, creative collars,  and a pair 
of  mismatched tights all add up to fantastic Halloween nights.  
 
If one of the members of your family (specifically the teenager) cannot settle on a character 
within the theme that he or she likes, feel free to make it more appealing for them.   My brother 
did not want to be the rabbit until my mother agreed to make him look like Flavor Flav by adding 
a giant clock necklace, rapper glasses, huge chains, and a derby hat. Then that was that! 
 
The possibilities for a family theme costume are endless! 
 
Use your creativity. Don't be afraid to go outside the box. Just please, please, please, stay away 
from crocs. No costume can make those a positive fashion statement.  
 
Until next year....Happy belated Halloween! 
 
�
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In the Kitchen – Appealing Eating – by  Marcy Lytle 

Food that is good doesn’t need any fanfare.  I get that.  People will stand in line for hours at a 
dive restaurant to get good BBQ if it’s that tasty.  However, I personally like a bit of pizazz when 
I eat.  Even when I eat alone, I enjoy something pretty and appealing…to enhance my eating!  
How about you?   

It’s November, that time of year when we start feeding lots of people lots of food.  And we can 
set it all out in aluminum foil tins (nothing wrong with that!) and just line up and serve, or…we 
can add some curb appeal to the buffet that makes our guests eat with their eyes before they 
ever taste a bite with their mouths! 

Here are a few recipes and how to enhance their appeal, with just a few ideas that are easy to 
implement! 

Toothpicks.  If you have finger foods on pretty trays, add some pretty toothpicks as well.  Not 
only does that keep dirty fingers off of the food, it also makes for a fun way to eat each bite.  
And pretty toothpicks are so much more fun than plastic forks! 

Colorful napkins.  Yes, you can opt for plain white plates and napkins, but why?  It’s fall, after 
all.  Colorful bandanas are easy to find and look so pretty folded and fanned out for the picking.  
They come in all sorts of colors.  Another idea is to go ahead and use your white napkins, but tie 
them with ribbon or raffia, and insert a spring of rosemary for some green! 

Cutting boards.  If you have a wooden cutting board, use it as a base for a spread of 
appetizers, or under a pretty bowl of dip, with crackers alongside.  Perhaps place a tiny vase 
with a small herb inside, on one corner!  Voila!  You’ve got a pretty setting that draws them to 
the table! 

Tiny bites.  Instead of a whole big pie for slicing, why not use your tiny muffin tin for individual 
bites?  Apple pie is one idea, and when these tiny bites are popped out and plated, they are so 
darn cute!  Who wouldn’t want to eat more than one! 

Apple Pie Bites 

 ½ of a 17.3 oz frozen puff pastry sheets (1 sheet) thawed 
 1 ½ cups fine chopped and peeled apples 
 2 tsp sugar 
 ¼ tsp ground cinnamon 
 10 vanilla caramels, unwrapped 
 3 T heavy cream 
 Chopped toasted pecans 
 Sea salt flakes 

Preheat oven to 400 degrees. On a lightly floured surface unfold pastry sheet and roll into a 
15X10 rectangle, cut into 24 – 2 ½ inch squares.  Place each square into a mini muffin cup tin.   



Stir together the apples, sugar and cinnamon – then spoon onto the cups.  Bake until 15 
minutes or til pastry is golden.  Cool 5 minutes in pan, then carefully remove.   

Meanwhile, heat and stir caramels and cream over very low heat until melted and smooth.  
Drizzle over bites and then sprinkle with pecans and lightly with sea salt.  Serve immediately. 

Seasonal hues and smells.  Include a pretty runner or candle of the season alongside and 
under your spread of goodies.  Marshalls and Target often have cute serving trays that are 
seasonal and disposable, both a great choice!  Check out these delicious cookies! 

Pretzel Cookies: 

 1 stick softened butter 
 ½ cup granulated sugar 
 ½ cup brown sugar 
 1 egg 
 1 tsp vanilla 
 1 ¼ cups flour 
 ½ tsp baking soda 
 ½ tsp salt 
 1 cup crushed pretzels 
 1 cup peanut butter chips 
 1 cup dark chocolate chips 

Beat the butter with the two sugars in with a mixer until light and fluffy.  Beat in the egg and 
vanilla.  In another bowl, whisk the flour with the baking soda and salt, then beat into the butter 
mix.  Add in the pretzels and chips.  Shape into 2-in balls and bake on a parchment lined baking 
sheet at 375 degrees until golden, about 12 minutes.  Let cool. 

Individual dips.  Instead of one large bowl of dip, why not place small clear cups for each 
person alongside your chips?  At my local grocery store, I found small clear cups (that came 
with lids, too!) in the paper goods section.  This layered guacamole dip fit the bill for this type of 
serving idea! 

Guacamole Parfaits 

 1 diced avocado  
 Juice of 1 lime 
 1 diced tomato 
 ¼ cup diced red onion 
 1 chopped and seeded jalapeno 
 Salt to taste 
 Cilantro, lime wedges and tortilla chips 



Toss the avocado, juice and salt in a bowl.  In separate bowl, toss the tomato, onion, jalapeno 
and salt. Layer the avocado and tomato mixtures in martini glasses, top with cilantro and lime 
wedges, and tortilla chips. 

Cookie cutter shapes.  For lunches for him or for the kids, or just for you, use your pumpkin or 
leaf cookie cutters to cut out shapes in your cheese and bread, before you make your sandwich.  
Then include the cutter on their plate, just to look pretty! 

Just look around in your drawers, your cabinets, and even in your craft box to come up with your 
own ideas of making your food appealing before it’s eaten.  You might be surprised what you 
find and what you come up with, without spending a dime! 

�



Tried and True – Around the Table – by Marcy Lytle  

The Thanksgiving Dinner.   

It takes 48+ hours to prepare.  We spend hundreds of dollars on ingredients and décor.  We 

sweat profusely because the kitchen is hot for too long.  We have unruly children under foot, 

and unwelcome guests (sometimes) at our table.  We know it’s important and offer to host it…at 

our table. Then we curse ourselves for doing so. 

And then it’s over in 20 minutes.  Plates that were piled high are now empty and dirty, our pretty 

place settings that we spent hours making, are now stained and torn.  Everyone is up and ready 

to leave, and we’re standing in the kitchen crying – and it’s not because of cutting onions! 

What if…Thanksgiving Dinner could be enjoyed by all, in a manner that requires leisurely eating 

and conversation around the table…for maybe an hour or more, because no one wants to get 

up and leave?  And what if…we could engage the family in making this happen…so that we 

could actually enjoy this process as well? 

Here one scenario to try: 

Let go of what you “should” do, and do what you “want” to do.  Don’t want to make turkey?  

Then don’t.  Create a new Thanksgiving spread all your own.  Need help?  Send out requests 

weeks ahead of time, giving out dishes to those who are coming – and be prepared to receive 

that dish however it arrives.  This is rule #1: Let it go.  Make your own cleanup as easy as 

possible…before the dinner is served. 

Stir up conversation.  Yes, we can all go around and give thanks for our children, God, home 

and country, but what if we had other things to talk about – things that wouldn’t stir up 

controversy and arguments – but things that would make us all better people?  Ask someone in 

the family to find facts about Thanksgiving, short stories about Thanksgiving, crafts for 

Thanksgiving, and let them come prepared to place these by each plate – for each to share.  

There’s that one person in your family who will jump at this job!  Check out this website for 

stories to read and share. http://www.theholidayspot.com/thanksgiving/stories/ 

Leftover tins.  Invite your guests to bring leftover tins or containers to the Thanksgiving party.  

Then let them fill these tins themselves, before clean up.  Or provide these cute leftover 

containers for each person or family, and have them sitting out to be filled, after dinner is over. 

World Market has some really cute ones!   

https://www.worldmarket.com/category/holiday/thanksgiving/cooking-

prep.do?template=PLA&plfsku=507463&mrkgcl=660&mrkgadid=3172036549&rkg_id=h-

02920c0928251dbfb59ebc9bc7cc064a_t-

1507286284&camp=ppc%3AGoogle%3APLA%3AShopping_PLA%7CBrand%3ABrand%7CKitc

hen&product_id=507463&adpos=1o1&creative=166023957116&device=c&matchtype=&networ

k=g&gclid=EAIaIQobChMI2tif9-bb1gIVAg5pCh3U_QkcEAYYASABEgJoUvD_BwE 

http://www.theholidayspot.com/thanksgiving/stories/
https://www.worldmarket.com/category/holiday/thanksgiving/cooking-prep.do?template=PLA&plfsku=507463&mrkgcl=660&mrkgadid=3172036549&rkg_id=h-02920c0928251dbfb59ebc9bc7cc064a_t-1507286284&camp=ppc%3AGoogle%3APLA%3AShopping_PLA%7CBrand%3ABrand%7CKitchen&product_id=507463&adpos=1o1&creative=166023957116&device=c&matchtype=&network=g&gclid=EAIaIQobChMI2tif9-bb1gIVAg5pCh3U_QkcEAYYASABEgJoUvD_BwE
https://www.worldmarket.com/category/holiday/thanksgiving/cooking-prep.do?template=PLA&plfsku=507463&mrkgcl=660&mrkgadid=3172036549&rkg_id=h-02920c0928251dbfb59ebc9bc7cc064a_t-1507286284&camp=ppc%3AGoogle%3APLA%3AShopping_PLA%7CBrand%3ABrand%7CKitchen&product_id=507463&adpos=1o1&creative=166023957116&device=c&matchtype=&network=g&gclid=EAIaIQobChMI2tif9-bb1gIVAg5pCh3U_QkcEAYYASABEgJoUvD_BwE
https://www.worldmarket.com/category/holiday/thanksgiving/cooking-prep.do?template=PLA&plfsku=507463&mrkgcl=660&mrkgadid=3172036549&rkg_id=h-02920c0928251dbfb59ebc9bc7cc064a_t-1507286284&camp=ppc%3AGoogle%3APLA%3AShopping_PLA%7CBrand%3ABrand%7CKitchen&product_id=507463&adpos=1o1&creative=166023957116&device=c&matchtype=&network=g&gclid=EAIaIQobChMI2tif9-bb1gIVAg5pCh3U_QkcEAYYASABEgJoUvD_BwE
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Simple Décor.  One of the easiest ways to serve the dinner is buffet style, leaving the actual 

table where guests are eating uncluttered and simple.   Line up the dishes on your counter, with 

simple burlap, greenery, and candles.  Mismatched candles are perfect!  Greenery can be 

simple twigs snipped from the trees/bushes in your hard.  Burlap runners are easy to find.  On 

the table, a few large gourds and small votives make for a cozy setting in the center of the table.  

And use pretty paper plates that are fall colors.  If you enjoy rinsing a multitude of dishes, bring 

out the china, but if not…pretty paper goods are an excellent choice.  Even sturdy white plates, 

with colorful napkins, make for a pretty picture! 

Add one touch of whimsy. I recently saw where plastic clear martini glasses were used for 

individual dip servings!  So if you want, and are so inclined, purchase these at your local party 

supply, and layer a dip (or give this job to one of the kids!).  Or serve the mashed potatoes in 

these, with a pat of butter on top! Or even the Thanksgiving dressing! 

Play music.  This is often forgotten at Thanksgiving, because just what is “Thanksgiving music,” 

anyway?  We know about Christmas carols, love songs, and worship music…but what kind of 

music is to be played while making and preparing dinner?  Again, ask someone else to be the 

one to choose this – and ask them to choose something of a light jazz, dinner music, 

saxophone, or other lyric-less tunes.  Have a special moment where the entire family sits back 

and enjoys dessert, while listening to music, without a football game blaring in the background. 

The dreaded cleanup.  Before Turkey Day ever arrives, sit down with your list of all of the 

above, and assign duties.  You might be surprised to find out that he’d rather clean up, than sit 

and talk to Aunt May and hear her repeated tales.  Whatever you do, if you’re the host – sit back 

and let someone else clean up. 

Sometimes, we are our own worst enemy when it comes to holidays. I know I am.  I want 

everything to be perfect, guests to arrive and be quiet and thankful and pleasing at every 

moment, and for the dinner to be easy yet elegant.  But the worst part of all is that we try to do 

everything ourselves, when others are perfectly willing to help…if we will just let them.  And if 

they’re not, then they need to learn to do so. Ask…and you shall receive…right? 

We have to learn a few tricks to making Turkey Day more about relaxing and enjoying good 

company and good life, and less about pomp and circumstance…don’t we?  If we don’t, we’ll 

have no energy left for shopping on the very next day… 

 



 

 

 

 

 
HOME 

 
 
 
 

 



Practical Parenting - TRADITION! – by Marcy Lytle 

Remember that song from Fiddler on the Roof? In that story, tradition is a “bad” thing because it 
gets in the way of relationship between father and daughter.  However, there’s another kind of 
tradition that’s a good thing – like the traditions we start and continue with our kids during the 
holidays and throughout the year. Do you have any?   

Traditions are important to families.  They give a sense of normalcy, consistency, and provide 
warmth and love because they can be counted on year after year…even when the world gets 
crazy.  For some ideas for you, we’re sharing some traditions around the world that you might 
want to incorporate into your own family gatherings from now through the holiday season.  I’ve 
noticed that kids absolutely love looking forward to celebrating and preparing for traditional 
feasts, parties, and fun! 

Did you know…that in Liberia live music and dancing are part of the celebration of 
Thanksgiving?  Let the kids prepare this part of your feast, after the dishes are cleared, and be 
sure to ask everyone to participate.  The kids can pick upbeat music and choreograph a few 
moves to get the family exercising too, after the stomachs are too full and need settling! 

Did you know…that in Japan many of the children are encouraged to write thank-you notes to 
the hard workers out in the community?  What a great idea to let the kids make cards out of 
construction paper and decorate them – one for a police officer, a fireman, a mail deliverer, a 
store clerk, etc. and then hand them out just before Turkey Day.  Won’t that make people smile? 

Did you know…that in Puerto Rico there are plantains, rice and beans alongside the turkey at 
the Thanksgiving feast?  Why does it always have to be mashed potatoes and green bean 
casserole?  Shake it up, and start a new tradition of some alternative sides.  Let the kids browse 
through recipe books or on line, and find something new to enjoy – and make that a tradition – 
each year.  One new side dish! 

Did you know…that in Barbados there is a Crop Over tradition and celebration that includes arts 
and crafts?  Why not let the children get a jump start on Christmas gifts after the big feast on 
Thanksgiving Day?  Give them felt, pipe cleaners, popsicle sticks, coloring pages, etc. and put 
them to work while the parents visit and clean, and relax.  Give the kids a list of names, and let 
them create, wrap, and label!   

Did you know…that in Great Britain there are corn festivals, and corn dollies are made?  They 
are made out of corn husks.  Older kids can find on line how to make these, and parents can 
provide the supplies.  Let the older kids show the younger ones how to make them, and then 
have the kids present them at the end of the day to the family. 

There are all sorts of traditions that maybe you already have.  Sometimes, it’s fun to start a new 
one or add one in, or change things up a bit.  New generations of kids like to start their own 
traditions.  And kids will remember these when they are grown and start families of their own. 

Whichever traditions you start and/or continue, be sure to give thanks in some form or fashion.   
A blank book can be passed around for folks to write their thanks down on paper, hands can be 



made out of construction paper and thanks written and then taped to a wall in the shape of a 
tree.  Or each one can give thanks for something while everyone is eating – for light 
conversation. 

Tradition! Yes!  It can be a good thing when it’s fun, easy to do, and the whole family is involved. 



I Don’t Do Teens – What Child is This? – by Marcy Lytle 

I know, it’s the title of a Christmas song about the baby Jesus, but did you know it’s also a 
question we parents ask about our kids – especially teens – often? 

When she aces a math quiz and neither Mom nor Dad ever excelled anything to do with 
numbers, we ask ourselves, “What child is this?” and we wonder in amazement at this brainy kid 
who shares our last name. 

When he stands by us in the kitchen, tasting and stirring and creating all sorts of new dishes 
and flavors, and decides at age 7 that he’s going to be a famous chef, we again query, “What 
child is this?” because both Mom and Dad didn’t teach him – he just wanted to learn! 

But more often than not, we ask that question because of other issues, those characteristics in 
our children that are less than stellar, a bit unnerving, and sometimes downright disturbing… 

Perhaps our daughter hates her body and ends up with an eating disorder before she’s ever a 
teen.  We’ve fed her well, taught her about a good self-image, and exhibited good behavior in 
front of her…but there she sits on her bed night after night, crying and feeling lost and alone and 
fat.  

“What child is this?” we ask, because she certainly can’t be ours. 

Maybe our son is born with a physical impairment that is not hereditary, the disorder is rare and 
doctors are baffled, and we are suddenly hit with the realization that our life will never be solely 
ours again – because this little boy needs our 24/7 care and attention. 

“What child is this?” we wonder, as we pray and seek answers, and find none. 

Or we may have several children, and each one exhibits some sort of bizarre behavior, 
contracts a rare disease, or defies us constantly and keeps us on our knees, and we ask again 
and again and again, to Him up there… 

“What child is this?” And we wonder how to raise them, change them, help them, and send them 
into a giant world as complete and whole adults – that common heart cry of every parent. 

Back to Mary.  Don’t you think she did truly wonder “What child is this?” when she was told he 
was going to be the King of the World, yet he was born in a stable?  Surely, she asked God, 
“Why me?” alongside her other questions about her newborn son.  She must have felt 
completely incapable of mothering this young boy who clearly was special, precocious, and 
eventually hated by many…to the point being hung on a cross.  How could one mom handle so 
much? 

If you find yourself peering into the eyes of your child that’s disobeyed the same rule 10 times 
today, or gazing at your son’s profile while he’s sleeping off yet another high fever, or you sit 
near your daughter as she cowers in fear over and over again the night before a big test…take 
heart. 



His Word says he knew us before we were formed in our mother’s womb and that we are 
fearfully and wonderfully made.  We know that.  But we forget it when we wonder about these 
wonders that were birthed into our family. 

When we stop and realize that He loves them all more than we do, we can somehow sit back 
and relax and let go and let Him answer that question of “What child is this?” by proving himself 
faithful to them…and to us. 

Mary must have had to do this repeatedly as she watched her unique little boy grow and mature 
and offend and heal, all those who dared to come near him.  She must have cried with the 
deepest wails a mother has ever cried, when her son was beaten and killed for claiming to be 
the Son of God.  She may have even often raised her fist and asked, “What child is this?” that 
you have given me – to her heavenly Father – the giver of all good gifts. 

But look at that Son now. He’s the Savior of the World.  In spite of all that came against him 
while here on this earth, he rose to the purpose for which he was born. 

There’s hope, for all parents.  There’s always hope in Him.  We can pray, wonder, strive, and 
fall in a heap on our beds at night in worry…or we can pray, wonder, rest, and fall in to deep 
sleep at night in peace.   

“What child is this?”  

He and she are both gifts from above that He will give grace to handle with care, and eyes to 
see them rise to what they are called to be in this life…and beyond. 



Life as We Know It – Without a Dad – by Erica  Simmons 

 

As a single parent, I often wonder and inquire of my boys about the impact of them not having 

their dad around, the parent of their sex to talk to, emulate and expose them to more male 

oriented activities.  

Through the years I ask and Jordan answers with this question, “How can I miss what I never 

had?”  

However, every now and then he lets me see behind the denials to his heart.  

The following is a beginning draft of his senior essay. With the boys being 17, it is not often that 

I come home to them eager to share some of their day with me, but on this particular day, 

Jordan was. He wanted to share what he had written as part of his assignment. I will tell you, as 

he read it to me; it was a powerful and sobering moment. I asked him to allow me to share this 

in my article this month. In his own words, edited for errors: 

Growing up without a dad. Something that is becoming more and more common, 

and not just among African Americans like so many may think, but in all walks of 

life. Every now and then my mom asks me if I ever feel different because I didn't 

have a dad raising me with her. My answer: How can I miss something I never 

had? Never realizing that I was missing something.  

Soon after I joined my youth group, which I love, meeting new and different 

people, I came to the realization that being raised without my dad made me 

different. Not in the fact that I didn't have a dad and some things that he was 

supposed to teach me that I never learned, but in the way I thought. There were 

certain things that I enjoyed that some of the other boys thought were weird. Not 

knowing how to face such adversity, I changed. I stopped doing things that I 

loved and started doing what everyone called “normal.”  



Being raised by all women I started to see correlations between the things that 

me and my family enjoyed and what the boys at my school thought were weird. 

Realizing this, I became cold and disconnected. I began doing all I could not to 

imitate the things I did and saw at home. My mom saw the way I was behaving 

and became worried. Not wanting to change the identity I had created, I began to 

hide things from her.  

Soon after, I started to affiliate myself with the popular clique of my high school 

and I started to despise it. How could a group that I so heavily created my 

persona around be so toxic? I watched how the harmful environment traveled 

through my life and changed me, causing me to become distant to the only 

person who wanted me to be true to who I was. I felt as if my life was shattered. I 

didn't know who I was anymore. 

In trying to unearth the man I buried so deep inside, I quit football. Doing this, I 

thought I, would cut the ties I had to the identity I created,  but it had been so 

long that some of the characteristics of the real me had manifested itself in the 

facade. Achieving this enlightenment gave birth to the understanding that I was 

always the same person, just buried so deep that I couldn't see through the 

disguise I had put on. Looking back, I regret denying myself in order to please 

the people around me, hating the person I was and pushing my family away. In 

doing this I not only learned to love the person I am but to take the things I want 

to change and do so in a healthy way - this was the key to creating my own 

identity.  

In this short essay are so many of the worries and fears I have had a single parent. 

Would Jordan’s journey been different if his dad was a part of his life? Would he have 

felt comfortable reaching out to him and sharing some of his struggles? Could he have 

spared our child the heartache of some of his choices over the years? These are 



questions I will never have the answer to, but the essay does answer the most important 

question of all. Can I as a single parent raise my boys to alone? The answer, with and by 

the grace God, is absolutely! 

Are my boys perfect? No, but neither am I. We have and continue to have our struggles 

and bumps in the road. Does Jordan now tell me everything he is going through? No, but 

if I ask he is learning to share honestly with me.  

 

Our journey together has taught me how to ask the tough questions and has taught him 

that it is not what he answers, but rather it is how he answers, with honesty. Do I always 

like the answers? No, but knowing the truth allows us both to deal with the issues. 

 



 

 

Tiny Living – Notes to the Wise – by Leyanne Enterline 
 
One week countdown!  
 
Living on the land is here, the septic is going in, and the last huge step is happening! We plan to 
have the septic completely done and driveway for our trailer to be finalized next week. We are 
hoping that all goes as expected and we can move the trailer out to the land!  
 
In the meantime, we have been living at my parents and are currently house/pet sitting. 
Throughout our wait time we have gone back and forth to the trailer to retrieve or put stuff back, 
so that we’re not traveling around too super full! On a visit to the trailer, I mentioned in the last 
article we noticed that one of the slides was stuck, meaning it wouldn’t move out and it wouldn’t 
move in. We had a major problem on our hands.  
 
Brian is great at YouTubing a problem; however, I felt this particular one might be over our 
heads. So a few YouTube videos, a couple of jacks (some broken), and a few ladders later, we 
were left with a choice. Brian told me (as he was holding up the slide with all his might because 
the jack had slipped,) that I need to either come and try to hold the slide up myself while he tried 
to fix the jack, or I could try and the fix the jack. My choice was to call 911 or an after-hours RV 
repair company! After my first call, the RV guy told me I was in a mess, that he didn’t work on 
my type of trailer and, “Good luck!”  
 
As Brian remains holding up the slide so the whole thing doesn’t fall out and crush him and 
everything around it, I call another person that was almost two hours away! Luckily, Brian did 
not have to hold the slide for that long, but what a night it was! We are so thankful for good 
friends that fed our children and helped us out with a late night of craziness and no hospital 
visits! Tiny living is always an adventure! 
 
Our land was purchased in April and we are now in November.  
 
Raw land was more work than I ever thought! And I didn’t even do much! Brian organized 
everything and everyone and put in the blood, sweat and tears, along with some family and 
friends, to get the work completed. I’ll tell you though, not many people are your friends when 
you need a trench dug! They seem to all be so busy!  I’d probably run away as well, now that I 
know what I know…  
 
Brian and I literally had moments where we stared at each other, almost crying, helplessly 
thinking we have no answer and no idea what to do, stating, “All we can do is pray!” God is 
faithful and has always come through!  
 
We have learned a few things along the way.  So here’s a note to the wise if you plan on 
building on raw land... 
 
1. Things are always going to cost way more than you budget for 
2. Get a septic permit going ASAP  
3. Get everything in writing from contractors 
4. YouTube does work for some things, but not everything!  

 
I can’t wait to fill you in next time, when we’re actually back into our tiny trailer on our own land!  
 
Oh, the fun of tiny living!  



 

 

 



A Night to Remember – Thanks To-Go – by Marcy Lytle 

You’ve heard your mom/dad say it, and you’ve probably said it, when your kids are complaining 
for the tenth time that they don’t have the toy that she has, or why can’t they have a big truck 
like he has, and so on it goes as they grow up – constantly wanting what someone else has.  
We say something like, “You have so much to be thankful for. Think of the kids across the world 
who don’t even have clothes to wear!”  And so we shame our kids into the realization (at least 
we hope they get it) that they are blessed, and that they should compare down…and not up. 

The only thing is…comparison doesn’t breed gratefulness.  Looking at others to see what they 
don’t have that we have, or what they do have that we don’t, doesn’t do anything but produce 
either dissatisfaction or a moment of satisfaction that ends when we see something else. 

So how do we cultivate and see sprouts of thanksgiving emerge from the little hearts of our 
kiddos?  We start with stopping the comparisons, and begin with voicing the gratitude. 

This month, bring the family together to give thanks in unique ways that hopefully will start them 
on a tradition of pausing to say it, show it, and give it – that thing called gratitude. 

Preparation: Pile the family in the car, and practice gratitude and the art of saying, “Thank you” 
to those you meet. Just read and follow along… 

Read this verse to the family, as you instruct them that the Bible says to give thanks to others. 

I Corinthians 1:4-5 

I always thank my God for you because of his grace given you in Christ Jesus. 
For in him you have been enriched in every way—with all kinds of speech and with all 

knowledge— 
 

Stop at a fast food restaurant and let the kids do the ordering, making sure they say, “Thank 
you” to the cashier and the person who brings the food.  Make note of how the person reacts 
when they are thanked, and ask the kids how they feel when people thank them. 

Next, stop at a store and ask the kids to hold the door open for a guest as he/she walks in, and 
to note if that person gives thanks or not.   Purchase a new family game and let the kids pay for 
it, giving thanks again to the cashier, this time adding, “Thanks for the great job you do.” 

Let the oldest kids open the doors to the car for the rest of the family, making sure everyone 
says thanks. As the family drives back home, ask the kids how it felt to say “Thank you,” and 
how it seemed to make others feel to be thanked.   

Back at home, pull out the game and hold hands as a family and do something odd.  Give 
thanks together aloud to God for the blessings of family, fun, and food…before you open the 
game and play. 

As the kids are tucked into bed, hug each one and say, “Thank you” to him/her for being such a 
great kid, for loving others, and for loving Him.  Read these verses to them and with them, from  



Psalm 9:1 

I will give thanks to you, LORD, with all my heart; I will tell of all your wonderful deeds. 

Philippian 4:6-7 

 Do not be anxious about anything, but in every situation, by prayer and petition, with 
thanksgiving, present your requests to God. 

And the peace of God, which transcends all understanding, will guard your hearts and your 
minds in Christ Jesus. 

 

Pray together as a family, giving thanks for the good…and the not so good things…from the day 
and the night together. Remind them that even the not-so-good moments are worked together 
for good when we love the Lord. 

This is a family devo that can be done often, with intention, to purposefully notice people for 
what they do and thank them for it, and to thank Jesus for his goodness in our lives. 

Comparing up and down only produces looking at others to see if we’re better or worse off than 
they are.  Practicing the art of thanksgiving by purposefully noting others and letting them know 
of our appreciation is training that produces grateful hearts that are aware of the blessings in 
their lives.  And giving thanks as we pray and ask for things results in peaceful sleep for all… 



 
 
The Family Practice – Let Them Eat Cake – by Kayla Moore 

 

Today, I sat on my couch. I drank my coffee and watched my favorite shows. I fed Cora and 

took Ellie to school as well, but mostly sat and drank coffee. I looked around and saw the floor 

covered in toys, diapers, Ellie’s dirty dish from breakfast, a bottle from three hours ago (which I 

obviously couldn’t use anymore), and multiple crumbs and leaves all over the carpeted floor. 

And I just sat there. That’s right. I sat and took it all in: the mess, the (tiny) chaos. I just breathed 

it all in because, for a very short time, this is what our life will be. Two little girls deeply love and 

depend on me for every little thing, and they think I’m just the coolest mom ever when I sing 

their favorite songs. I’m the mom that lets them have cake for breakfast. 

 

That’s right. Once in a little while I let Ellie have CAKE… FOR BREAKFAST. 

 

Life is too short! Embrace the chaos. Sure, I have Ellie on an unbelievable schedule to where 

she goes to bed around 7p and sleeps until 7a-8a. Cora goes to bed around 9p-10p and now 

sleeps until 5a-6a. But there are little moments, little memories where we pull Ellie out of bed to 

stay up until 11 or 12 to watch the new Star Wars movie. 

 

When I looked at my dirty house, I saw just that. Memories. Every little stain is a memory, and 

while that’s silly, it’s true. I don’t let my house stay dirty (just for my sanity), but I do give myself 

grace. 

 

Moms, give yourself GRACE! You’re literally doing the best you can, and your kids aren’t going 

to see all the little mistakes you made, like all the unwashed dishes or laundry that sat on the 

chair for WAYYY too long. No, they’re going to see you, how you made them feel, how you 



poured into them and loved them. They’re going to remember the picnics in the living room and 

the fort they built that you let them keep up for a week. 

 

Proverbs 31 calls us to speak with wisdom, clothe ourselves in strength, to fear the Lord and to 

be steadfast in our households. It is time we lift each other up and love on one another. We all 

know how hard it is to be a mom, to live up to the world’s expectations of us, and to become the 

“perfect” wife and mother. It’s impossible. We are going to be imperfect. So live in the mess! 

Live in the memories and build one another up in love the way Christ calls us to.  

 

If no one has told you today, YOU are enough, YOU are doing an amazing job, and YOU are 

perfectly imperfect. And that’s exactly how it should be. 

�
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Under the Influence – 4 Simple Rules – by Marcy Lytle 

All the little kids are in school now, and they’re either being obedient to their teachers or they’re 
not. They’re sitting still, listening quietly, doing their work…or they’re wiggling and walking, 
making noise, and distracted at every movement in the room.  Obedience for some only takes 
place when there are no other influences around.  And then there are the ones who are 
obedient because it’s the right thing to do. 

We’re not really much different, as adults.  Some of us are obedient to what God tells us to do 
no matter what others are doing around us, and then some of us are swayed back and forth 
depending on the crowd of which we are a part.  For example, if we’re with a group of women 
and one starts bad-mouthing a friend and we join in, we readily disobey that voice that tells us to 
walk away from gossip.   

But what about those whispers from Him that are out of the ordinary, like when God told Moses 
to build and ark…when it had never rained?  Or what about when God told Joseph to stay with 
Mary, even when she was found with child before they had actually married each other?  How in 
the world do we know if God is actually speaking, and if we should actually obey? 

I recently watched a video about a young man that worked in a Walmart and saw a young 
mother struggling to buy formula for her baby.  In an instant, he said, he felt like he was 
supposed to pay for the mom’s bill – which equaled to an entire day’s wages for himself.  When 
he was interviewed, he said he heard God say it, and he simply obeyed.  That young mom 
posted this boy’s act of kindness on social media, and the post went viral. 

I thought about what that boy did and realized that there are some very simple guidelines we 
need to follow when we hear that voice from “up there” tell us to do something we wouldn’t 
normally do “down here:” 

 Obey quickly 
 Don’t stop and worry what others will think 
 Look for no return or reward 
 Take pleasure in obeying the Father 

That’s it.  No long thoughts about the repercussions of what others will think or say if we obey, 
no arguments with Him about how in the world can we do THAT, and no hooting of a horn about 
what we just did, for accolades. 

Little kids that soon learn that obeying the teacher’s rules makes for the best learning in the 
classroom, despite what others do, grow up to be big adults that easily learn to obey His rules 
(love God first and others as ourselves) despite the ordinary culture of me, me, me. 

Next time you’re out in the marketplace, sitting at your desk, cooking dinner, or walking down 
the street, listen for those cool directives to do something extraordinary for someone. It might be 
as simple as tossing their paper up on their porch, bringing back a treat after lunch…or 
something crazy like giving away one of your vacation days or offering to sit a single mom’s kids 
so she can have a night out. 



Whatever it is, follow those four little rules above and smile…knowing you’ve given without 
expectation…and obeyed with great pleasure. 

�

�

�



Strengthening Your Core - Every Friday – by Marcy Lytle 

There’s one thing that’s consistent in my house, and it’s the fact that the house gets a good 
cleaning every Friday.  Of course, if we’re going out of town, that cleaning moves to another 
day. It’s a known fact that I take that one day a week to vacuum, clean restrooms, pick up 
anything that’s been lying around for a week, and all of the dust that’s collected on furniture gets 
wiped away.  I’m pretty sure there are millions of people who have at least one day a week that 
their house gets the makeover. 

When I’m done, my favorite thing to do is light a few candles and sit down and enjoy the view.  
Nothing’s sitting out in bags on the floor from recent shopping excursions, dishes are put away 
and the sink is spotless, the bathrooms are decked out with fresh hand towels, and all baskets 
of clothes are empty and set aside until…the weekend happens. 

We go here and there, we’re in a hurry again, we come home with bags, we eat and make a 
mess, and the whole process starts over again…week after week. 

There’s a reason most of us clean thoroughly at least once a week.  If we don’t, our house gets 
out of hand, the piles get higher, dirt and grime become more visible, and we don’t want anyone 
showing up at our door when that happens!  In fact, we make sure we invite company on Friday 
night when the house is showable! 

So what in the world do the above few paragraphs have to do with strengthening our core?  
Everything, of course! 

I’m just like my house – at least my mind is.  I can go to church on Sunday or sit with my small 
group of friends in a bible study on Tuesday and feel refreshed, full of truth, all lies revealed, 
and ready to face the world head-on.  All of the cobwebs that were strung intricately across my 
brain are pulled away, and I know who I am, that I’m accepted and loved, and that all things 
work together for good. 

But give me a few days of watching the news, listening to whispers, conjuring up fears and 
having the doors of my mind open and shut all week long, and I can sometimes end up with the 
same clutter in my mind that stockpiles in my house! 

Can you relate? 

Finally Friday rolls around again, and I’ve had enough.  Just like when I look at my messy rooms 
and start dusting, vacuuming, scrubbing and organizing, I start doing the same with the rooms in 
my mind. 

 Dust that’s settled from whispers like, “You’re worthless,” gets wiped away with one 
swipe of truth. 

 Particles of dirt that I’ve tracked in from mistakes I’ve made get vacuumed up by His 
great love. 

 Piles of nasty thoughts about others get sorted and placed in a box and laid at His feet. 



 Yucky smells that have accumulated from wrongs done to me get sprayed with His 
sweet mercy. 

It doesn’t have to be a Friday.  But it needs to be often that we clean our homes, or we end up 
behind a pile of trash with only a peephole to see through, afraid of every sound and too 
overwhelmed to look around.  Our trash and our filth become this wall that we hide behind, not 
willing to let others in, to sit by a candle and have a nice visit.  And when our minds fill up in the 
same manner, we become unable to view His goodness in our own lives, and in the lives of 
others, and we become bitter…not better. 

What day is it?  How many more days until Friday?  Start your cleaning kit now, and stock it with 
the truth, His love, and what He says about you and others, and how he’s a good, good God. 
And then on your own Friday, start cleaning and tidying up, and rearranging…with your arsenal 
of truth. 

Then light a candle, sit down, and look around…and invite someone over.  And do it all over 
again next week… 



Healthy Habits – Use All Five – by Marcy Lytle 

I heard a phrase in a movie I saw recently, “Use your five senses,” and thought about it long 
after the credits rolled.  I thought about how we can go through an entire day only using one 
sense that we have – that of sight – and how sad it is when we miss out on all of the other four. 

Here’s what I mean: 

We wake up and see our aging face in the mirror, and we miss his hugging touch around our 
waist, because we also see what a pudgy spot that is for him to hug. 

We walk into the kitchen and we see how empty our fridge is, and bemoan the fact that we’re 
going to have to make that darn grocery list (didn’t we just make it yesterday?) and head out to 
stock up on food before our family starves.  We totally miss the smell of bacon frying behind us, 
as he’s preparing breakfast for the kids. 

We walk out to the car and open the door and step inside, put the pedal to the metal and drive 
to run errands, go to work, or wherever we have to be…without ever feeling the change in 
temperature outside.  It’s a cool crisp morning, but all we do is see our list of things to do and 
places to go, and how messy the car is inside, under our feet, and all over the seats. 

We turn on the radio but it’s just noise and rhythm, because we’re noticing that crazy driver next 
to us that’s texting, and that slow car ahead being driven by an ancient old man who should be 
at home or in a nursing facility.  We never actually hear any of the lyrics about the good, good 
Father or the directive to trust in Him no matter what. 

So now we’ve arrived, we’ve been up for a couple of hours already, and we’ve totally missed out 
on the other four senses other than our sight, and we’re already tired, aggravated, and 
completely worthless to anyone around us. 

All because we didn’t use our five senses. 

Isn’t that amazing? 

I sometimes take a walk around a few blocks, to burn off stress and a few calories, and my mind 
is often full of stressful anxious thoughts.  There have been many times I actually walked those 
blocks, past shade trees, missed benches where I could rest, pretty blooming flowers, and all 
sorts of things placed on my path for enjoyment and peace – because I failed to use my senses 
to observe, feel, take in, and listen to - the blessings around me. 

God gave us the sense of touch, smell, vision, hearing, and smelling for a reason – to use them 
all – to their fullest. 

What are you doing right now?  

Stop and think about which sense you’ve neglected for too long, and awaken it from its sleep. 



When he hugs you tomorrow morning as you look into the mirror, feel his embrace, and hug him 
back, while you look away from that aging reflection in the glass into his bright eyes looking at 
you.   

And when you smell the aromas from the oven on Thanksgiving Day, turn away from the chaos 
of the kids and their mess in the other room, and take a deep breath and smile… 

It might be the healthiest thing you do, this entire season. 

 

 



Get Fruity – Unnatural Peace – by Gabbi Crowhurst 
 

But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance, kindness, goodness,  
faithfulness, gentleness and self-control.” 

Galatians 5:22-23 
 
To further work on my relationship with Christ and representing Him as best as I can, I am 
continuing to focus on each fruit of the spirit month by month.  For the past 31 days, I have 
focused on the fruit of peace. 
 
As luck would have it, this was one of the busiest months of my life.  Between college visits, 
small trips, homework, and working every week, I experienced a lot of stress and a lot of 
feelings of being overwhelmed.  I thought, “How am I supposed to write about peace when I 
can’t even find peace myself?”  In the midst of my peace-less mindset, my Good Father came to 
me and reminded that He is the one who holds my whole world and even seeing my wild 
schedule, He isn’t stressed out one bit.  He loves me fully and in my crazy life is where I could 
find my peace. 
 
This moment with God was so refreshing.  However, I also felt that He was calling me to 
something else this month.  Instead of trying to find peace, He wanted me to focus on being a 
peacemaker.   
 
I work at Chick-Fil-A which is constantly busy and the lines for drive-thru are regularly even out 
past our parking lot.  If you live in an area where there are Chick-Fil-A’s, I’m sure you know what 
I mean.  Normally, my coworkers and I have lots of fun together, but during big rushes, people 
quickly get stressed out, myself included.  This was a great opportunity to be a peacemaker.  
When my friends were overwhelmed, I tried to lighten the situation by making them laugh.  This 
definitely improved my mood as well.  Instead of getting irritated by other people being bossy or 
exasperated in their time of stress, my new mission to improve the environment lightened my 
spirits and helped do the same for others. 
 
I noticed the same effect at school.  I attend a small private school with only about 48 total 
students in my grade.  Being in such close quarters with the same people every day can 
sometimes lead to bickering among certain individuals.  Through this month, I attempted to 
show love and grace to those who I have problems or annoyances with.  This was so hard for 
me - I didn’t want to lay down my pride and reach out to someone who constantly picked at 
things - but I did.  But after the very first time, it felt good to see the surprise on my classmate’s 
face when I diffused the situation instead of responding as usual.  After this, each act of love got 
easier and I quickly saw the fruits of my efforts in improvement in our relationship and even in 
the way I viewed this classmate.   
 
This month showed me that taking steps towards creating peace, while rewarding, is difficult. 
Whether I try to apply this in frustrating environments, or even try to find peace for myself, laying 
down my irritations to change the mood doesn’t come very naturally.  The fact is, I can’t do it by 
myself.  I need the Lord’s strength to pull me through it.  When I selfishly think about how much I 
don’t want to be kind to someone who bothers me, or when I am overwhelmed by my busy 
schedule, I am reminded of this verse: 
 

Colossians 3:23-24. 



“Whatever you do, work at it with all your heart, as working for the Lord, not for human masters, 
since you know that you will receive an inheritance from the Lord as a reward.  It is the Lord 

Christ you are serving.” 
 
Here is my prayer for today: God help me to remember in every moment today that I am 
working for you, never for worldly bosses or prizes.  Remind that your blessings and riches are 
infinitely more than what this life can offer.  Give me the strength to walk through every day 
boldly in your power and authority.  Help me to bring heaven to earth in my conversations, 
thoughts, and worship.  Thank you for your endless grace and mercy and for blessing me with 
your constant faithfulness, even when I am unfaithful.  I love you.    
 
Please join me for the month of November-December in focusing on and learning about 
forbearance!   



Created for Life – When We’re Afraid– by Ginny Hurley 
 
I’m thinking that this is a “now” word for some of us.  It certainly is for me.  I was taken 
back to the story of Gideon in Judges 6 and 7; and while reading the words, I felt the 
Lord say, “Look closely.”  
 
My version is this: 
 
Small timid Gideon is hiding in the winepress, threshing wheat.  It’s a winepress, for 
goodness sake!  Suddenly, an angel appears and calls Gideon a mighty man of valor, of 
all things!  Then Gideon even responds with an answer of…”well, I’ve heard of you and 
the Lord you speak of, but where have you been?”  What a word of faith and power! 
 
What the Lord was asking Gideon created a hunger in him to activate the plan God 
wanted him to accomplish.  What Gideon did was allow God to use him to do something 
extraordinary, even miraculous.  Gideon hosted God to empower and live through him to 
bring divine purpose to his people.  The Holy Spirit inhabits us for a reason.  The 
scripture actually says that God clothes Himself with us.  God put Gideon on like a glove!   
 
Ephesians 2:10 says that we are God’s workmanship, created for good works, which He 
prepared beforehand.  Our purposes are significant and vast, but they are not ours to 
make happen.  Our greatest efforts just make us tired, but when we offer our lives to 
Him, He literally lives our destinies through us!  It is more than exciting!  Gideon even 
had God answer his fleece (asking God for a sign) for confirmation of this visit from 
heaven.  He realized something awesome was going on, yet set this fleece before he 
was full speed ahead!   
 
Next, God tells Gideon to send home most of his men.  Now he is really on board!  My 
favorite part of the entire story is that God told Gideon that if he was afraid, then he 
should GO TO THE ENEMY’S CAMP!  Go to the enemy’s camp?  Good ole Gideon is 
not the man he was in the winepress.  He heads down to the enemy’s camp late in the 
shadow of darkness and comes upon a Midianite tent.   
 
Low and behold, a Midianite had woken from a dream and was sharing the dream with 
his tent mate,   
 
“I saw a loaf of barley bread tumbling down the hill destroying a tent and causing it to 
collapse!” 
 
What? 
 
The tent mate yells, “It’s none other than the sword of Gideon the son of Joash, a man of 
Israel!  Into his hand God has delivered Midian and the whole camp!” 
 
Gideon hears this and worships!  Then Gideon declares, “Arise, for the Lord has 
delivered the camp of Midian into your hand.” 
 
He is telling his men that it is their hand in which deliverance will come!  God is putting 
them on like a glove to accomplish His intention! 
 



I love that!  But what I really love is that He is speaking to me, too!  If I am afraid, what 
does it mean to go to the enemy’s camp?  I believe each unique situation calls for 
specific directions.  I also believe that God has put me on like a glove.  When I picture 
that in my mind, my spirit soars!  Every assignment is significant and He will show me 
what to do.  I love that Gideon was just like me, an ordinary man trying to make a living 
and support his family.  Gideon’s name is in the great cloud of witnesses (a list of people 
of faith) chapter; Hebrews 11:32.  He’s famous! 
 
Right now as I write this, I have several friends going to Washington, D.C., to set up 50 
tents on the Washington Mall, for 24/7 worship.  They will proclaim the greatness of our 
God for a week, representing our great nation’s 50 states. I am not at all saying that 
Washington, D.C. is the enemy’s camp, but it is a high place of deceit, greed, dishonor, 
and corruption.   
 
The question might be, “Can God change a nation in a day?”  I say, “YES!”  
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In This Together – Way Too Tired – by Charissa Corbin 
 
Exhaustion. Have you experienced it? The kind that hovers over you for days, makes your 
eyelids droop, turns you into a coffee addict, and causes you to be snappy to anyone around 
you?  
 
I’m there…  
 
This past week has been one for the books. Sickness consumed our family and it wasn’t fun. My 
daughter ran a fever for almost a week, was extremely fussy, wanted her mama 24/7, and 
decided that sleep was overrated. To top it off, we are in the process of weaning, but who wants 
a bottle when Mama is nearby?  
 
I had bills that needed to be paid, a pile of mail a mile long that I needed to go through, 
groceries to be bought, breakfast, lunch and dinner to be cooked (along with dishes to be 
cleaned), work to be done, a house to clean, laundry to fold, and the list goes on… I think I wore 
the same sweatshirt for five days straight!  But, no one is judging, right?   
 
During a period of exhaustion, it is easy to become irritable, angry, impatient and hateful. I hate 
to admit it, but I exemplified all of those emotions either to my husband, daughter, or friend this 
past week. 
 
As I was reading through scripture the other day, I came across Matthew 4: 1-11. To 
summarize, Jesus fasted for 40 days and 40 nights. The devil used every opportunity to tempt 
Jesus during that time of hunger and thirst. Every single time Jesus was tempted, He stood 
strong and recited God’s word to the devil… without hesitation. I’m sure Jesus was exhausted, 
but not once did he throw in the flag or allow the devil to take over. He stood strong in His word.  
 
Are you exhausted?  
 
Rest in the knowledge of His word and ask Him for rest, even when it’s nowhere to be found. 
 
We can be a much better wife, mother, and friend if we chose to seek His word and find peace, 
rather than succumb to the emotions that send us too close to the edge of the cliff… 
  



Date Night Fun – All Things Fall – by Marcy Lytle  

What’s not to love about fall?  The month of November is smack dab in the middle of this 
season, and it’s full of flavor, scents, gratefulness, rich colors and cool breezes.  Those five 
things alone make this season stand out above the others in enjoyment.   

Just last night, a friend reminded us all that even date night has to be planned, put on the 
calendar, and treated with the same importance as that meeting at work.  And it’s so true!  Our 
calendars get full, especially this time of year, so date night often gets pushed aside in favor of 
baking, attending a function with friends, or preparing for guests or the holidays. 

We’re keeping it simple this month, using those five categories listed above that speak volumes 
about the beauty of this quiet season called fall… 

Flavors – When is the last time you made popcorn balls?  Plan a night to stay home, put the 
kids to bed, and stay up late making these treats to surprise the family tomorrow.  If you have no 
kids yet, or your kids are grown, then it’s more flavor for the two of you!  Try this recipe. 
http://simplygloria.com/caramel-marshmallow-popcorn-balls/ Don’t like popcorn balls?  Try 
caramel apples by checking out this recipe. http://myfridgefood.com/recipes/snacks/caramel-
apple-slices/  Set aside the time, put on some easy listening music, place a fire in the fireplace 
and start creating these flavors together.  Then decide to pack up a few and deliver them to 
another couple’s front doorstep.  How fun! 

Scents – What better way to enjoy the season than to use that sense of smell!  Start out with a 
visit to your local Whole Foods or other grocer like Trader Joe’s where there are lots of seasonal 
treats to smell, buy and enjoy.  http://www.thekitchn.com/the-10-best-trader-joes-foods-for-fall-
248348 Or visit a farmer’s market nearby.  Next, stop in at a discount store and rummage 
through the fall candles on the shelves and purchase your favorites.  Finally, stop by a coffee 
shop and pick out your favorite drink and a slice of pumpkin bread and sit and enjoy the smells 
and the tastes of the season.  Your senses will be awakened, your mind will be relaxed, and 
your worries will be long gone…after you just spend an evening simply smelling pumpkin, 
caramel, cloves, rosemary, or any other scents that draw you in…and closer together. 

Gratefulness – Jimmy Fallon on late night television has his famous segment where he sits and 
writes thank-you notes.  So why not do that as a couple?  Purchase a box of cute notes, or 
create and print your own, and spend a night handwriting (that lost art!) at least 10 notes to 
friends, family, coworkers, kids, teachers you had, etc. telling them what it is you appreciate 
about them.  If they live close by, hand-deliver them.  If not, purchase stamps and mail 
them…snail mail style.  Then sit together and see if you can find the 2003 movie starring Katie 
Holmes called Pieces of April.  http://www.imdb.com/title/tt0311648/  It’s a story that centers on 
Thanksgiving Day.  Finally, hand each other the card you handwrote for him/her and smile as 
you drift off to sleep. 

Rich colors – I love the colors of every season, but fall is my favorite, and the favorite of so 
many!  Pick your clothing in these rich hues and set out for your own photoshoot.   Snap photos 
of each other with colorful backgrounds in nature.  Stop and take photos of fall blooms and fall 



set-ups around town.  Invite another couple to join you and open the back of your cars for 
snacks rich in color and flavor, as you sit together under the stars wherever you’ve chosen to 
park!  Try out these fun chocolate peanut butter acorns, that you can make ahead of time and 
enjoy together. http://sixinthesuburbsblog.blogspot.com/2011/10/chocolate-peanutbutter-
acorns.html  

Cool breezes – This requires (or suggests) a purchase of this cool picnic thermos set – it could 
be an early gift to each other for Christmas!  Pack up your favorite hot drink and head out with 
this really cute set for a romantic walk for two among the leaves at your favorite park.  Find a 
bench for two and sit and sip together.  https://www.thepicnicworld.com/picnic-bags-
119408.html?src=gaw_mc&src1=pw&src2=gbase&gclid=EAIaIQobChMIp_H5t8Ho1gIVUWF-
Ch0kzAFrEAQYBCABEgJpvfD_BwE  It’s a good time to make those Christmas lists, or go over 
the ones you already have and decide what to get each person.  Breathe in the fresh autumn air 
and even consider swinging together or kicking a ball, or playing a game of tennis.   

Fall comes and goes too quickly, and then it’s winter when the trees are bare and the colors are 
gone.  Take time to notice each quality of the season, and do it together, holding hands, 
creating together, or sipping and snacking on delicious flavors.  Have fun! 

�

�



After 30 Years – Skip to My Lou – by Marcy Lytle 

I know on television and in the movies, it shows women being “turned on” by handsome men, 
those with amazing physiques, and even some women are attracted to big pockets – all of 
which is true – I guess for some.  However, when we are married for decades, we realize that all 
of those outward attractions change over time…in both of us!  And if all we liked about him was 
his thick wavy hair, and one day that hair is gone – we’re in trouble! 

We’ve been married quite a while, and I’ve come find attraction to my husband for other reasons 
besides how he looks to my eyes.  For sure, I still think he’s the most handsome man 
around…but I am often drawn to him and attracted to him by other things, now.  And the 
attraction is deeper, longer-lasting, and amazing, almost palatable.  I have been quite surprised 
at how different that attraction is now…and how better it is, as well! 

Like when… 

 He fixes my broken necklace by untangling a knot or squeezing tight a clasp that is loose 
 I enter the kitchen and find that he’s emptied the dishwasher (the chore I detest) 
 He helps my aging dad by hanging a motion light for safety outside his house 

Those are actions that speak of his character, and sometimes that character causes me to look 
at him with that gaze of longing, that look that catches his eye, that moment he sees me wink at 
him across the room.  And I still feel that tug at my heart, that lump in my throat, and that desire 
for him that years ago only came when all I saw was a handsome man with a cute butt. 

Over time, if we’re not careful, we can focus in on the loss of hair, a bit too much around the 
middle, aging hands, and a slower walk.  And that focus can prohibit us from seeing all of the 
other handsomeness emerging in the little things he does that are amazing and heartwarming. 

Hopefully, you’ve watched this short video that I caught after dinner one night, when he grabbed 
our granddaughter’s hand and began to skip and sing on the way to the car.  My heart leaped 
with joy at her delight, but even more at his willingness to be silly and let go and enjoy life like a 
child.  All of a sudden, I felt that attraction and love and admiration – and yes longing – for this 
man I called my husband – and she called her “Mister.” 

I can watch this video over and over again and find myself attracted to this man I’ve lived almost 
40 years just as strongly as I was when he picked me up for that first date…all because he’s 
skipping! 

There will be days that all we see is when he bites his fingernails, leaves his shoes on the floor, 
or coughs too much when he wakes up in the morning.  We can always look at his 
shortcomings, see his flaws, and hone in on what he’s missing….now that we’ve looked at him 
for years. 

But…what does your husband do that shows his awesome character?  Maybe he’s out there 
mowing the lawn, like he always does.  Perhaps he is serving others in a natural disaster relief 



project.  It could be that your spouse is detailing your car for you, filling it up with gas, and 
sending you off to a conference you’ve been invited to attend.   

Ask HIM to give you eyes to see deeper than the surface when that surface isn’t as young as it 
once was.  It’s not true that relationship fades, attraction diminishes, and romance dies after 
decades of marriage.  Quite the opposite can be true, when we catch him singing, “Skip to my 
lou my darling…”   
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Soldiers with Lipstick – Ham and Eggs – by Rachel Critz 

Matthew 6:33 reads,  

“But seek first the kingdom of God and his righteousness,  

and all these things will be added to you.” 

With every step we take, we have to make sure the direction the path we walk on is going 
towards God.  

In the past several months, I have had to take a step back and open my eyes to see where my 
heart was leading me: if it was falling into to God’s arms or if it was following the world’s deceit.  

I know how difficult it is to make Christ be the center of everything we do. Even for things that 
seem so little, like just having a conversation with a friend.  Is that conversation uplifting or could 
we not dare say those things to another person’s face? It is not even the act of making Christ 
the center of everything in our lives, but the action of allowing Him to be there.  

We do not need to make God do anything because He is already with us, but we just have to 
say, “All right God, you be you, and I will walk where you go.”   

Deuteronomy 4:29 says, 

“But from there you will seek the Lord your God and you will find him, if you search after him 
with all your heart and with all your soul.” 

I know this might sound strange, but I deeply related to something mentioned in the show 
Grey’s Anatomy. A metaphor was mentioned called “Ham or eggs” meaning the eggs are if you 
chicken out and do not commit (but you want to), but you just do not trust enough. And the ham 
is commitment, completely allowing yourself to see the full meat of the situation, trusting that it 
will be okay. I took that concept and asked myself,  

Am I ham or eggs with God?  

Do I seek him first because I completely trust in Him that He will be my ultimate provider?  

Or do I simply chicken out and do my best to make myself feel better?  

Honestly, I was eggs. ‘Was’ is the key word because I realized life without choosing God first in 
every situation is a life that is being lived by a lost soul. While I might have felt content and 
everything seemed okay, it was not okay, because God was not the center of each situation I 
faced.  

I still am working on being completely trusting towards God. I know he wouldn’t do anything to 
harm me, but it is human nature that holds me back from seeking Him first.  

I encourage you to seek Him first in your next decision you make. I am not saying to ask Him 
what you will eat for lunch. But maybe, if you are conflicted between hanging with friends or 



doing homework, wondering about a conversation you might be having about someone else, or 
there’s a problem that has arisen between you and someone else… 

Whatever it is, seek Him first, and the answer will be presented to you.�



Saddle Up - The Gardener – by Melissa Critz 
 
What a tangled mess!  
 
My spring/summer garden was in much need of a haircut. Well, maybe more like a buzz. 
It had been rather neglected, as other life events had taken priority. I had some time 
coming up to work on my fall garden but I had to get the bed ready to receive new 
plants. This meant some good elbow grease work. There was to be lots of culling.  
 
After gathering my gardening gloves, spade, cutting tool, and kneeling bench (oh, I love 
this! Helps the ole knees), I headed to the garden and stood over it, pondering my next 
moves. I decided that I needed to get the Mule (or ATV) and park it near the fence so 
that I could throw the unwanted plant branches into the bed of it. Then I could drive it 
over to the burn pile. Okay. Now I am ready. With kneeling bench in position and gloves 
on, I proceeded to snip the first plant stem and search through to find the next ones. 
Once one unfruitful tomato plant was cut out, I threw it in the bed of the Mule and went to 
the next dying plant. This took a good hour, but was so worth it. I could see soil! I could 
also see some plants that had been covered up by the overgrowth of fruitless plants.  
 
I tended to the suddenly uncovered plants by working the soil and uprighting them. I 
worked the newly freed soiled from the uprooted dying plants in order to prep for the 
incoming fall/winter garden plants. Next, my planting commenced. Lastly, I positioned 
the gentle sprinkler to get the plants’ thirst satisfied.  My garden took on a whole new 
fresh personality.  
 
I heard the Lord remind me of that parable of the seeds in the Bible in Luke. Luke 8: 7 
was what stuck out to me:  
 

“Other seed fell among the thorns; the thorns sprang up with it and choked it.” 
 
I mulled this over in my head as I had some plants that had been covered up by other 
plants that had been fruitless. Though the tomato plants were thornless, they still 
brought the same result to the plants that they grew over – they choked out these plants. 
But, alas, the gardener came along. The fruitless plants were removed completely and 
the plants underneath were recovered, tended to, and allowed to see the sun once 
again.  
 
I am not trying to add to the story that Jesus told his disciples in Luke. What I heard my 
Saddle Partner say had to do with removing these “worries, riches and pleasures in life” 
(Luke 8:14b) in order to get back on track. These plants had a chance now. They had a 
chance to grow and bear fruit as did the seeds in Luke 8:8 that fell on good soil and 
“sprang up” and “produced a crop: 100 times what was sown.” Luke 8:8b  
 
And you know what? These plants did just that!  
 
I was pleased as punch to see the newly uncovered plants start springing to life. Within a 
few weeks, I had an abundance of sweet Italian peppers, jalapeno peppers, habaneros, 
bell peppers, and banana peppers. I couldn’t believe it! Every day I came out and found 
more produce, just ready for the picking. In fact, my other tomato plants started 
producing more tomatoes as well. The newly planted fall/winter plants are now 
flourishing very well, too. I should have romaine lettuce, kale, cabbage, scallions, and 



cilantro in abundance very soon. What a delight! And what a wonderful picture that my 
Father was showing me – what HOPE!  
 
We can be entrapped with worries of the day, riches that drive us to keep going toward 
worldly achievements, and pleasures that distract us from His path. BUT, the Gardener 
does NOT give up on us. He can sweep in with his spade and cutter and take away 
those unfruitful thoughts and cut away those worrisome wombats and bring us back to 
LIFE!  
 
You do not have to be choked away with the thorny plants in your life, in your mind, in 
your spirit. You have the one true Gardener that knows you better than you know 
yourself. Let him cut away those choking fruitless vines from your daily living and from 
your ever-present thoughts and let Him nourish you with his Word daily. Let Him water 
you with Truth. Let him refresh the soil of your heart with the whispers of His love for 
you.  
 
Be that plant that rises towards the Son so that the stems are fruitful which will help you 
and others. Let Him take all those extraneous unwanted branches out of your life and let 
your fruit grow and glow as you look at His Son daily for strength and growth.  
 
What an amazing Gardener we have!  
 
I encourage you to go to your Bible and read Luke 8. Let Him show you truth and take 
those choking vines of the world away and let him stir up that soil so you can grow and 
thrive. 
 
 
 



Firmly Planted – Words Made Real – by Dina Cavazos 

There aren’t many days of perfect weather, but today is one of them. It’s calm, overcast, perfect 
temperature. Looking out on the garden from my new swinging chair, it feels good to just enjoy 
and soak it up. The various shades of green with a pop of color here and there are soothing to 
the eye. As I look at the Monterrey Oak I planted just three years ago I’m amazed at how much 
it’s grown. The gift of plant-life, color, and beauty are all around. 

Then the birds come. A flock of doves and a flock of sparrows whoosh through the trees and 
scatter around the yard—some landing on the ground, some on the bird feeders. It’s a loud 
“whoosh,” and then the small quiet sounds of pecking as they eat. A squirrel is busy hiding an 
acorn in the bushes. These are my garden companions, along with the many butterflies, 
caterpillars, annuls, lizards, and yes, even the mice that have finally learned to hide from me—
animal-life. The underlying sound of the water fountains is a reminder of liquid life, another gift 
from God. 

 I sit very still and quiet, trying to be invisible so the birds don’t fly away. In the stillness my 
senses come alive and I’m aware that I’m in the midst of a magical world—magical but REAL... 
the miracle of Creation—God’s intelligent design and love manifested in solid matter. The 
beauty and sounds of life are all around me, even the rustle of a leaf in the wind and a tiny beak 
pecking at a seed. As I ponder on the wondrous fact that Life is created and sustained by an 
incomprehensible power totally outside of anything I can comprehend, I recognize that I’m also 
created and sustained by God, and it makes perfect sense that if He could manifest His creative 
thoughts into reality, He could certainly manifest His personality in bodily form. 

There’s a song I often like to start the day with. It’s a song that reminds me of the powerful 
attributes of the Earth, the totality of God’s control, and the attitude of humility Jesus modeled 
for us. I hope you enjoy it and are encouraged to walk confidently, knowing He is with you 
always. 

The Deer's Cry (St. Patrick's Breastplate) 

 

 



Moving Forward – Raised to the Top – by Pam Charro 
 
I have often wondered about the various phases of my life. It would be nice to understand why a 
particular season or situation was necessary, especially when it was so confusing and painful 
and seemed to last forever.  
 
What was the point? 
 
Part of the reason Joseph is one of my favorite Bible heroes is because he never seemed to 
allow his circumstances to define him. Regardless of his situation, over and over again he rose 
to the top. It didn't matter how fierce or unfair his opposition, how evil or inconsiderate his 
enemies or how impossible things appeared; he seemed to be made of stuff that floated! As a 
despised and abandoned little brother, as a slave, as an unfairly accused prisoner. In the 
darkest of places, it was obvious that he always had favor. He gained trust and respect 
wherever he went, and, in God's timing, he ultimately became a great leader. Nothing could 
stop God's plans for him. 
 
Joseph’s God is still my God today. But… 
 

 Do I believe that I am destined for greatness when I appear to be forgotten in the 
dungeon?  

 Do I really believe that same favor is available to me?  
 Do I simply look around and lose hope? 

 
This is the choice I must make every time I am tempted to only see how horrible things are. I 
can succumb to my surroundings and believe I am abandoned and defeated. Or I can 
remember that the God of Joseph is also the God of Pam.  
 
The God who sees everything, who wastes no pain, who collects every tear, who whispers hope 
in the darkest place, who will never abandon or forsake me, who promises me a hope and a 
future, is my God. 
 
And I can, like Joseph, wait in faith for him to raise me to the top. 
�



Real Stories – We Were Not Alone – by Tirzah Campbell 

I first heard of Hurricane Harvey on Tuesday, August 22nd, five days before the heaviest rains 
would reach Houston. As the week progressed, the storm increased to a category 4 hurricane 
and I could feel the tension and panic start to grow in both coworkers and strangers at the 
grocery store as we all began to prepare for the unknown. Even after Harvey made landfall on 
the Texas coast Friday evening, I never imagined the longest and most restless night of my life 
would occur in 24 hours.  

As I lay in bed reading around 11pm on Saturday night, I began to notice my husband’s growing 
anxiety at the torrential down pour of rain. Every 15-20 minutes I got up and checked on the 
status of the rising waters…first covering our sidewalk, then to our trees and lastly to the exact 
level of our front porch.  

At 1am, I came to a realization that the water was going to come in my home; it was only a 
matter of time. My husband and I went to work immediately. We began by unplugging all 
electronics and appliances, picking up every possible piece of furniture off the floor, and 
barricading the front and back doors with tarps and old bags of fertilizer. The hardest thing to 
save would be our fairly new sectional couch. Good-bye old textbooks! Thank you for your 
sacrifice in helping raise my couch six inches from the ground! 

After our furniture saving preparations, there was nothing left to do but wait. Around 4am the 
water level rose above our foundation and began entering from the base of our exterior walls. 
Our bed quickly became the only dry place left on which to sit. 

One of the most comforting things through that difficult night was that we were not alone. God 
was with us as emotion after emotion came flooding in with the rain. As a child, I frequently 
worried about finances, mortgage payments, water and electric bills. During this event I realized 
how much God had set me free from anxiety about money and I comforted my husband who 
was overwhelmed at the thought of the expenses we were going to incur through this flood. 
After all, it’s only stuff, and I knew that God would take care of us. 

As morning came, my husband and I made the decision to leave our home and find higher 
ground. The high ground coming in the form of our friend’s empty two-story rental home located 
in our neighborhood. At this time, I was incredibly thankful for my husband’s hobby/obsession of 
kayak fishing. With permission from our friends, my husband broke a window to gain access to 
the house. He then ferried me, our German shepherd, and plenty of supplies to our new 
temporary place of residence.  

By Monday morning, our strange new reality was watching jet skis and john boats drive down 
our street along with army and coast guard helicopters flying overhead. Once the water receded 
from the interior of our home, we kayaked back and forth every day as we began the slow 
process of ripping out sheetrock, insulation, and flooring.  

The greatest sunrise arrived Wednesday morning and with it drivable roads! As my husband 
and I began the third day of demo, a truck pulled up in front of our house. What we didn’t know 
was that our community group leader from church coordinated a demo group comprised of the 



rest of our community group and they all came to help us. What would have probably taken us 
three more days to complete took three hours with their help as we tore out the remainder of our 
sheetrock and laminate flooring. 

The damage caused by Hurricane Harvey is widespread and well documented. The road to 
rebuilding and recovery has been long and tiresome but it has also been encouraging to witness 
strangers helping one another and to see how God is at work even through chaos and 
destruction.  

My husband and I are currently in the rebuilding phase, which seems like it will never end. 
Some days it is exciting and encouraging to get things like drywall installed, and other days I 
can barely stand to look at the state of my home. Family and friends have helped us immensely 
by making two trips from Austin to bring blowers, dehumidifiers, building supplies, and food. 

One of the things God has taught me through Harvey is to not place too much value in 
possessions but in God’s kingdom.  

Matthew 6:14-21 says, 

“Do not lay up for yourselves treasures on earth, where moth and rust destroy and where 
thieves break in and steal, but lay up for yourselves treasures in heaven, where neither moth 

nor rust destroys and where thieves do not break in and steal. For where your treasure is, there 
your heart will be also.” 

Bio: 

Tirzah is a Physical Therapist Assistant and her husband Josh is an Energy Efficiency 
Consultant in the Houston area. Josh and Tirzah attend One Life church in Clear Lake, Texas. 
They also recently celebrated their 7 year wedding anniversary Oct 16. 
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FRESH THYME – Fire and Water – by Marcy Lytle 

I’m a lover of the weather, and I followed the massive hurricanes we had in the U.S. these past 
few months.  The devastation was seen firsthand, as my husband and I went down near the 
Texas coast to help our neighbors in need.  Next, I watched wild fires burn out of control and 
destroy everything in their path, from the comfort of my own home so far away from that 
disaster.  And when I talked to my 92-year old father on the phone, he has said repeatedly that 
he’s never seen anything like this – so many bad things in a small amount of time.  Added to the 
mix was the massacre that took place in Las Vegas, a senseless killing of innocent people, by a 
man with too many guns. 

I’m sure all of these things have been topic of conversation among churchgoers – who see 
these things as signs that the end of time is near. Still others who predict the future are looking 
at signs in the sky to alert us that earth as it is, is soon to be no more.  And then there are 
masses of people who just watch the news and shake their heads, thankful it’s not their house, 
their car, their family…this time.  Finally, there are many who are fearful and preparing and 
stocking up and reading all they can, to face whatever may come. 

I’m somewhere in the middle of all that.  Some days I can hardly bear to watch the news, 
because I cannot even imagine living near flames that are about to lick up my house and 
everything in it.  When I saw images of people in boats or atop their houses on roofs, I gasped 
at the thought of being that close to rising waters.  And the stories coming out of Las Vegas 
were heart breaking, to say the least.  However, I get up daily and go to work, show up at the 
movies for a relaxing evening, and make plans for weekend fun.  Life has to go on, for those of 
us untouched by the big disasters, while our friends are wondering where they will sleep. 

We all have our own mini-disasters among us, don’t we?  A friend has just had surgery, so we 
take him food.  Our neighbor lost his dog, so we help him look around to find his friend.  Our 
care breaks down and we have to spend too much to fix it.  And our children aren’t making wise 
decisions, so we’re on our knees.  There are little fires and floods to be dealt with daily, by 
everyone.  And we just hope and pray we won’t ever be caught up in the fire and water that has 
been out of control elsewhere. 

I woke up this morning and thought I’d look up scripture verses that have both “fire” and “water” 
in them, and see what I’d find.  I don’t want to spread doom and fear with preaching the end is 
near.  I don’t want to be among those who panic in fear and live every day in wonder if I’ll be 
next.  And I don’t want to sit idly by, either, and not do something, like pray, encourage, or even 
things like repent…if that will help!  But just what is going on, we all want to know? 

There is absolutely no way to know the exact day of the end of time as we know it here on 
earth, as the bible teaches that no man knows that day.  But we do have promises from his 
Word that can sustain us during the fearful days and images and experiences that are 
happening around us and to us.  These are the two verses I found that I hope will encourage us 
all, if we’re in the path of the fires and water…or way out of harm’s way at the moment: 

Isaiah 43:2 “ 



Fear not, for I have redeemed you; I have called you by name, you are mine.   

When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; and through the rivers,  

they shall not overwhelm you; when you walk through fire you shall not be burned,  

and the flame shall not consume you. 

Jeremiah 29:11  

For I know the plans I have for you, declares the LORD,  

plans for welfare and not for evil,  

to give you a future and a hope. 

Those are some pretty powerful words right there. In fact, they’re more powerful than a wall of 
raging water or a mountain of burning timbers.  When we belong to Him it doesn’t mean waters 
and fires won’t occur.  But it does mean we will “pass through” and not be consumed.  Nothing 
intended for evil can destroy us.  Even if we die, we live.  That’s the promise we have in 
knowing Him and being known by Him.  And even if there’s a madman near us shooting us right 
in the face, God’s plans for us are intact and sure and full of hope and a future.  Because our life 
here on earth is not our final destination. 

Even if we find the answer to why these things are occurring one right after the other, and even 
if the end if near and the earth is heaving, and even if we never realize the why’s of disaster and 
loss…we do have the answer to peace and life. 

It’s Jesus.  He redeemed us (bought us with his death on the cross) from the effects of evil and 
death on this heart.  And once we belong to Him, that’s it.  Our future is secure, no matter what 
and who are ripped from our hands for a moment.  That’s all this life here is – a moment in the 
big scope of eternity – and there will be reuniting, rebuilding, and resurfacing of things that were 
dead.  In Him is life, with Him is peace, and because of Him there’s hope. 

 



FRESH THYME – If They Like It – by Marcy Lytle  

From the time our kids are born and we become wrapped up in loving them and serving them, 
we learn what it is they like and don’t like.  And if what they like is something we can provide 
and we see that it’s good for them, then we will move heaven and earth to provide it…am I 
right?  If they like it, we make it happen. 

If they like waffles made into animal shapes and squeal with delight when they’re served, we are 
happy to get up early, find that unique electronic animal waffle maker, and begin to stir, bake, 
and serve.  It’s our pleasure to do so. 

If she enjoys a certain Disney show character and desires the jacket, the wig, or the shirt to look 
like that person – if that character is a good one – we look for sales, ask grandparents, and put 
these on birthday lists – so our child can have what she desires.  It’s fun to do so. 

If he dreams about baseball, how far he can hit with the bat, the cool cleats he gets to wear, and 
the friends he’ll make on the team, we will save and sign up and take him to practice…so that 
he can play at what he loves.  It’s what parents do. 

If our grown children enjoy a night out at the movies or a good dinner at a fine restaurant, and 
their funds are low, or they have babies that need to be sat, we give them gift cards, offer a 
night out, and send them on their way.  It warms our heart to see them happy. 

However, we somehow have this view of our heavenly Father that he’s out to withhold, 
withdraw, make us wait, make us suffer, and then maybe…if we’re good enough…he’ll give us 
what we ask. 

God isn’t like us, for sure.  Sometimes we give our kids things that don’t benefit them at all, like 
too much candy, too many yeses that cause them to be spoiled.  Other times we fail to see that 
they need a hug, they are hoping for us to stop our work and play, and we miss opportunities to 
meet their deepest needs.  God never misses a thing. 

In fact, he loves it when we ask for things from his hand, because it is His good pleasure, as 
well, to give us good gifts.  He has great delight in seeing us excel, squeal in wonder, or do a 
happy dance at that job opportunity that comes out of nowhere.  It warms his heart to see us 
give thanks for answered prayer, and gifts from above. 

But there are times when he sees deeper, into tomorrow, back upon yesterday, and he knows 
full well what the best answer is to be, when we ask.  And his answer is always for our good, 
and for the best.  It’s in his nature – he can’t be anything but good. 

If our son begs for waffles and we know he’ll steal his sister’s waffles from her plate, it might be 
best to say no until he matures.  If she wants to become a character so much that she stomps 
and demands her way at every detail, then maybe it’s wise to hold off on providing each and 
every accessory.  If he wants to play ball but refuses to obey the coach, then perhaps a talk is 
needed.   We don’t always know what is best, so we try to give…even when it backfires 
sometimes. 



If we can somehow see that God is a perfect father who knows all, is in all, and cares about 
all…and that he loves us with a passion unlike our greatest love for each of our children…we 
can rest after we ask for this or that.  We can wait and seek and hear and obey, while the 
answer is on its way.  And if he sends another answer than the one we were expecting, we can 
choose to trust his wisdom, the kind that’s perfect from above. 

Feeling a bit anxious because your Father hasn’t come through for you, just yet?  Keep 
dreaming, keep asking, and keep waiting…but never lose hope.  And keep on the lookout for 
the best answer He gives…when it comes.  Embrace it and leap for joy.  Because your 
heavenly father knows what you like, and it’s his pleasure to provide it, in his time and space. 



FRESH THYME – Just Change, Already – by Marcy Lytle 

I’m standing in my closet, thumbing through the hangers, looking for something to wear on this 
particular Friday morning.  I know we’re going out on a date tonight, but I have cleaning to do in 
the house, so I stand and there and try to conjure up one outfit that will be functional, 
comfortable, cute stylish, and something nice that I wear all day for each of those activities. 

Do you ever do this? 

There I stand for what seems like an hour, as I look at this shirt and those pants, then decide 
maybe I’ll wear a skirt, or what about a jacket?  I look at my shoes and wonder what I can wear 
that won’t hurt my feet, but will still match my outfit.  I even get completely dressed sometimes 
and move to my necklaces and scarves, can’t find what I want, so I undress and start this 
madness all over again! 

Can I get a nod? 

Then it finally dawns on me, this revelation hits me like a light bulb that’s not screwed in tight 
enough that suddenly connects, and I have this amazing thought… 

I can always change! 

Why do I stand there trying to make this one outfit meet the needs of every activity for the day, 
when I can wear something comfortable to clean, change to a cute shopping outfit with fun 
shoes, and then change just my top again at night for something a little dressier and even more 
fun!  Why didn’t I think of that sooner?  

I was thinking about this the other day, and realized that I do the same thing with personal 
issues in my life.  I wake up determined to set the day on its course with a good attitude, no 
complaining, full of faith, and happy to be alive – those garments we all need to wear at all times 
– right? And within one hour, I’ve realized I’ve overbooked my day, I start griping about the list 
that’s a mile long, I definitely don’t have time for Him, and I’m unhappy about that dumb lamp I 
just bought that looks plain silly where I put it.   

Then I have this choice. 

I can wear that uncomfortable, dowdy, itchy outfit of bad attitudes, unhappiness and irritability all 
day long and end up making dinner by slamming cabinets and slapping pans, or… 

I can always change! 

Just because we realize that we’re wearing the wrong outfit for the day doesn’t mean we can’t 
throw off that top and choose a different one, slide on a better pair of jeans, step out in that cute 
pair of shoes and toss them aside later.  We don’t have to be stuck in our poor choices all day 
long! 

It’s so awesome, this thing called changing our minds.  We shop and put things in our cart, and 
then put them back.  We choose this food on the menu and then call the waiter back to change 



to something healthier.  We even pick out a new lamp, like I did this week, then bring it home 
and realize we don’t like it after all. 

But somehow, we think in certain areas of our lives that we’re stuck for good and doomed for 
sure.  However, it’s not true.  We can change any time we like. 

Next time you find yourself standing in your closet trying to make your outfit perfect from 8am to 
10pm, just stop it.  Pick what fits you and feels good for the moment, and wear it.  And next time 
you wake up in a good mood that declines in one hour’s time, just stop that too.  You don’t have 
to wear that bad mood all day. 

In Ecclesiastes 8 it says, A man's wisdom makes his face shine, and the hardness of his face is 
changed. 

Wisdom enlightens us, lights our path, and tightens up loose connections.  Bad outfit? Change, 
already.  Bad attitudes?  Same answer. 

  



FRESH THYME – Obedience Guidelines 

Have you ever felt prompted to say something to a stranger, pay for that mom’s coffee, get up 
and serve your friend, or refrain from talking about another friend?  We all have that little “evil 
me” that sits on our shoulder and tries her best to keep us from obeying the directives that come 
to our minds to do good for others, don’t we?  We have that other side of us that says,  

“That’s not God telling me to do this” 

“I don’t have the money to do that” 

“I’m tired, why can’t he serve me?” 

“What a loser she is, she deserves to be talked about” 

There are always nudges throughout our day that come to us in the form of a whisper, when 
we’re reading the Word, or from our gut that prompt us to act, hold back, do more, or give this or 
that.  And honestly, sometimes we don’t know how to obey, if we are for sure hearing correctly, 
or if we’re just feeling guilty. 

Here are a few guidelines for obeying that voice inside your head, heart, or near your ear: 

1. Does it align with His Word?  (He’s not going to tell you to hurt someone) 
2. Does it edify (build up) your friend? 
3. Does it need to be obeyed now? (Is it time sensitive?) 
4. Does it make you feel guilty and burdened? (His burdens are light) 
5. Does it make you feel proud and puffed up if you obey? (Not a good thing) 

When we can answer those questions, it helps us act out of obedience rather than out of fear or 
guilt, or pride. 

God’s word tells us to be kind to others, to give when we can, and to offer a hand up.  Even if 
we feel prompted to correct a friend, it must be done in great kindness, and often can just be 
done in prayer…for him or her.  If the directive is to be obeyed now, before she walks out of the 
store, obey quickly.  If you’re cowering in fear constantly because you never feel like you’re 
doing enough, lay down that load.  That’s not from Him.  And if you’re constantly looking for 
ways to obey Him because you need accolades or a pat on the back, think again.  Give in 
secret, and let the Lord reward you in his way and time. 

When we walk with Him and listen to his voice, we can smile and find it a pleasure to obey him 
and bless others, and that’s a good thing.  However, if we’re tired and weary, guilt ridden and 
discouraged, we can take heart and rest.  The best directive we might need to receive and obey 
is to sit down, turn off our minds, and do nothing. 

Obedience is required, for sure, as we walk with Him.  But our obedience needs to arise out of 
relationship with our Father, and not fear of, or duty to, a taskmaster. 

Listen and obey.  Be free to serve.  And enjoy yourself when it’s time to rest. 
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The Dressing – Velvet is Back! – by Marcy Lytle 

I never ever thought I’d think velvet was attractive again, but it’s back, and it’s everywhere this 
season.  Velvet is one of those materials that’s so festive for the holiday season – for Christmas 
– and New Year’s.   The hues and styles out there are really appealing, and they’re being 
offered in so many ways…from jackets, to tops, to pants, accessories and more! 

Here are our velvet picks for those parties and fun outings you’re going to enjoy… 

The wrap.  Not quite sure you want to embrace the velvet trend?  Try this pretty wrap from 
Charming Charlie at a steal of a price!  It’s a dark gray and will accessorize any outfit you have!  
Wear around your neck, then wrap it around the handle of your purse if it’s too warm to wear 
inside.  Gracious in gray! 

http://www.charmingcharlie.com/floral-evening-velvet-wrap.html#color=dark-grey 

The jacket.  Isn’t this jacket from Maurice’s beautiful?  It’s in a blush color and is a great choice 
for wearing over your graphic tees with jeans for a casual look, or with black and white 
underneath (as pictured) for a dressed up, on the town, look.   

https://www.maurices.com/product/velvet-moto-jacket/11421?ref_page=search#color/C114 

The top.  This pretty puffed sleeve velvet top is from Target. And see how pretty the color is?  
It’s a great choice for just a touch of velvet this season, and can be worn to any holiday party.  
The sleeves are my fave! 

https://www.target.com/p/women-s-crushed-velvet-puff-sleeve-top-mossimo-supply-co-153-
burgundy/-/A-52758800?lnk=rec|adaptpdph1|related_prods_vv|adaptpdph1|52758800|2 

The duster.  I have this piece (see picture!)  It’s from Rue 21 and it’s so warm and cozy, and 
looks great over a t-shirt or a dressy top, with skinny jeans.  The sleeves are sleek and the fit is 
perfect.  And…it comes in gold, too, if you’re so inclined… 

http://www.rue21.com/store/jump/product/Purple-Velvet-Split-Seam-Duster/0901-001110-
0007542-0050 

The tunic.  Want something a bit more casual, but still pretty and velvety?  This top is it – from 
Macy’s! It’s back, it has a hood, and it looks so cute with a choker!   

https://www.macys.com/shop/product/gypsies-moondust-juniors-burnout-velvet-
tunic?ID=5163503&CategoryID=17043&swatchColor=Black&swatchColor=Black#fn=sp%3D1%
26spc%3D351%26ruleId%3D78%26kws%3Dwomen%20velvet%26searchPass%3DexactMulti
Match%26slotId%3D19 

The headwrap.  Not feeling the velvet so much, but interested in trying a touch?  This super 
stylin’ headwrap is from Francesca’s and will dress up any outfit for those holiday parties and 
lunches with friends!   



https://www.francescas.com/product/nydia-floral-velvet-
headwrap.do?sortby=ourPicks&refType=&from=Search&ecList=6&ecCategory= 

The clutch.  I love this small clutch from Old Navy.  Look how it just makes an outfit.  It’s in a 
beautiful deep oxblood red or wine color, and it’s dressy, it’s festive, and textured and more!  A 
great gift for someone, as well! 

http://oldnavy.gap.com/browse/product.do?pcid=5151&vid=1&pid=862027012 

There are so many more velvety options out there from leggings to boots to everything you can 
imagine.  Velvet is dressy, it’s casual, it’s soft, it’s elegant, it’s pretty and it’s pink – or whatever 
shade you love.  Purchase just one piece this month in velvet, and wear it – and wear it a lot.  
You’ll end up smiling all of December. 

�



Seven 4 You – The Gift of Reading – by Marcy Lytle 

I love to get and to receive books and magazines – not the kind on an electronic device – but 
the kind with pages and covers and texture and shape.  I wouldn’t call myself an avid reader at 
all, but I do enjoy a good story or great ideas, presented to me visually in a physical rectangular 
object called a book…or a periodical (when’s the last time you heard that word?)   

I thought it would be fun to share seven ideas for gift giving to friends this season, in the form of 
the gift of reading… 

Magnolia Journal – Most everyone has heard of the show Fixer Upper, starring Joanna and 
Chip Gaines, and I enjoy it, although I don’t decorate in that style.  However, I recently 
subscribed to their new magazine, and I absolutely love the stories, the recipes, and the ideas 
they share.  The magazine itself has smooth pages and is just visually stunning.  It’s one I love 
to receive in the mail!  (You can subscribe to it through the other place I work, PTP Magazines, 
if you wish!) 

Little Beach Street Bakery – I read this book early in the year and it just escorted me away to 
another place, and I could actually smell and taste the bread the main character was baking, as 
part of the story.  And to my surprise, the recipes were at the back of the book, after I finished 
reading the delightful tale of a woman starting over in a small space on a beach, with not much 
to do except bake bread. 

How to be Kind – It’s a small book with small phrases of simple ideas and ways to show 
kindness to others.  It can be read with your spouse, with your kids, or just alone by yourself, as 
a reminder and a stimulator to be nice and show that niceness to others around us.  How can 
that be anything but good? 

Practicing the Presence – by Brother Lawrence – It’s a tiny paperback, not very many pages, 
and the story is of a monk from centuries ago, but there are phrases and truths you will want to 
highlight on every single page.  The simplicity of faith from this one simple man will blow you 
away and increase your own faith, if you so desire. 

The Food Network Magazine – I love food shows on television, and I love trying new recipes, 
but my favorite thing about this publication is the little tear-out recipe booklet in each issue!  For 
example, one month was all recipes for corn, another month all apples, etc.  They’re great for 
storing, for ideas for cooking! 

Orphan Train – What a story, that I never knew existed, that of a time when orphans from the 
northeastern part of the U.S. were sent by train to the west to be taken in by families who just 
put them to work, not caring about their well-being at all.  And this story is of one particular 
orphan girl and her experience on the train…and after.  It’s good book. 

Traveling Light by Max Lucado – I read this once, now I’m reading it again…with friends.  We 
all carry luggage full of things we aren’t meant to carry, things that weigh us down, like guilt, 
arrogance, worry and discontent.  One by one, we lay these things down as we read Max’s 



thoughts (and humor) and truth on how to get rid of these things, so our journey is light.  It’s a 
great book for a study, as it has questions in the back.  And it’s really, really good! 

The Spirit of Food – A wonderful friend just sent this book to me, a compilation of stories from 
34 writers on “feasting and fasting toward God.” What an intriguing premise!  I have not read it 
yet, but wanted to include it, because it looks so fascinating.  It’s in paperback form, and I can’t 
wait to curl up and read each chapter. 

What are you reading this holiday season?  Hopefully, you’ve found something to dive into, 
away from the tinsel and toys, and the noise… 

 

�



Selah’s Style – Comfy and Cute – by Selah Irwin 
 
Christmas is here again....the most magical time of year! December is usually jam packed with 
parties and amazing events to attend, but the holiday outfits can be so itchy and uncomfortable. 
I am here to show you how the way to be cozy and classy this holiday season. 
 
I know....I know...I always mention Target’s line of kids clothes, Cat and Jack. But, they never 
cease to impress me! This grey T-shirt dress is the softest fabric I have ever felt. It almost feels 
like I am wearing jammies, and what's more comfortable than that? Layer with some comfy 
leggings and a super adorable fur vest, and I am set for any holiday event that may come  my 
way! 
 
I typically would never suggest wearing a hoodie and leggings to a party, but check this out. The 
gold shimmer leggings are dressy enough to wear out on the town, yet cozy enough to sit on 
your couch and eat chips while watching your favorite Christmas movie. The super soft hoodie 
makes you feel like you are wearing a blanket, but is exquisite enough for an evening soiree.  
 
Yes...this is the same fur vest. Say yes to the vest! And again, this velvety soft top is extremely 
comfortable. Wear it with a shiny skirt to dress it up for a special family gathering or for 
Christmas dinner. 
 
 
Sparkle, sparkle, sparkle! You can never go wrong with too much glitter. But sometimes with the 
glitz and glam comes itchy fabric. Not in this case! Target’s brand Art Class makes this dress 
with a smooth lining that is sure to save your skin from irritation. Plus, the cut-out shoulders add 
a unique flare to the ensemble.  
 
I love this dress for multiple reasons, but my favorite feature is the bow on the back. The great 
thing about owning a plain black dress is you can add just about any color or accessory to fit the 
occasion. From a red sweater for Christmas to silver tights for New Year’s Eve, this dress is 
extremely versatile.  
 
So as you can see, there is no need to make yourself miserable at your next holiday event. 
Don’t forget folks...comfortable can be cute. 
 
�

�



In the Kitchen – Morning Glory – by Marcy Lytle 

Christmas morning, when guests are over, or the kids are arriving, and we just have to present 
something worth eating that’s glorious, don’t we?  We want the smells of the flavors to fill the 
room the minute everyone wakes up, or arrives, to open the gifts and be together.   

Over the past few weeks, I’ve enjoyed a few treats for breakfast at my own house or at a 
friend’s, and here are a few you might want to try presenting to your family! 

Pumpkin orange bread  

 2 c flour 
 1 cup sugar 
 1 tsp kosher salt 
 2 tsp baking soda 
 ¼ tsp ground allspice 
 ¼ tsp ground nutmeg (freshly grated, if available) 
 1 stick unsalted butter, melted 
 1 ¼ c pumpkin puree (from 15 oz can) 
 3 large eggs, room temp 
 2 tsp grated orange zest and ¼ c fresh orange juice 
 1 tsp vanilla extract 
 1/3 cup pepitas (pumpkin seeds) 

Preheat oven to 375.  Brush a standard bread pan with butter, then dust with flour (not using 
your measured ingredients above), tapping out excess.  In a large bowl, whisk first 6 ingredients 
together (through nutmeg) for about 30 seconds.  In another bowl, whisk the rest of the 
ingredients til smooth. 

Make a well in flour mixture and pour in pumpkin mixture.  Stir until just combined.  Transfer to 
the pan and sprinkle with the pepitas, pressing down lightly to adhere. 

Bake about 1 hour, til toothpick comes out clean.  Let cool 10 minutes then transfer to wire rack 
to cool completely. 

Maple pecan scones (my fave!) 

3 c flour 

1/3 cup granulated sugar 

1 T baking powder 

½ tsp salt 

2 sticks unsalted butter, chilled 

¼ c pecans, plus more for sprinkling 



1 large egg 

¾ cup heavy cream 

Preheat the oven to 350 and stir together flour, sugar, baking powder and salt.  Cut chilled 
butter into pieces and cut into the flour until mixture resembles crumbs.  Finely chop the pecans 
and stir in.  Mix the egg and cream together and add to the mixture, stirring til combined. 

Turn the mixture onto a cutting board (will be very crumbly!) and push the mixture together into 
a large ball, not kneading too much.  With a rolling pin, gently roll into a 10 inch round, about ¾ 
inch thick.  With a sharp knife, cut into 8 equal size wedges.   

Transfer wedges to lined baking sheet (or spray it) and bake 25  min or until barely starting to 
brown.  Allow to cool completely before icing. 

 1 lb confectioners sugar 
 ¼ c whole milk 
 4 T unsalted butter, melted 
 Splash of strongly brewed coffee 
 Dash of salt 
 2 T maple extract 

In a med bowl, stir ingredients tili smooth, and pour generously over scones, sprinkling with 
pecans.  Allow icing to set before serving. 

Morning Breakfast Bake (from my dear friend, Sherrye Bogle) 

 3 T unsalted butter 
 16oz Jimmy Dean sausage 
 1 small onion chopped 
 1 garlic clove minced 
 1 lb baby spinach 
 Course salt and ground pepper 
 9 large eggs 
 3 cups half&half 
 ½ tsp ground nutmeg 
 8 cups cubed Italian bread (1.5 inch cubes) or Challah bread 
 3 cups grated Gruyere cheese 

Butter a 13X9 dish with 1 T butter.  In large skillet, add in the sausage, drain, then place back in 
the skillet, and add 2 T butter, onion and garlic.  Cook til softened, about 2 minutes, then 
gradually add in spinach, stirring till just wilted.  Season with S&P. 

In a large bowl, whisk eggs, half&half and nutmeg, then season with S&P.  Scatter half the 
bread in dish and top with half spinach mixture and half cheese, and pat down.  Top with rest of 



bread, spinach mixture and cheese.  Pour egg mixture into dish and gently press to submerge 
bread.  Cover with foil and refrigerate overnight. 

Preheat oven to 400.  Uncover dish and bake about 50 minutes (til just set and golden brown).  
(Can cover with foil if browning too quickly).  Let cool 5 min before serving! 

Peanut Butter Trail Mix Bars 

 2/3 cup whole almonds 
 2/3 cup whole cashews 
 1 ½ cup old fashioned rolled oats 
 1/3 cup ground flax 
 ½ cup mini chocolate chips 
 1/3 cup dried cranberries 
 1/3 cup raisins 
 ½ cup honey 
 1 cup creamy peanut butter, melted 

Line 8X8 baking dish with parchment paper, leaving extra on sides to use as handles for 
removing at the end.  Set aside. 

In a food processor, pulverize the almonds and cashews about 10 seconds, leaving a few large 
chunks.  In a large bowl, combine oats, flax, nuts, chips, cranberries and raisins and mix 
thoroughly.  Set asides. 

Mix melted PB and honey in a small bowl and pour over dry ingredients.  Mix til each bit is full 
coated.  Scoop into prepared dish and press firmly till tops are completely even.  Pack nice and 
tight. 

Place bars in the fridge for at least an hour, cut into 16 squares.  These can be stored at room 
temp for 1 week or in fridge for up to 2 weeks, or in freezer 3 months!  Thaw overnight in fridge. 

�



Tried and True – The Christmas Tree – by Marcy Lytle 

We always, always had a real Christmas tree as the kids were growing up.  When they were 
little, we cut down trees in the woods; then later, we went to tree lots and picked them out. But 
we always had real trees, the kind you put in stands and watered, the kind you hoped wouldn’t 
lose their needles before Christmas morning. But since the kids are gone now, the last few 
years we have opted for a tabletop tree (I know, shame on us!) because of space we now need 
for gifts for our growing family. Traditions are hard to break sometimes, but once we do – if we 
need to – our life becomes so much easier. 

Christmas trees are expensive, too!  And some enjoy the real trees and the aroma that fills the 
house from the evergreen leaves, but others enjoy the fake trees that come in a box with a trunk 
with holes where spiny branches are inserted and then fluffed for that perfect shape. 

But if you want some other ideas for trees, rather than chopping down a big one, or unboxing a 
fake one, here are a few suggestions that you might want to try this holiday season! 

A potted tree.  These are sold at local home stores like Home Depot, and they’re super cheap!  
They come in a pretty pot, and some even have a few ornaments on them!  They’re great for 
setting on a table, so that your floor space isn’t compromised.  And they can still wear plenty of 
tinsel and ornaments. 

Tree on a wall.  I’ve seen these made with colorful tape, felt, or even drawn on paper.  If you 
have a huge blank space on your wall, make your tree large from ceiling to floor – but make it 
flat!  Kids can color on the ornaments, or glue on shapes, or make ornaments out of felt or 
cotton balls or bells and pipe cleaners!  If you want it to look nice, you’ll have to oversee the 
decorating for sure.  You can even order one here! 

 

https://www.google.com/url?sa=i&rct=j&q=&esrc=s&source=images&cd=&ved=0ahUKEwianKC
Smb7XAhWIKCYKHZ_cDvAQjxwIAw&url=https%3A%2F%2Fwww.notonthehighstreet.com%2F
spincollective%2Fproduct%2Ffabric-christmas-tree-wall-sticker&psig=AOvVaw2iLKrmybW-
eTM6XVh74CYl&ust=1510753390484612 

 

Upside down tree.  Have you seen these?  They’re hung from the ceiling – upside down – so 
the point of the tree is dangling, and all of the floor underneath is full of space for stacking gifts.  
A genius idea! And all of the ornaments can still be hung – it’s just that everything is topsy turvy!  
It’s really quite lovely. 

Tree in a vase.  Maybe you want something elegant and subdued and inexpensive but 
gorgeous.  Bring in cut branches from outside and arrange them in one of your largest vases.  
Use bare branches or ones with barely any leaves at all.  Then hang delicate tiny ornaments 
and lights, and place in the center of your table for your tree this year! 

See more ideas by clicking here. 



https://artyhomestudio.co.uk/2015/11/21/alternative-christmas-trees/ 

 

Catalog tree.  Remember these?  Take a fat catalog or book and fold down each page like a 
triangle.  Spray paint the entire book (you could do three for a set!) and glue on tiny jewels.  
Display this arrangement for your tree setting, on a shelf or an empty table. 

Trees are great, and kids love looking at the twinkly lights and unique ornaments.  But if this one 
year, you’re tired, your budget is tight, and your space is needed, try one of these other options.  
Or create one of your own, using a blank wall or emptied table.  Then place your gifts under the 
tree, on shelves, or scattered around in piles in the house, and make it look pretty, whimsical 
and different this time!   

Christmas is all about good cheer, even when trimming the tree. 



 

 

 

 

 
HOME 

 
 
 
 

 



Practical Parenting – Planes, Trains, and Automobiles – by Marcy Lytle  

We recently went on a big family date downtown by riding our local train that runs through our 
city.  It was an idea my son and his daughter had, to meet and leave our cars, and all hop on 
the train.  We rode it downtown to eat, then back uptown halfway to an ice cream shop, and 
then back to our cars.  The kids loved it!  They loved the adventure of something new, they 
didn’t have to wear a seatbelt, and the 4-year old squealed at all the twinkly lights on the trees 
that she observed out the window.  Kids love moving things they can ride or experience!  We 
decided that this will be our mode of family outings from now on! 

This holiday season, find time to take the kiddos out to enjoy things that move and travel.  Here 
are some ideas for family outings that include the kids: 

Ride a train.  Maybe you don’t live in a city large enough for trains system, or maybe you do.  
But find a train, and take a ride.  It can be as simple as a train that runs through a park, a 
shopping center, or one that travels to a small town and back.  Purchase a train whistle for each 
kid, talk about the trip before you go, and invite the extended family members to join in! 

Watch the planes.  Christmas time is busy time at the airport!  Pack snacks, a blanket, and 
perhaps a good book about airplanes, and take the family to either a large airport or a small 
one, with private planes.  Park nearby, and open up the back of the car and watch the planes 
take off and land.  Enjoy a hot beverage, and be amazed at all of the things a plane can do!  
Then if budget allows, plan a family trip for next year on a plane! 

Picnic in the car.  Kids love cars.  They all do.  Little ones enjoy touch and pushing all of the 
buttons.  Older ones enjoy sitting behind the wheel and pretending to drive.  So why not clean 
out the car and make a date for a picnic in the car? One idea is to make it a fast food date – 
driving to 3 different drive-thrus – and ordering items to share.  Or pack your own food.  Park the 
car and let the family take turns sitting in different seats.  Kids move behind the wheel (motor 
off, please!), to the passenger seat where they get to explore the glove box, to the back seat 
where games await, to the very back (if you have an SUV) where books and flashlights are a 
surprise.  Teach them all about the workings of the car.  They’ll be fascinated! 

Those are three ideas where you can spend a little bit of money – or not – depending on how 
you plan.  They’re great fun during the holidays when the kids are out of school and the family is 
a little stir crazy from all the time indoors.  Do a little research.  Let the older kids help plan and 
bake treats.  Keep a notebook of family outing ideas so that later, you’ll remember what you did 
and what worked, and what did not. 

PTA isn’t just an acronym for those meetings that parents attend at school.  It can now be your 
new family mantra for fun – as you enjoy Planes, Trains, and Automobiles together! 



I Don’t Do Teens – Chefs in the Kitchen – by Marcy Lytle 

It’s December.  Let’s face it, the year whizzed by and Christmas is too near, and we’re panicking 
at all of the treats we’re going to have to bake and wrap up and take to parties, store in our 
fridge, or fill our shelves – for company and caroling and Christmas cheer!  But wait!  Our 
teenagers are going to be out of school for two whole weeks, so plan now to give them this 
particular to-do item off of your list!   

Here’s how: 

 Sit down with your partially grown children and talk about all of the events where cooking 
and treats are required.   

 Let them peruse the internet, Pinterest, your cookbooks, and more…to come up with 
their favorite cookies, cakes, breads, and other treats for eating, giving, and serving.   

 Go through your serving dishes or trays, and let the kids even choose which ones they 
want to use for their specific treats. 

 If they can drive, send them to the store to purchase the ingredients required, the ones 
you do not have on hand. 

 Get out the calendar and mark the days for baking, and divvy up the recipes of the 
goodies among your teen bakers.  Make sure it’s not a time that will interfere with your 
own cooking in the kitchen. 

 Help them devise and print out baking rules for the kitchen.  This might include things 
like:  
1. Read entire recipe before baking 
2. Ask for help on any instructions that are confusing 
3. Gather all supplies before you start (and preheat oven if needed) 
4. Clean up thoroughly by putting away all ingredients, and wiping clean all counters 
5. Make sure all appliances are turned off 

 If labels or gift tags are needed for these treats, let the teens make and affix these, as 
well. 

 Allow for mistakes and imperfections – let them be creative! 
 Show them where the aprons are – these are fun to wear while baking Christmas 

goodies!  
 Now that the calendar is marked and recipes are gathered, file everything in a folder or 

box where teens can easily access on the day they’re supposed to bake.   

While they bake, sit nearby (but away far enough so your critical eye cannot see), make your 
own shopping lists or even read a magazine (imagine that!) so that you’re close if they need 
you, but not so close to smother them. 

Smile, and sit back, and be amazed at your young chefs in the making…as they help you with 
the baking. 



Life as We Know It – What Hinders You? – by Erica Simmons 

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, 

Hebrews 12:1 

God often speaks to me in my dreams, but learning to interpret them has been hot and cold for 

me, as there are times when I pursue learning with gusto and then there are times I obviously 

don’t. The dream I had about a week ago was so powerful in His message I actually felt the end 

message, physically. The message was a two-parter in the dream. 

In the first part, I was in court and was charged with contempt. When I woke up, I immediately 

went with the actual meaning of the word and thought God was telling me that I hated His word, 

but then I looked up the legal definition of contempt and found this. 

Contempt of court is behavior that opposes or defies the authority, justice, and dignity of 

the court. (legal-dictionary.thefreedictionary.com) 

To take a page from the old Batman series – kapow! That was one right to the old spiritual 

choppers. This was God telling me in no uncertain terms that I was NOT doing what He has told 

me to do. Our God, being so loving, didn’t just pass judgement; He took the time to show me 

what this can lead to.  

This brings me to the second part of the dream. Jordan and I were in the Honda (they used to 

drive) going somewhere, when it began to rain really hard and the car just began to give way 

under the weight of the incoming storm. I took a class on dream interpretation a few years ago, 

and a car symbolizes our life journey, and the roads we are on can tell us about the areas of our 

life. The message for me was VERY clear. When I show contempt for God (again, not hatred, 

but when I demonstrate behavior that opposes His authority) and the storms of life come, not 

only will I not be able withstand the enemy’s onslaught because of my own disobedience, it also 

impacts my children.   

Case in point…A couple years ago my friend and then direct supervisor left the district for 

another job. This provided a great opportunity for advancement for me and I was excited. We 

had moved into a new department less than a year prior, and it was not an easy transition for 

us. The executive director at the time did not move to hire and fill the position for the opening 

before it was vacated. I made the assumption it was because she was still getting a feel for the 

work we did and wanted to put off hiring for the new position. I was okay with that as I would 

have never thought that the position would not be filled.  

As it turned out, I was wrong. 

A few weeks later, I went in to talk to the director about the position and learned they would not 

be hiring for the position. I was hurt, but mostly I was ANGRY.  We had poured years of time 

and effort into this department and work and someone who had been a part of it for less than a 

year was making decisions for it, taking from me a rare opportunity for advancement in this area 

of work. That is when I took the opportunity to re-write the goals and mission statement of the 

department and make a case for at least an assistant director. I made my case to my director 

who loved it and broached the subject with our executive director and then received the next 



blow! The executive director had taken half the salary and used it hire an executive assistant 

with the legal department and that the executive director would be retiring. The new executive 

director would be someone from our own department and decided to wait and give it another go 

with her. 

Once the new executive director was hired, I began putting my plan in place. After months of 

working and going back and forth with the committee, my plan was not approved. In my anger 

and frustration, I began to look into filing a grievance. I stewed for weeks, filled out the 

paperwork, but in the end it just did not sit well with my spirit so I did not pursue it.  

During the entire process of trying to get the promotion I did not heed God’s voice. I made 

excuses to justify my actions and behavior. It was an age old issue with me. I have had to be so 

independent when it comes to taking care of myself with my family, then taking care of my boys 

in the absence of their father doing his part, that I thought this was another time that I could do 

the work and get the reward. 

But God said no. 

That was the end of my story and only the beginning of His story. He said no to my way of doing 

it and then said,  

“Now watch what I do for you.”  

My executive director came to me and said she wanted to resubmit. This time around she and 

the other two directors hammered out the job description. If you have read this far, you know 

that did not sit well with my personality, but I let it play out. She brought me in and showed it to 

me, and surprisingly I loved it. We submitted, we waited, and I put my head down and worked. 

We made the submission in March and in September I received notification that the position of 

Associate Director was approved!  

You see, God is not in the sharing business. He is in the submission business. If we submit, He 

will promote. And He did it higher than what I worked months to try to attain.  

What does this have to do with the dream? Everything. 

The previous example is just one of many of me trying to do things my way, and those who 

watch me in everything that I do. That’s right, my children. I can teach them to rely on 

themselves or on our Heavenly Father.  

When working to understand the message in the dreams, I thought about my Lord and Savior 

Jesus. I asked God if Jesus was relying on faith since Christ KNEW God existed. He put 

Hebrews 12:1 on my heart. He was not just talking to me about the list of witnesses that are 

listed in Hebrews. He was talking about those men and women in my life now living a fruitful life 

of faith. He was also letting me know that the things that I LET hinder me are the obstacles in 

my way.  

My example demonstrates the biggest hindrance as I run my race, my fierce independence that 

life has taught me to have. I see this same fierce independence in Jordan as I offer to put gas in 

his car or any other thing that he things he should be able to do for himself.  

I can hold on to this independence or I can submit it and myself to God and at the same time, I 

can be one of the great cloud of witnesses to my children.  



I choose the latter. 

How about you? 

 



A Night to Remember - The Stars in the Sky – by Marcy Lytle 

Who doesn’t love star gazing?  It’s one of the most wondrous things we can do, because those 
sparkles of light are so far away it’s mind-boggling, and yet so bright and twinkly it’s amazing.  
We are reminded of God’s amazing creativity and power just from looking at his handiwork 
spread across the sky!  Long ago, there were others who were looking to the skies, ones who 
wanted to find the baby Jesus – the long-awaited Savior of the World – and a big star lit up the 
night sky.  They followed this star right to where Jesus lay. 

Let’s follow along as we too look to the “heavens” and walk after the “light.” 

Preparation:  Make sure every family member has a tiny flashlight (can get these at the Dollar 
Store), and set out a manger scene (it can be small or large, whatever you have). Then have 
one large flashlight available for the last part of the lesson. That’s it! Read through the study and 
then decide your path throughout your journey (your house) to the baby in the manger. 

Turn out all of the lights in the house and begin your journey in the family room, with bible in 
hand.  Have one person read the verse with the flashlight, then follow the instructions given. 

In Genesis 1:16 we read that God created the stars and set them in the heavens to rule over the 
darkness at night.  Isn’t that cool?  We don’t have to be in complete darkness when the sun 
sets, because of the moon and the twinkly stars (Have everyone turn on their lights and fix them 
on the ceiling, lighting up the dark sky above.  Now move to one of the kid’s bedrooms.) 

Job 9:9 says God made all of the constellations – every single one of them!  Some people look 
to the stars for their future, but we are told to look to God – the maker of the stars – for our 
future! (Try to use your flashlights to make the Big Dipper on your ceiling.) 

Job 25:5 says God is brighter than all of the stars!  Can you imagine something brighter than all 
of those twinkly things in the night sky?  The bible also says that God is light and in him is no 
darkness at all.  This means that when we lie on our beds and feel nervous in the dark, we can 
know that God’s light is always with us, and we do not have to be afraid.  (Shine the lights 
around the room and notice the shadows made – and talk about how shadows cannot hurt us. 
God is always with us.) 

Psalm 147:4 says God counts the stars and calls them all by name.  This should bring us great 
comfort, knowing that God is so personal with us.  He even knows how many hairs are on our 
head!  God loves us and pays attention to detail!  (Move to another bedroom, shine your lights 
and name your stars). 

Daniel 12:3 says the wise will shine as “bright as the sky” and those who lead others to Jesus 
will shine brightly forever!  We are wise when we follow God’s word and we will be twinkly and 
beautiful when we tell others about Jesus and his love.  (Shine the lights and shake them across 
the ceiling to cover the whole area with light.) 



Matthew 2:9-11 tells us of wise men who saw a star that God told them to follow.  It guided them 
and then stopped over the manger, where the baby Jesus lay.  When they saw Jesus, they 
were filled with great joy, and laid down their gifts and worshiped him.   

This is what Christmas is all about – worshiping Jesus – the Savior of the World who was sent 
to earth to die for our sins and then conquer death by living again.  In fact, he lives forever and 
ever, and offers us that same life as well. 

(Have mom or dad illuminate the “sky” with a large light and guide the entire family to the 
manger scene, to where the baby Jesus is.) 

Christmas reminds us of the love of God, and how he saw a world in need of a Savior, and sent 
him for whoever believes. 

Pray together and give thanks for Jesus, the Light of the World, as the entire family shines the 
light on his face.   

Remind the kids that Jesus now lives in our hearts forever, when we believe, and he will guide 
us just like he guided the wise men, all of our lives.  



The Family Practice – A Magical Christmas – by Kayla Moore 

The holidays are my favorite time of the year. In fact, this year I started decorating the 1st of 

November…for Christmas. I just love how Christmas feels, the lights, the smell in the air, the 

signature coffees from Starbucks. Everything. It brings so much joy to my heart…so much joy… 

and stress! Stress that has been amplified by the world and (those perfect moms) that have 

everything together, the best toys for their kids, the perfect trees and the matching 

monogrammed Christmas pajamas for the whole family.  

I have always said, “Comparison is the thief of joy.”  

Although I try to live by not comparing, it is extremely hard during the holidays.  

As mothers, it is our job to create the most magical and perfect Christmas for our kids, the 

expectation that only keeps being fueled by corporate America. That’s right, I said it. We as 

mothers have a huge job every Christmas to make it perfect, to make sure everyone is happy 

and having a wonderful time, and to make sure our kids have a “magical” Christmas.  

I found myself in this exact trap as I was finishing Christmas gift shopping, planning on wrapping 

within the next couple of weeks and making sure I had the perfect gift for every single one of my 

family members. Please remember, I have 4-month old, and she doesn’t give a crap what I give 

her because she loves me unconditionally, as long as I just meet her basic needs (a hearty 

laugh from me!)  

Needless to say, we moms need to give ourselves grace, again.  Here I go again with that word, 

because I don’t feel as mothers and wives that we hear it enough. We have to encourage one 

another.  



Stop trying to meet the expectation of what a “perfect Christmas” means to the idolization of 

Corporate America. Let your family tell you!  Instead of having 50 by the book holiday traditions 

do something that is fun that your three-year-old picks out!  

Seriously, our little ones are barely going to remember what gifts we get them. What they will 

remember is how we made them feel, how we felt, and having their mom happy. And they’ll be 

happy when we join them in whatever their doing.  All of this, instead of stressing over buying 

the perfect gift, is what truly makes Christmas.  

So Mamas, put down the overused, tired out credit cards. Put down the list of things to do 

before all the in-laws come to visit, and spend time with your kids, because the true magic and 

joy of Christmas is found in the spirit of your children. (And I’m sure you could use a magical 

Christmas, too.)  



 

 

Tiny Living – Like New – by Leyanne Enterline 
    
Today’s the day! 
 
Finally!  
 
Blood, sweat, tears and everything in between has been poured into getting the land ready for 
our tiny space! (Or mostly for my hubby) I’m so proud of him! This task became way bigger than 
we had imagined!  
 
I tried to be supportive and do my best to work out there and understand what the final product 
would be like, but I’m not very imaginative, so I don’t think I supported enough as I should. 
When I am confused at something or don’t like it, I tend to shove it out of my brain and move on 
to something else that I may be better at or understand more. I had no vision of where the 
trenches needed to be or electrical box must be placed, or what type of piping was necessary 
for wiring. Brian was speaking a foreign language to me as I stared blankly at the empty space 
of trees and cactus. But he was a man with a plan, and turned our two acres into a space we 
where we can live! 
  
We have only moved the trailer twice and it broke. So, of course we were a little nervous of 
moving it again! Thankfully, all went well and we pulled onto our newly grated long gravel 
driveway to the perfect spot. With only a few yelling spells of, “Stop! You’re gonna hit that tree!” 
we made it. Brian backed in the trailer like a pro. A few clips later of random branches that were 
tearing up our roof, and we were in!  
 
We were beyond excited for this day to finally be here! We’ll take a few days for set up and 
clean up, and then we’ll be totally in. I’m assuming a few things may have gotten rattled up I 
inside, but for the most part I’m hoping for an easy move in.  
 
The kids ran to their room as soon as we parked. It was like Christmas Day! All their toys were 
like new to them. They spent hours reminiscing of when they got a certain thing and how fun it 
was to see their stuff again!  
 
There is much more that needs to be done, but we’re glad to have our own 325 sq. feet home 
back! Even though it’s tiny, it seems so big to us! It was such a weird feeling to be almost 
homeless. Living out of a suitcase for months was a bit tough.  
 
And though we thought our kiddos were fine with living on-the-go, I think they have a sense of 
relief knowing they have a space to call their own.  



 

 

 

 

 
YOU 

 
 
 
 

 



Strengthening Your Core - Can’t Wait – by Marcy Lytle 

“I can’t wait til Christmas,” the kids say when they see the lights, and notice the hidden sacks 
and spools of ribbon and paper, as they wonder in delight at what’s going to be under the tree 
for them.  So we have them make their lists and we buy the gifts they want, only for Christmas 
morning to come and… 

“A part is missing!” he exclaims. 

“This wasn’t the doll I wanted!” she says in dismay. 

All of that waiting…that anticipation…that longing…met with unfulfilled expectations. 

We adults aren’t much different. 

We can’t wait til we’re 20 so then people will take us seriously, as an adult.  Only, adulthood 
isn’t all that great when we actually reach it and have to start working and paying bills… 

We can’t wait til we’re 30 because by then, we’ll have a house and two kids and a couple of 
cars, and maybe more…  Only, 30 comes and goes and we’re still single, or our kids are brats, 
or we have six kids instead of two, and there’s no money left anywhere. 

We can’t wait til we’re 40 because little kids are now grown, no more diapers, and careers are 
set and life is good.  Only, 40 comes and our teenager is pregnant, that perfect job just ended, 
and we’re starting life over. 

We can’t believe 50 is here, middle age and menopause have arrived, and now we’re alone 
because our kids are gone.  Where did the years go?  And how did our parents get so old? 

We’ve reached 60 now, an age we never even anticipated, because it sounded so old, and we 
just heard at the movies, “Will that be senior tickets?” as we opened our wallets to pay for a 
comedy film that now turned to a tragedy. 

We refuse to accept 70, and how did we get here, and how much more time is left, and what is 
our purpose?  We better start walking more, eating less, so we can anticipate 80… 

We are a race that’s bent toward expectation.  We can’t wait til the weekend, for Monday to be 
over, for that next raise so we can go on a vacation, or another child to graduate with 
honors…all so that our needs and wants will be fulfilled… 

Only, that fulfillment is momentary and we’re on to the next expectation of surprise, fun, and a 
good time. 

I’m probably one of the worst that looks for the next big thing around the curve. When vacation 
is over, I’m planning the next trip.  As Christmas approaches, I’m dreaming of opening gifts by 
the fire.  When the weekend is near, I’m hopeful for rest and good times…or that occasional 
road trip out of town. 



I’m thinking that if we’re bent that way, there must be some sort of expectation in life that is 
absolutely fulfilling, one that doesn’t disappoint, and one that blows us away with beauty, peace, 
and excitement.  And I’m thinking that the majority of the time that we’re disappointed is 
because we’ve misplaced our expectations on people, places, and things – those three nouns 
that constantly change. 

Romans 8 says this (The Message): 

The created world itself can hardly wait for what’s coming next. Everything in creation is being 

more or less held back. God reins it in until both creation and all the creatures are ready and 

can be released at the same moment into the glorious times ahead. Meanwhile, the joyful 

anticipation deepens. All around us we observe a pregnant creation. The difficult times of pain 

throughout the world are simply birth pangs. But it’s not only around us; it’s within us. The Spirit 

of God is arousing us within. We’re also feeling the birth pangs. These sterile and barren bodies 

of ours are yearning for full deliverance. That is why waiting does not diminish us, any more 

than waiting diminishes a pregnant mother. We are enlarged in the waiting. We, of course, don’t 

see what is enlarging us. But the longer we wait, the larger we become, and the more joyful our 

expectancy. 

This is a good chapter to read. 

Further down it reads… 

So, what do you think? With God on our side like this, how can we lose? If God didn’t hesitate to 

put everything on the line for us, embracing our condition and exposing himself to the worst by 

sending his own Son, is there anything else he wouldn’t gladly and freely do for us? 

 

That’s the expectation that will not result in disappointment, missing parts, yearning for what’s 
next, or any other unfulfilled desires that we have day after day…year after year. It’s normal, it’s 
how we are created, and it’s joyful and yet painful…this waiting. 

It doesn’t matter what decade you’re approaching or have just left behind.  It’s not important that 
Christmas is here or already come and gone, and a New Year awaits us.  But what is important 
is that we realize that there are “glorious times ahead.” God is for us, and we cannot lose, even 
when loss is occurring for the moment.  Jesus Christ gladly laid down his life, and he is just 
waiting, expecting, and longing for that day of all days…when we’re blown away forever by the 
glory of his coming. 

Can’t wait. 

�



Under the Influence – It’s Okay – by Marcy Lytle 

Sometimes I’d rather be with my family, enjoying a good meal or a fun time, than to be at church 
worshipping and listening to a sermon. 

Sometimes I’d rather be watching an interesting drama on the big screen than to be sitting at 
home studying my bible and all of the truths that lay inside on the pages. 

Sometimes I’d rather be having lunch with a friend, laughing out loud at times, than to be on my 
knees in tears over the woes of the world and the dismal future of it all. 

Sometimes I’d rather be in the car driving out of town than to be visiting a sick mother-in-law 
who doesn’t know my name. 

We don’t always have to be doing “spirituals activities” to be right in the center of his presence.  
In fact, sometimes His presence leads us away from those activities by cool streams, to green 
grass, or just to lie back in his arms. 

I grew up in a rather spiritually focused family where church was first, all the time, and I became 
rather bitter at times when I saw others out having fun once in a while on a weekend at the lake, 
while we were only allowed to miss a Sunday on rare occasions.  I also became entrenched in 
obedience to rules, like reading so many chapters a day in my bible, just to stave off His wrath 
and make me acceptable as his faithful daughter.  And sometimes, I felt this need to pray so 
that I could mark it off my list of holy things to do and accomplish, so I could then relax and not 
feel guilty. 

That’s not a healthy way to live, as a Christian…at all.  Of course, it’s good to go to church and 
be part of a congregation and to be faithful.  And it’s obvious that we need the spiritual 
nourishment of his word and time with him in prayer.  Those are givens.  But they’re not all there 
is to life.  In fact, those activities alone will squelch all the life right of us! 

We have recently been reading through Psalm 23 about the shepherd who leads his sheep.  
Those sheep would be us.  And the shepherd would be Jesus. 

Take a look at where he leads his sheep: 

 Beside still waters 
 Nestled in green grass 
 In places without lack 
 Through dark shadows 
 At a table full of goodies 
 On paths of right living 
 Where goodness and mercy follow 

There are lots of places where we can be taken care of, fed, and restored besides on a church 
seat or in the pages of truth or with our eyes shut in prayer.  And some of those places are just 
full of color, silence, abundance, light, and walkways of pleasure with Him. 



We all say it’s necessary and healthy to step away from the busyness of life and its rat-race 
mentality, into a relaxing time on the beach.  But rarely, are we told to step away from the 
spiritual disciplines that make us “holy.”   

Sometimes, the holiest thing we can do is just exist…with Him…or them…or by ourselves…as 
we enjoy a sunset, a meal, a funny, a walk, or a day out window shopping breathing in 
gratefulness for the Life we have. 

And then when we do sit in church, open the Word and pray a little prayer, we can hear a little 
better, respond a little quicker, and smile a little bigger because we’ve emerged from the green 
grass a little stronger after smelling and nibbling at our leisure…with Him.  

�



Healthy Habits – Slow Down – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve heard that phrase and directive all of my life, when life gets hectic and busy and harried.  
“Slow down,” people say.  “Smell the roses,” others remind us.  “Take a break,” someone else 
will comment. And while all of those sayings are great and necessary and good, it’s a hard thing 
to do at Christmas time.  Slow down?  Who are we kidding?  The year itself has flown by like a 
whirlwind on this planet on which we twirl, but we’re supposed to pause and crawl like a turtle? 

Just this morning, I felt myself in a panic with my to-list that’s already growing and growing, with 
plans for Christmas parties and outings, and food, and fun, and even for this very weekend, 
when we are keeping little kids for my daughter and her husband!  I was scurrying around the 
house dusting, vacuuming, organizing and cleaning, while my poor husband tried to tell me 
good-bye, as he said, “I love you,” and kissed me.  To which I responded with a quick peck and 
a tart, “Bye!” 

So I told myself I needed to slow down, because being rude, feeling panicked, and shoulders 
tight is not the way I want to “enjoy” my holidays.   

Here’s some of what I’m going to do, to pause, take a break, and breathe…won’t you join me? 

 Put it off – some things on my list can wait until January when it’s cold and there’s lots of 
time to “chill” – so I’m moving those things to that 2018 list. 

 Read and relax – I can get in my car, sit under a tree, and read for 30 minutes – a good 
book or magazine – while I get away from the chores at home. 

 Look at the lights – As the decorations in my neighborhood are going up, I’m going to 
look up from my phone if I’m the passenger in the car, or focus and enjoy if I’m the 
driver. 

 Say no – If I just can’t host that party or go to that other one, I’m going to opt out and not 
feel guilty.  And I’m going to spend that evening out with my husband or with friends, 
enjoying the season. 

 Read the Word – That Good Book often gets shoved to the back burner while I turn on 
the fires elsewhere, but I’m going to focus on reading the Truth so that I’m lying in green 
pastures even if thick forests full of scary eyes loom around me! 

 Light candles – Other years, I’ve actually purchased seasonal candles and forgotten to 
burn them – how awful!  So I’m going to light them, and light them often, and breathe 
deeply. 

 Welcome His presence – This is a biggie.  While people are arriving and leaving, I’m 
baking and eating, and we’re all opening and receiving, I want to be aware of His 
presence in the room.  He’s with me, loving me, whispering his goodness to me, and 
reminding me that he’s holding me in his arms. 

 Lock lips – When he kisses me, I’m going to turn toward him and not away, and linger for 
a little bit… 

What are you doing this holiday season, to be intentionally healthy so that you don’t snap and 
lose it, and drive and miss it, or meet January 1 and wonder where it went? 



Let’s all slow down, even with the busyness of the season and find ways to have time for a 
lingering kiss instead of a peck on the neck. 

Merry Christmas! 

�
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Get Fruity – My Hesitant Prayer – by Gabbi Crowhurst 
 

But the fruit of the Spirit is love, joy, peace, forbearance,  
kindness, goodness, faithfulness, gentleness and self-control. 

 
This has been the fourth month of my Fruit of the Spirit focus, in which I concentrated on 
forbearance.  To be quite honest with you, I can never remember the definition of this word, so 
before beginning this month I did a little research.  Upon searching “forbearance definition” on 
google, I found this: “patient self-control; restraint or tolerance.”  Other translations of the Bible 
use the word patience instead.   
 
I began this month hesitantly praying, “God, give me opportunities to be patient.”  Knowing how 
God often works, I figured He would hop on that idea the first chance He got and send a very 
annoying chain of events my way.  Then I would be forced to work on my forbearance, right?  
However, every day that I prayed that prayer, I noticed the days seemed to go peacefully.  
Never did I find myself irritated or impatient.  I continued to question what this meant for me, and 
I began to ask myself, “In what areas of my life am I lacking forbearance?”  I quickly understood 
that my revelation from this month would not be what I had anticipated. 
 
Through prayer and conversations with friends and family, I realized that the person I am least 
patient with is not an annoying coworker or classmate—it is God.  Even typing this is hard for 
me to admit, but it is true.  In my life, I have lost patience with God in a number of areas.  The 
biggest of these is in my friendships with others.  I often feel that I have waited years and years 
for girls who will stick by my side through thick and thin.  I have waited for people who will lead 
me towards God daily and push me in my walk.  And the hardest part to deal with is the 
realization that God wants this for me too—but He has not given me those friendships yet.  In 
times of loneliness and longing for these companions, I have lost my patience with God.  It is 
difficult to wait for His perfect moment.  I tell the one who created time to ‘move a little quicker, 
please!!’   
 
I hate the idea that I have any feelings besides complete trust and adoration towards my 
Creator and Savior.  But the truth is, I am not perfect.  You and I both—we live in a fallen world 
and because of this, we are incapable of perfectly loving the Lord.  But as Christians, our course 
of action should not be to ignore any negative emotions towards God and worship Him in fake 
bliss.  Instead, I believe it is important for us to identify how we feel “hurt” by Him.  I don’t know 
what you’ve walked through or how you are struggling.  But I would bet that if you have been 
walking with God for more than a week, you’ve felt like God has let you down at one point or 
another.  Begin to identify how and why you’ve felt impatient with God.  
 

Psalm 37:7 says, 
 

“Be still in the presence of the LORD, and wait patiently for him to act...”   
 

If you are in a season of impatience with the Lord, you may read this verse and be discouraged 
by the word wait. 
 
Instead, be encouraged by the first part of the verse, “Be still in the presence of the Lord.”  God 
calls us to cling to Him, be in His presence, and watch as He works.  Pray to the Lord and ask 
Him for:  
 
(1) your desire,  



(2) His will above all else, and  
(3) patience in the process   
 
No matter what the outcome, if you fill yourself up with His presence, you cannot leave 
unsatisfied.   
   
�



Created for Life - Sitting On the Edge of Two Worlds – by Ginny Hurley 
 
 
Recently, as I was meditating on a word in a devotion book, the Lord seemed to whisper, 
“You are sitting on the edge of two worlds.” 
 
I immediately understood what He was saying and felt intensely filled with something I 
can’t explain.  It was as if I was there on my back porch, and yet I wasn’t there.  A sense 
of holiness surrounded me and I yearned for more.  Everything seemed to hold still while 
my spirit rose to another place.  It didn’t last long, but I had no doubt that heaven was 
close. 
  
Genesis 28:10-19 is the account of Jacob going to sleep on his way to Haran after he 
had deceived his father, Isaac.  He lay on the ground and dreamed of a ladder set up on 
earth, reaching to the heavens.  He saw angels ascending and descending on it and the 
Lord stood above it, speaking a blessing to Jacob and his descendants.  The Lord said 
He would not leave him until this blessing was done. 
 
Jacob awoke and spoke, “Surely the Lord is in this place, and I did not know.  How 
awesome is this place!  This is none other than the house of God and the gate of 
heaven!” 
  
Now we realize that Jesus is the meeting place of earth and heaven, the edge of two 
worlds.  Where these two worlds meet is the church, not a building built with hands, but 
a gateway to another world.  Our eternal position is “seated with Him in heavenly places” 
(Ephesians 2:6), while our physical place is earth.  We actually live in both places and 
must discover with Christ how to live under an open heaven.   
 
Therefore, because Jesus dwells inside of me, by His spirit, I am the gate of heaven for 
those around me!  That is unbelievable, yet I know it to be true.  This encounter took 
place for Jacob before Jesus defeated our enemy, which makes it inferior to our life in 
Christ.  Our new covenant, or promise, is superior under Jesus!  He brought heaven to 
earth when He arose, making a public display of all His enemies.  Colossians 2:15 says 
that Jesus disarmed the powers of darkness.  He broke through the tension of heaven to 
earth, forever giving us access to heavenly encounters.  Jesus was 100 percent human, 
while fully God.  The things He did on earth as a man have now been given to us to 
fulfill.  We are His ambassadors here on earth, revealing His kingdom, the kingdom of 
heaven.   
 
As we view from our Father’s perspective, we release His heart to our hurting world.  
What we see Him doing and what we hear Him speaking from heaven, we bring into the 
reality of our lives and those around us.  This knowledge seems too good to be true, yet 
is more real than I ever imagined: The mystery hidden from ages and generations, but 
revealed to us.  It is Christ in us, the Hope of glory.  As we steward His presence here, 
we are the gate to heaven for those we love and for those we have yet to know.   
 
What a glorious plan, a mystery for kings to discover!  Proverbs 25:2 says, “It is the glory 
of God to conceal a matter, but the glory of kings is to search out a matter.” 
 
You and I are sitting on the edge of two worlds.  I don’t have to wait until I die to realize 
the aspects of heaven.  Right now, in my own little garden, I can live in heavenly places.  



I can release His love and joy right here, right now.  His plan through the ages comes to 
fruition under our domain.  This gives me a great sense of fear of the Lord; yet propels 
me to run with confidence; always realizing the responsibility to steward these truths with 
love and honor.  Mistakes will be made, but I am thoroughly convinced that He covers 
me.  He makes me look good!   
 
Father, use me as your gate to heaven for whoever you show me.  Keep me in the 
shelter of your love, and forgive my mistakes as I hunger for more.  I want to live in 
heavenly places with You.  Show me the way.  Hold my heart in Your hands and let me 
see what You see in others and myself, as I quietly trust You.   



 

 

 

 

 
MARRIAGE 

 
 
 
 

 



In This Together – Dark Nights – by Charissa Corbin 
 
It’s beginning to feel a lot like Christmas!  
 
We live in North Pole, Alaska which means Christmas is a daily, weekly and monthly 
celebration. Our downtown has light poles shaped like candy canes, our streets are festive 
names like St. Nicholas and Kris Kringle Drive, Santa has his own workshop and reindeer, and 
there is a lighted sign with a countdown to Christmas Day.  
 
You can’t imagine the excitement when December rolls around and it is ACTUALLY Christmas!  
 
With all the joy that December brings, it also happens to be winter solstice. This means that on 
December 21st we will experience our shortest day. At the most, we will get four hours of 
sunlight. Some people enjoy this season, but I personally long for the sun! If I allow myself to 
hibernate and disconnect, it can really affect my mood, my motivation to do things, and my 
sense of purpose.  
 
Are you going through a dark season?  
 
Does your marriage seem to be falling apart?  
 
We all struggle in life because we live in a fallen world. This life is not easy, it’s hard and 
sometimes we want to just escape, crawl into a corner and wait for the sun to shine again.  
 
During this season, grab a hold of the joys that surround you because I promise you they are 
there! Look for the joyful carolers, the lighted Christmas trees, the children squealing as they sit 
in Santa’s lap… God is there, too.  
 
As I dread the dark days, I know there is so much joy to be found in this season!  
 
Jesus Christ was born, and because of that I will always have a light shining bright leading me 
wherever I go…even when the sun doesn’t shine. 
�
�
�
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Date Night Fun – Cozy Up – by Marcy Lytle 

If December isn’t a month for getting warm and cozy, then I guess January would be.  But why 
not let cozy coincide with the month of Christmas?  Christmas just speaks cozy, doesn’t it?  And 
while all of the shopping and wrapping and baking is taking place, cozying up might be the only 
thing you’ll have time to do.  It might be the best thing we do for your marriages during the 
harried holiday hoopla.  Cozying up causes us to take time to sit, be still, and stay warm, and 
reignite those fires between us. 

Here are five places to cozy up for Christmas, and what to do: 

Outside.  If you have a fire pit in your yard, now’s the time to use it.  If not, find a fire 
somewhere – either in a restaurant or shopping center – or in a park at a holiday festival.  Make 
a hot drink (try this one!), some pumpkin bread (see recipe on the TIPS page!) and curl up in 
front of the fire.  As the flames flicker, talk about something intimate and sweet – like your 
favorite memories of Christmas together, answered prayers that cause your heart to still feel the 
warmth of His love, or the sweets you’re going to enjoy over the holiday season.  Keep your 
conversation free of turmoil or worry.   

http://www.midwestliving.com/recipe/drinks/tea-and-cider-wassail 

Inside.  Maybe you don’t care for Hallmark movies, or Rudolph the Red Nose Reindeer.  That’s 
fine.  Instead, find a movie that makes you both laugh and cozy up with a blanket for two, while 
you enjoy a cheese board spread, while you watch.  A cheese board is easy to make and even 
more fun to shop for together.  So make it an afternoon of shopping for the ingredients, stop by 
the Dollar Tree or Five Below for comfy pants and new slippers or socks, then go home and 
laugh til your sides hurt and your toes wiggle! 

https://www.fivebelow.com/holiday/cozy-shop.html 

In your neighborhood.  Find a brand new coffee shop you’ve not tried before, and make a plan 
to cozy up there one Saturday morning or late one night.  Take a board game (have you played 
Patchwork?) or a new card game, and play it, while you sip and enjoy a savory or sweet.   If it’s 
too noisy or crowded in there, then take the game and the treats to your car – sit in the back – 
and be cozy there!   

https://www.amazon.com/Mayfair-Games-MFG3505-Patchwork-
Board/dp/B00RCCAPPE/?tag=editorial08-20&ascsubtag=89412f45-6302-4028-8c74-
d78e23e04f5b 

Downtown.  Often there are hotels that have fireplaces in the lobby in a downtown area, or if 
you live in a small town, maybe there’s a square that’s decorated, with benches nearby.  Cozy 
up in your coats and scarves and head downtown in the city, for a night of wonder and 
closeness.   End the evening curled up in blankets watching a cozy movie, like one you dig for 
in one of those bins at a big box store – see what you can find! 

https://www.walmart.com/search/?query=%245%20christmas%20movies&cat_id=0 



On the Floor.  Spread a blanket by the fire and enjoy a delicious and hot bowl of chili together.  
No TV allowed, just music in the background, the kind of music with no words.  Put together and 
wrap up a few of these cozy gift ideas for neighbors, friends or family:  a small tray with jar of 
jam, a tiny bowl for serving and a cute small spreader; a rolled up blanket, a movie, and 
popcorn; soap, a candle and chocolates for two.   

https://www.pinterest.com/pin/307511480776638286/ 

 

Christmas is this month and it gets crazy…so get cozy…and spread some good cheer. 

 



After 30 Years - Tripping for Two – by  Marcy Lytle 

One of the best things we do for our relationship is take road trips.  I’ve shared a few others 
before, and this month I want to share the details of our latest, and why these trips are good for 
our marriage.   

First of all, there’s the planning.  It’s great fun to get out an actual paper map that includes 
small and large highways.  We always choose the small highways, and we chart out a path in a 
circle through at least a dozen or more tiny Texas towns.  We both enjoy this process – he 
highlighting the path and distances – and me searching the web for interesting tidbits about 
each town and printing them out. 

Secondly, there’s the eating.  It’s so fun to look up small-town eateries and pick a few stops 
along the way.  New adventures in the culinary world – be it a juicy burger and humungous 
onion rings –or a home-cooked meal with sides (for dirt cheap prices) – we enjoy stopping at 
each place and discussing our food when we’re back on the road. 

Thirdly, there’s the scenery.  We both love the open road between the towns, noting the 
scenery, looking for old buildings or schools to explore, and especially finding the downtown 
area of towns that used to be – observing ghost signs on the buildings – or the architecture.  
And it’s great fun to actually find a small store open – one to go in and browse!  We both enjoy 
the search for a treasure. 

Lastly, there’s the conversation.  There’s always something to talk about on driving stretches 
between towns or while taking a stroll in a little city park that still has a seesaw!  We try to steer 
away from serious matters of life, and talk about the beauty around us or how much we enjoy 
being together. 

This last trip we started in Addison, Texas and made a circle up through Sherman and over to 
Paris and back home – on the backroads.  Addison has a great park with a play theater nestled 
right under the water tower there.  We were able to see the play and walk to dinner!  Addison 
isn’t really a tiny town, but rather on the outskirts of a huge town – Dallas.   

From there, we drove over to Plano and just experienced the downtown area – cobblestone 
streets and really cute shops (Lyla’s was my fave!).  There was a farmer’s market (open every 
day!) and a really cute park where a fall festival was taking place.  And in nearby McKinney, 
Texas we visited a complex fashioned architecturally like the buildings in Croatia, where another 
festival was going on – music and wine.  There were booths of people selling wares, but 
incredible food booths, too!  My meal was a cute slider (with a pickle stuffed olive on top) and 
Jon enjoyed pizza made right in a huge oven from a truck!  The mayor was there too, playing in 
a rock band – with his wife - they were really good!  There was a music store on the premises 
that sold guitars, but they had one department of women’s clothing.  I found a beautiful caramel 
colored sweater that was on sale… 

Next we visited lots of small towns, including Bonham and Howe.  In Howe we stopped at the 
mercantile store and I found some vintage aprons for $3 – that looked starched and brand new! 
(Great for Christmas gifts – shhhh! Don’t tell.) In Bonham, we noted similar artwork on several 



buildings and found out from a local that this was part of an art tour of the squares from 
homemade quilts!  How fun.   

Our most exciting stop was in Greenville, because we had read about the remains of an old 
baseball stadium where Joe DiMaggio once played.  We searched for an hour and when we 
almost drove out of town, there it was!  We both gasped as we encountered the brick archway 
where baseball fans stood in line to purchase their tickets decades ago.  And this archway was 
hidden in the old part of town – super hard to find – which made it that much more intriguing and 
fun! 

One particular eatery we enjoyed was R&K II in Hillsboro, Texas right when we started out from 
home – where they served a full meal with two sides, drink and dessert – all for $7.99.  Another 
fun stop was Lucy’s Burgers in a small town, where the onion rings were so big and fat they 
looked like donuts!   

We love to fly on a plane to a tourist destination, too.  But these small town road trips are really 
our favorite, and we have the best time.  I think it’s because the drive is relaxing, the pace is 
slow, and the adventure is unknown as we search and find.  All of these things are good for both 
of us.  We hold hands, we talk to people, we are only gone a couple of nights, and we have long 
stretches of road for listening to music or enjoying the quiet, or rolling down our windows and 
stopping to take a photo of the hay wheels strewn across a field with big trees framing them 
from behind. 

If you get a chance, plan a road trip.   Pick roads less traveled.  Choose towns that are sleepy or 
even ghost-like.  Do it often.  And leave your fast pace world behind…to reconnect and enjoy 
each other’s company and the lawns of the courthouse squares in small town America. 



 

 

 

 

 
ENCOURAGEMENT 

 
 
 
 

 



Saddle Up - Memories and Sonic Drinks – by Melissa Critz 
 
After driving to get the mail, I headed to Sonic, a local fast food drive-through, to grab a 
soda during their half-price happy hour. I got a vanilla cream Dr. Pepper. It had been so 
long since I had had one of those. It was a treat!  
 
When I got home, I donned my boots, grabbed some carrots, and headed to my barn 
with Sonic drink in tow. It was time to ride Elijah. I set my drink down on my tack box and 
memories flooded back of barn time with my oldest. We would regularly hit Sonic on the 
way to the barn during their drink happy hour. One of Kirstin’s riding friends at the barn 
loved vanilla cream Dr. Pepper. I decided to try one on that day and I was sold!  
 
Back to present day, I thought of my daughter’s friend who was now married and living in 
another state, enjoying the true country life. I prayed for her. I then prayed for my 
daughter - all this while gathering grooming supplies and hollering for Elijah. This verse 
came to mind:  
 

1 Thessalonians 5:16-18(ESV) 
“Rejoice always, pray without ceasing, give thanks in all circumstances;  

for this is the will of God in Christ Jesus for you.” 
 
I LOVE this verse. I know of some people that have wrestled with this over the years. 
For me, it made such sense – simply be ever mindful of God and His Kingdom. Now, it’s 
not that I am mindful all the time.  I am human. I mess up royally, more than I would ever 
wish. But this verse is truly comforting to me.  
 
However, what I want to focus in on is the part where it states “pray without ceasing.”  
There is something that I like to do that I want to share in regards to that directive. I like 
to have things around me that remind me of people – people that I know I will never see 
again as they were far in my past or may have already passed from this life, people that 
are more acquaintances but still have made an impact on me and my family, and people 
that are in my life always. I cherish having something that may remind me of them; just 
like that Sonic drink reminded me of my daughter’s friend! 
 

 I have a decorative sign in my kitchen that says, “The Lord is My Saddle 
Partner.” A good friend gave it to me in the past that I knew from where we 
boarded horses. We used to travel together with our daughters to barrel races. I 
love seeing this sign every day. I love to think of her and pray for her.  

 
 On a shelf high above me sit the only thing I have from my maternal grandmother 

– beautiful simple decorative plates which all match. She has gone from this 
world, but I see them and think of her and can pray for those in my family that are 
still be here on this earth.  

 
 When I go to my garden to water, I have a garden gnome given to my by my 

sweet daughter-in-law and my son. I pray for them.  
 
To me, this is an example of praying without ceasing. What a joy it is to have things 
given to us from people we know and adore! Good memories flow and then we can 
return with prayers for them. We do not need to know exactly what is going on in that 
person’s life. We may be praying for someone that we may never see again on this 



earth. However, God knows. And our prayers are faith building and also powerful and life 
giving.  
 
There is power in prayer. My encouragement is this: 
 
Have things around you that remind you of people in your life, and when you see 
whatever it may be, lift up a prayer for them. It can be as simple as, “God, thank you for 
my friend Linda. Bless her at this moment and let your Spirit move in her.”  
 
God honors our hearts as we honor Him with prayer.  
 
Pray without ceasing.  
 
 



Firmly Planted – Words Made Real – by Dina Cavazos 

There aren’t many days of perfect weather, but today is one of them. It’s calm, overcast, perfect 
temperature. Looking out on the garden from my new swinging chair, it feels good to just enjoy 
and soak it up. The various shades of green with a pop of color here and there are soothing to 
the eye. As I look at the Monterrey Oak I planted just three years ago I’m amazed at how much 
it’s grown. The gift of plant-life, color, and beauty are all around. 

Then the birds come. A flock of doves and a flock of sparrows whoosh through the trees and 
scatter around the yard—some landing on the ground, some on the bird feeders. It’s a loud 
“whoosh,” and then the small quiet sounds of pecking as they eat. A squirrel is busy hiding an 
acorn in the bushes. These are my garden companions, along with the many butterflies, 
caterpillars, annuls, lizards, and yes, even the mice that have finally learned to hide from me—
animal-life. The underlying sound of the water fountains is a reminder of liquid life, another gift 
from God. 

 I sit very still and quiet, trying to be invisible so the birds don’t fly away. In the stillness my 
senses come alive and I’m aware that I’m in the midst of a magical world—magical but REAL... 
the miracle of Creation—God’s intelligent design and love manifested in solid matter. The 
beauty and sounds of life are all around me, even the rustle of a leaf in the wind and a tiny beak 
pecking at a seed. As I ponder on the wondrous fact that Life is created and sustained by an 
incomprehensible power totally outside of anything I can comprehend, I recognize that I’m also 
created and sustained by God, and it makes perfect sense that if He could manifest His creative 
thoughts into reality, He could certainly manifest His personality in bodily form. 

There’s a song I often like to start the day with. It’s a song that reminds me of the powerful 
attributes of the Earth, the totality of God’s control, and the attitude of humility Jesus modeled 
for us. I hope you enjoy it and are encouraged to walk confidently, knowing He is with you 
always. 

The Deer's Cry (St. Patrick's Breastplate) 

 

 



Moving  Forward - The Little Foxes – by Pam Charro 
 

Song of Songs 2:15 
"Catch for us the foxes, the little foxes that ruin the vineyard..." 

 
What are the little foxes? They aren't big and scary monsters. They can even appear rather cute 
and harmless. But, when they multiply and are not tended to, they can create a lot of collective 
damage!  
 
Many might consider the above Scripture to refer to the maintenance required in a romantic 
relationship. Don't let little things add up to the point that you forget you love each other. And 
that is definitely true in romantic love, but I recently had the opportunity to apply it to my spiritual 
life. 
 
A friend at church is known for offering encouragement from God, and I asked her last weekend 
if she had a word for me. She pulled me aside later and told me what she believed the Lord had 
told her about me. As we discussed it, I shared that I felt God was doing a deep healing in me 
from very old wounds; but she replied that she sensed a lot of my pain was from recent day-to-
day offenses that I was holding onto, and I was weighed down by that unforgiveness.  
 
I don't like to think that I harbor unforgiveness, but she was dead-on. I had lots of small recent 
hurts that I had allowed to become a huge, ugly, overwhelming pile. The foxes had definitely 
taken over the vineyard, and the resulting fruit was depression and self-pity. I needed to get 
those cute little guys under control.  
 
People will always fall short in loving me, but I have the choice whether or not to stay offended. I 
can see myself as a victim or I can assume the best about others and allow them to be less than 
perfect. I can let little things snowball and become big or I can do my part to resolve small 
misunderstandings and hurts while they are still small.  
 
I know how to love others and extend grace, but I need to remember to actually do it. The 
alternative is to allow resentment and to build a wall between myself and the God who died to 
set me free.  
 
I have been given the responsibility of tending to my own vineyard so that the fruit will be sweet 
instead of bitter. It is always my job to catch those foxes. 
�



Real Stories –  Our Family, Our Kids -  by Trisha Porter 
 
Our world had been turned upside down due to one little individual named Joseph. Joseph’s 
small world came crashing down on him February 12, 2015, when he was removed from his 
home. He was just 3 1/2 years old, and had always lived with his mother and grandmother.  He 
had never before been removed, so what we would consider chaos and a less-than-perfect 
home life was his “normal.” And in one night, everything changed.  
 
Joseph arrived at our home crying, not wanting to be there and yelling for his mother. His big, 
brown eyes were filled with fear as he stared at our large family. No familiar furniture. No 
familiar toys. No familiar rooms. No familiar faces. I can only imagine what was going through 
his head. Our kids invited him to play with them and brought him toys. They were so sweet, kind 
and tender with him. He softened and finally went upstairs to play while Eric and I sat at the 
table with our agency worker and two child welfare workers to fill out all the necessary 
paperwork. Within 15 to 20 minutes, Madi (our oldest) came running downstairs and said, “He’s 
laughing and smiling now! And he really likes bubbles!”  
 

Our kids were rock stars. 
My husband, Eric, was a rock star. 

I, on the other hand…didn’t feel like one. 
 

We had just been in a car accident the same night that Joseph arrived. A mustang ran into our 
back tire (which could have completely been avoided), and totaled our van.  However, Eric got 
ticketed for “not yielding to oncoming traffic.” What?! There was no doubt in my mind that we 
were a victim of road rage, but there was also no doubt in my mind that Satan was trying to do 
whatever he could to keep Joseph out of our house. 
 
I was filled with fear and anxiety. When fear stepped in, my faith stepped out. Joseph’s favorite 
word was “No,” and “Defiance” was his middle name. Everything was a battle and I felt like our 
world was out of control. I like order (so does God, right? He’s a God of order!) and now 
everything felt out of order. I felt like a miniature terrorist moved into our house and I cried more 
than I care to talk about.  I wanted our old lives back. I felt like a horrible person, which as you 
can imagine only furthered guilt and shame. But here’s the deal. If you look back at the last 
several sentences, there’s a common word: I.  
 
I was throwing my own pity party and drowning in selfishness, but thankfully, with God’s help 
and support of church and friends, I popped the proverbial balloons and ended the pity party. 
God helped me to see Joseph through His eyes. The little guy didn’t sign up to be in foster care, 
but we did sign up to help him.  

 
Was it easy? 

NO WAY. 
Dying to self hurts a lot 

 
However, there’s no way that it compares to the pain our little man went through. So, for the 
time we had him, we poured as much love as we could into him, taught him about Jesus, and 
prayed for supernatural healing.  
 

Foster care is not for the faint of heart. But if God calls us, He equips us. 
 



We have not had any foster placements since Joseph, but we have supported several families 
with resources and babysitting. Our full-time job is equipping churches to care for the orphan, so 
we do quite a bit of traveling. We realized that it was nearly impossible to foster with all the 
mandatory meetings and visits. And we have felt the calling to adopt for several years, so 
currently we are waiting for a placement for adoption through foster care. And we are “all the 
feels” concerning our future child that we don’t know yet, but God certainly does! We know He 
has the perfect fit for our family. And please understand that I don’t mean “easy,” when I say, 
“perfect.” Let’s be honest, none of my kids have been easy! Parenting isn't easy.  
 

So why would we choose to adopt? 
Why would anyone choose to foster? 
Because we were adopted by God. 

 
And the truth is that caring for orphans is not a suggestion; it’s a mandate. (Take a look at 
James 1:27.) We serve a good God! It can be scary to step forward and say, “Yes,” but truly, 
that’s what God is looking for - a willing heart.  
 
It was the scariest thing to say “yes” to God (back in 2011) when He asked us to leave full-time 
youth ministry to become U.S. missionaries and equip churches to care for the children in their 
own backyard and around the world. But as soon as we said yes, He provided the peace, 
strength and guidance we needed.  
 

Has it been easy? 
No way! 
Worth it? 

Absolutely. 
 
Here’s the thing: our minds are a little skewed by the concept of the “American Dream.” We are 
not called to comfort, but to combat. We are not fighting against flesh and blood (or child 
welfare…or judges…or biological parents). Our fight is against the enemy. And he wants those 
who can’t speak up for themselves, but we are to FIGHT for the vulnerable! It’s kingdom work. 
It’s worthy work.  It’s much more so than the 3-bedroom, 2-car, 2.5 kids dream. (I’m a little 
curious about that .5 kid…) 
 
We’re not all called to foster or adopt, but we’re all called to do something. Do you know a foster 
or adoptive family?  
 
Here are some ways to care for those who have taken in an orphan: 
 

 Help them. 
 Offer to babysit. 
 Take them a meal.  
 PRAY FOR THEM.  
 Find out when the kids’ birthdays are and buy them a gift.  
 Maybe your small group could “adopt” a foster/adoptive family.  

 
It takes a village to raise a child, so be intentional about being part of that village.  
 
Change your mindset from “those” families and “those” kids to OUR family and OUR kids.  
 



Will it be hard sometimes? 
Yes it will. 

Will it be worth it? 
Absolutely. 

 
 
 
 
 

Bio:  
Trish Porter and her husband, Eric, have been married 18 years and have four children: 
Madison (14), Isaac (12), Kale (9) and Halle Jo (6). Eric and Trisha are the founders of 
Backyard Orphans, a 501c3 ministry that exists to equip the church to care for the orphan in 
their own backyard. There are 408,000 children in the U.S. foster care system. Their prayer is 
that one day, there will be more families waiting on children, than children waiting on families. 
Find out more at backyardorphans.org.  
In addition to being orphan care missionaries, Trish homeschools her children (dreaming of 
public school occasionally), likes doing stand-up comedy, enjoys speaking to women’s groups, 
and loves teaching piano lessons. But mostly, she just loves being with her family.  
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FRESH THYME - That Dormant State – by Marcy Lytle 

There’s a time in all our lives where we feel like nothing is happening, we’re not moving forward, 
we’re not growing, and time is just flying by…and nothing is happening.  Ever felt that way?  I 
know some young adults feel that way when they can’t seem to progress in their career.  They 
feel stuck.  Young moms feel that way while raising small children, as they watch life race by, 
while they struggle to get a grilled cheese and pickles for lunch while piles of laundry are 
waiting.  Everyone feels like their own life pauses at times, while others seem to glide by them 
on the gondolas of life toward some beautiful scenery and luscious vineyard… 

Did you know there’s a reason for dormancy?  Surely, we all know that plants go dormant in the 
winter, but why do they?   According to gardenknowhow.com, “this period of rest is crucial to 
their survival in order to regrow each year.”  During the stress of extreme heat, plants quit 
blooming to conserve what little moisture is available.  During the winter months, plants also go 
dormant – not dead – but just they lose their animation for a while.  And in the winter, if the 
dormancy is broken too soon, the plant can die, if another freeze occurs. 

Pretty interesting, isn’t it?  Nature teaches us so much about life, the importance of sunshine 
and water, but also the importance of slowing down and conserving energy…in order to respond 
and rejuvenate ourselves come spring. 

I think Christmas time ought to be the time of dormancy for most of us, from the busyness and 
stress of life, but it often is just the opposite.  It’s become one of the most stressful times of the 
year for so many, and on our YOU page, we have some tips for slowing down to enjoy the 
season. 

Dormancy can be a good thing, when the stress of life is too much.  It’s okay to be still, enjoy 
silence, and lose our visibility for a while…because it gives us a chance to dig deeper and 
conserve energy.  Every living thing needs rest. 

Psalm 23 says he restores our soul, but only after lying around on the green grass for a bit!   

How can we be restored if we aren’t first rested? 

Take a walk in your yard, look at your garden, and observe nature this time of year.  The leaves 
have fallen, the skies are gray, and there’s not much color happening on a lot of our bushes and 
stems.  But that’s okay, it just means our plants are resting and waiting and longing for…spring.  
We know it well, that time of year when the ground warms up and the sun gets hotter, and rains 
start falling, and things start growing. 

I always enjoy one particular part of winter – and that is the chance to put away the lawn mower 
for a few months – because the grass stays low.   

If you feel like your life is too stressful this Christmas season, force yourself into dormancy, so 
you can rest.  If you feel like you’ve been unfruitful and hidden away for too long, start praying 
for the warm rays and rains of spring to start falling. 



Christmas is too sweet to let it pass without sitting and sipping and smiling a while, with no 
agenda or place to be.  And life is too precious to worry and wonder in our waiting, while we’re 
digging deeper to grow taller. 

It’s winter, and January hasn’t arrived yet, but it will.  Cold winds will blow and nothing will grow.  
Enjoy the white stillness, and read, create, and dig deep…or just listen and be still. 

�



I Must Not be Spiritual – by Marcy Lytle 

I recently heard a celebrity arrogantly (at least it appeared to be so) state that she realized years 
ago that “Christmas isn’t about gifts.”  And from time to time, I hear that same sentiment shared, 
as if these folks have “arrived” at some plateau above others, to where they and theirs have all 
they need, and they no longer feel the need to give gifts or receive them, but to rather “do good” 
at Christmas time. 

While that’s all sweet and spiritual (not), what she said really grated on my nerves and then 
made me angry.  I had thoughts like, “How dare she talk that way, while she sits in front of the 
TV screen making and enjoying millions?”  And I realized that I just don’t like that sentiment or 
spirituality…at all. In fact, I don’t think realizing that Christmas is not about gifts is spiritual one 
bit.  If it is, then I’m not very spiritual. 

Here’s my response to that attitude.  And yes, I realize I myself probably am touting my own 
attitude at the moment, as I write.  However, I want the other side of that coin to land and be 
seen and be picked up and considered… 

I think Christmas is ALL ABOUT THE GIFTS!  Can you hear me screaming it?  Yes, we’ve 
made it about bigger and better and more expensive and all of that nonsense, but the answer is 
not to ditch gifts in favor of patting ourselves on the back for giving in “other ways” like soup 
kitchens, volunteering, etc.  All of those are nice and wonderful and necessary and good, but so 
are the gifts! 

Wasn’t Jesus coming to earth the greatest gift of all?  God knew and saw that we needed a 
Savior so he gave and he sent.  And we get to unwrap that relationship on a daily basis, 
discovering all of the wonder and beauty of that gift – Jesus.  Amazingly, awesome, worthy of 
adoration – Jesus! 

So when we shop til we drop, and we labor to find just the “right” gift for that someone, we are 
tired – yes.  We are fretting over it being the perfect gift – yes.  But we are giving and thinking 
and loving that person by trying our best to give them something of value that they need or they 
want, or they will enjoy. 

Others might say that our labor is in vain because that person will just throw away our gift, or 
we’re giving things people won’t use, or friends don’t need another candle or tea towel or 
necklace or mug.  And that very well might be true! 

But consider this… 

When a friend hands us a gift and we unwrap it, if our attitude doesn’t stink, we are so grateful 
for their gesture of love that we give thanks and feel warm, because they loved us enough to 
search and to spend, to wrap and then give. 

When we hand a relative a gift that we shopped for, thought of for a while, and wrapped up with 
a smile, it warms our hearts too…because there’s joy and purpose and life in giving….even 
without receiving. 



If you’re stressed this season and feel like rising to a “higher” level than those of us who are still 
out there on the streets and in the stores, and you’re thinking of joining in on the shunning of gift 
giving, think again. 

It doesn’t hurt us to stress a bit over a gift. After all, death was involved in our receiving the 
greatest gift of all!  I’m for sure not saying to lay down your life over a specific gadget for him, 
one he asked for that you cannot find, but I am saying to enjoy the searching, the loving, the 
wrapping and the giving.   

And don’t think twice about whether or not the receiver is going to toss it in the trash.  Just know 
that you gave, and be happy with that obedience.  And also, don’t be the one who opens 
another gift of another candle of another scent that you’re just tired of smelling, as you wonder 
why this friend bothered to give you another gift this year. Instead, give thanks, and keep giving 
thanks, for any gift you receive, no matter how small or big. 

And if money is stressing you out and the spending and the stress of your life’s savings 
dwindling because of the giving, then that’s a problem. 

Giving can be a candy bar that cost a buck, a handwritten card that took you time and effort, a 
bundle of fresh herbs from your own garden, or as simple as a freshly baked loaf of pumpkin 
bread from your oven.   

We definitely do not need to make giving about spending big bucks, but we do need to make 
giving about seeing the needs and wants of those we love, and trying to supply at least one of 
those needs – the need to receive and be blessed by the gift of a friend. 

Merry Christmas, all.  And may we never stop giving…especially at Christmas. 



FRESH THYME – Past it – by Marcy Lytle 

I can’t get past it.  It’s been almost five months since Mom took her last breath here on earth, 
and I can’t get past the three weeks prior to that.  I remember showing up at the hospital where 
she was in pain, and talking to her, my sweet, smart, cognizant and creative mom, knowing she 
was old, but never imagining this was it.  This would be the last time we showed up to see mom 
in a room that wasn’t her own.  

What I can’t get past are her facial expressions as we heard doctors come in and give us 
reports of a punctured bile duct, and seepage in her body, and the need of yet another 
surgery…with the third one being most tricky, a re-routing of her stomach.  Hope waned and 
then it rose again, when she woke up in ICU and slowly recovered and made tiny, little steps 
across the hospital room, and took a few bites of a biscuit, as she commented, “It’s so good, 
Marcy.” 

And then it all ended.  Too quickly, that third evening after arriving at rehab, where hope ruled, 
because it was no longer a hospital, but a place, a stepping stone, across the city back to her 
own bed in her own home, where she slept three weeks prior.  And it was over.  Just like that. 

We packed up her belongings that we had carefully placed in her new room, and it all fit in a 
cardboard box that we placed in her garage the next day…and there it sits. 

I can’t get past it.  I visit my dad in the house where mom lived, and it’s a silent reminder of the 
lady who lived there just a few months ago, my mom.  It’s as if all her furnishings that once 
looked vibrant in color to me now look pale and dusty, even though the cleaning lady wipes 
them down, every Tuesday.  I visit with dad in his den, where he’s just turned off the television, 
his companion when no one is around.  We ear the ticking of the clock hanging on the wall, 
when we have no words to say, so we talk so we don’t hear it, only we still hear it.   

That ticking reminds me that time keeps going forward, even in a house that is now still and 
empty.  There are dishes in the cabinets, linens in the closets, and shoes under the bed.  There 
are clothes hanging in rows, drawers full of toiletries, and oh yes – there are so many pictures 
and photos and drawings and magnets – all part of mom’s collection of the family gifts she 
received and loved, and the places she went and enjoyed.   

And I can’t stand it, so I only visit a short time and I leave.  I back out of the driveway, glad to be 
going, while my dad is still there, sad to be lonely. 

I can’t get past it.  My mother-in-law is in a facility, where she knows no one and doesn’t even 
recognize the food on her plate, or how to use a utensil to move it to her mouth.  She’s got what 
many elderly people have – dementia.  Oh, she’s joyful enough.  She claps her hand and 
wiggles her tongue and then she looks at my eyes, longing to recognize me, but it just doesn’t 
happen.  And she answers my question, “What did you do today?” with a response, “Oh just this 
and that, and jardyone over there.” Yes, I don’t understand that word either, but it’s what her 
brain tells her to speak, and we smile and we grimace, and we hurt and we cry. 



She’s been there a long time now, away from where she once planted flowers in her own 
backyard garden, and sat in her swing, and listened to her little bird chirp in its cage,  because 
that home is no longer hers.  Her home now is one bed, one television, and one chair for 
visitors.  One blanket, one drawer, and one small closet for coverings.   

Our visits are never long, because there’s no visiting to be done, when the mind is blank, and 
the meal is done, and we’ve wiped her hands, and kissed her forehead, and sang a song, to 
which she perfectly harmonizes the tune – but only the spiritual ones – the kind that live in her 
heart, not her brain. 

I can’t get past it.  Some days, like today, I’m sad all day long as I weep and feel lost and I 
wonder and I worry about my own future as time keeps marching, and clocks keep ticking, and 
birthdays keep rolling by.  Grandkids keep growing, and seasons keep changing, and I keep 
waking up day after day…to remember mom, stop by to see dad, and visit her. 

Today was a hard day, a long one, and my heart ached to see her in the kitchen making gravy 
for the turkey, while each family member arrived one by one.  My mind tried to comprehend and 
realize how my dad must feel when he’s 92 and his legs are tired and his house is still, and yet 
his friends are waiting to receive their bag of pecans for Christmas.  My thoughts are wondering 
about Jerry (my mother-in-law) at that facility, and if she’s aware that she’s lost it all and that 
she has seven kids that she raised to know God, to sing songs, and to work hard, and to give to 
others in love. 

I can’t get past it, today.  And part of me wants to forget those three weeks in the hospital, and 
my mom’s sweet face.  Part of me wants to stay away from my childhood home where the 
boxes of pictures and faded pillows and knickknacks frame that clock that still ticks so loudly 
and steadily.  The last part of me wants to scream and kick, as if that would help me understand 
why dementia, and cancer, walk hand in hand with so many I know and I love and I pray for… 

And so I cry. I cry tears and I pray prayers and call out and He listens, because he always does, 
and He cares, because it’s who He is, and he knows because he’s always been, and then… 

I get up and go to the kitchen and I write.  I pour out my heart as my fingers click and my heart 
ticks, much like that clock that annoys and yet gives rhythm for breathing and talking and being. 

But the battery will die, and a new one will have to be inserted, or the clock will be of no use, 
because it won’t serve the purpose for which it was made.  If it’s going to hang there and tell 
time, then it’s got to have fresh power, and someone else has to do it, because it can’t 
exchange the dead for the new by itself. 

And then I remember that the new batteries are essential to enjoying the ticking of the clock for 
now.  I know that in the drawer are replacements for the old, so I can joyfully enjoy that clock on 
the wall, ticking and all. 

That’s how I get past it. 



The new for the old.  It’s the promise that is told.  It’s the hope that we live for and the 
anticipation we die for. 

I breathe in deeply, the tears are now gone, and I get up from my belly where I wailed and I 
wept.  And I get past it…for now. 

�



FRESH THYME - Spots and Wrinkles by Marcy Lytle 

Remember when you got your first pimple, and from then on you dreaded waking up in the 
morning on the day of a big event, only to see another…and another?  Those blemishes were 
the worst, right?  You just knew he was looking past your eyes right towards that bump on your 
cheek, and wondering about the size and shape of that ugly red spot that ruined your beauty he 
once so admired. 

Adulthood comes, and finally those blemishes go away, but as we get older, something new 
emerges on our skin – those dreaded age spots and fine lines called wrinkles!  They start 
appearing so soon!  And while there are many “remedies” out there to hide and cover the spots, 
and to lessen the wrinkles, most of us don’t have the time, money, or energy to keep up with 
that race against aging, where aging always wins! 

I’ve got a few age spots on my left cheek, and I really notice them in close-up pictures.  I think 
I’ve covered them with makeup, but they make their way back to the surface come day’s end, 
and they make me look…well…old.  Wrinkles and spots are appearing on all of my friends 
around my same age (except those redheads – they just don’t grow old!).   

I was thinking about these spots one day when I remembered a verse in an old song I used to 
sing in church as a kid, a tune that was quite catchy and odd, but I still known it well.  And it said 
something about one day being without “spot or wrinkle.”  The way we sang it just rolled off the 
tongue like one word instead of three, like spotorwrinkle.   And I often smiled as we sang it.  So I 
thought I’d look it up in the bible and see if there is such a promise of having our spots and 
wrinkles removed! 

And I found it, in Ephesians 5! It says, 

 …Christ loved the church. He gave up his life for her to make her holy and clean, washed by 
the cleansing of God’s word.  He did this to present her to himself as a glorious church without a 
spot or wrinkle or any other blemish. Instead, she will be holy and without fault.  

I’m sure those spots and wrinkles referred to here do not refer to spots and wrinkles on our 
faces…or do they?  Every part of the aging process is leading us right up to death’s door, and 
each spot or wrinkle that appears only reminds us that youth fades and old age comes in 
screaming loud and clear, “You’re mortal!” 

But the cool thing is that Jesus came so that I could not only be whole and clean on the inside, 
but he is going to give me a new body too.   

Look at this verse in II Corinthians 5, 

For we know that when this earthly tent we live in is taken down (that is, when we die and leave 
this earthly body), we will have a house in heaven, an eternal body made for us by God himself 
and not by human hands. We grow weary in our present bodies, and we long to put on our 
heavenly bodies like new clothing. For we will put on heavenly bodies; we will not be spirits 
without bodies. .. 



There you go, ladies!   

Let your spots make their appearance, and those wrinkles line up on your face that dare to 
discourage your youthful appearance and life.  And don’t be ashamed of any of them, at all!  
There’s this suitor that’s been wooing us since we were created in our mother’s womb, and he 
has been gazing into our hearts since day one, looking past all of those blemishes that he 
knows are going to pop up, spread out, or sink deep over the years. 

In fact, his gaze never veers, and his embrace never lessens, and his admiration never 
ceases…because of our spots.  It’s because of our spots that he loves us! 

Isn’t that cool? 

I’m going to look in the mirror, apply my makeup, and then head out to face the world as I age, 
because the Ageless One has called me to dance and I will…knowing all spots and wrinkles will 
soon be gone forever in that heavenly body he has for me…without spot or wrinkle! 
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