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Seven 4 You - JIC – Just in Case – by Marcy Lytle 

A familiar scene in our car is this… 

We pull out of a drive-thru, drive to a shady spot to park and eat our food, and open up our sack 
to discover there’s no fork.  Frustration ensues and bad thoughts emerge toward the person 
who sacked our food and forgot this all important utensil!  This happened recently, and I opened 
my glove compartment and dug around and there it was – a fork enclosed in plastic – one we 
had not used from some other time before.  Imagine my exclamation of delight as I said, “Here it 
is!” and my husband smiled, and we ate our dinner. 

I’ve said a million times that I’m going to make a JIC jar or pouch – Just in Case – filled with all 
of those things you need at any given moment when you’re out away from the house.  I’m pretty 
sure I wrote about this a few years back, but I’ve added some things to what would be in my jar.  
Here they are, and I’d love to know what you’d put in yours! 

All of these are from the Dollar Store except the lotion – it was from TJ Maxx – and it’s our fave! 

1. A razor! – Now that I’m older and don’t shave very often, there are times when I get in 
the car and there it is as the sunlight hits my legs – that stray hair I missed!  A razor (and 
a little bottle of lotion!?) will do my legs some good! 

2. Fork and spoon – This one is obvious, as mentioned in my story above. 
3. Tiny screwdriver – We’ve needed this on many occasions with kids in tow when we’ve 

purchased toys for the road toward our destination, only to find out the battery 
compartment doesn’t open without this tiny tool! Tears roll until we stop by Best Buy to 
spend money for yet another tool that we already have at home. 

4. Scissors – You know, the time you buy a new shirt and need to cut off the tag so you 
can wear it now, or you need to open that package that came in the mail, or there’s a 
string hanging from the hem of your skirt – you need something to cut those things open 
or off! I found a small manicure set that includes scissors and clippers – another item 
often needed when out! 

5. Lotion – These travel sizes are great but you’ll need to change them out often.  Here 
where I live, the heat in the car makes them smell bad after a while!  But my husband 
and I both have needed lotion many times in the car, because we hurried to leave and 
forgot…and our arms looked all pasty and white! 

6. Peppermints – I don’t normally love peppermints, but there are times when a stomach is 
unsettled or breath is unfit for breathing, and we need one of these to calm and freshen! 
I like the puffy kind, old-fashioned and tasty! 

7. Lint roller – I’ve needed these SO many times when I get into the car and realize there’s 
fuzz on a sweater or shirt!  It’s great to have one of these handy for getting the job done! 

I could go on and on, but the glove box is small, so there’s only so much one can fit inside.  I 
think these jars or pouches would sell.  But hey, until then, I’m keeping my own JIC pouch 
tucked away and filled for that next outing, until I realize something else I’m missing that I have 
to have! 
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The Dressing – A Little Paint – by Marcy Lytle 

When I was young and began wearing makeup; and showing an interest in fashion and all kinds 
of accessories, I remember having a conversation with my mom.  At that time, I suppose there 
was a small controversy among moms raising their little girls into women about “too much” in 
the way of fashion or making up the face.  Mom said something that made me laugh and has 
always stuck with me.   

She said, “A little paint never hurt anyone.” And then she proceeded to talk about how dull barns 
always look better with a new paint job.  From that day forward, I embraced my love of putting 
on a little of this and trying a bit of that in order to present a fun new look everywhere I go. 

This month, at the end of a long, hot summer, I thought it would be fun to share how a little color 
(paint!) adds so much to the most drab of ensembles! 

A Belt – Take a look at this navy floral print.  I started to just add a brown belt and sandals, and 
step out.  However, a mustard-hue in a belt seemed just the thing…and I happened to have 
sandals to match!  There was no mustard or yellow coloring in the dress, but adding it just made 
the navy background pop! 

https://www.target.com/p/women-s-grace-satin-knotted-slide-sandals-who-what-wear-
153/-/A-53169820?preselect=53095990#lnk=sametab 

 

A Bag – This outfit is just gray and white, so really any little painted accessory would be great.  I 
happened to have chosen one of my favorite totes, designed by Susan Michutka.  I literally carry 
this tote everywhere, especially to the theater for stashing candy and drinks inside!  It’s so cute 
and adds all kind of color to an otherwise plain outfit!  Visit this website and order one for 
yourself. 

https://fineartamerica.com/profiles/susan-michutka/art 

 

Red, for sure – Red goes with so much, and we sometimes forget about the power of this 
particular color of paint!  Take a palette of similar colors, in this case hues of gray, and add a 
bag or a pair of shoes in a bold red color.  This elevates your look to a whole other level, like 
that barn that gets a slathering of barnyard red paint! 

https://www.dsw.com/en/us/product/urban-expressions-ringo-expossed-zipper-
clutch/423912?cm_mmc=CSE-_-GPS-_-G_Shopping_Accessories-_-
New_Accessories&cadevice=c&gclid=EAIaIQobChMIqoyXkIOS3AIVUb7ACh3WZQ9dEAQYBS
ABEgJsgPD_BwE 

 



Pink on top – I’m not a fan of pink, never have been.  I drove out of town to find my baby girl 
clothes in colors other than pink when she was small.  However, once in a while, a pink blouse 
will catch my eye.  It’s really all one needs to wear, with denim capris.  Nothing else is needed.  
Your barn is covered! 

https://www.loft.com/lace-trim-clean-
tee/473855?skuId=25535600&defaultColor=8470&catid=catl000011 

Orange stripes – I think most everyone has white tees and denim capris or shorts.  To add a 
pop of color or paint, try one of these sheer long dusters that are everywhere.  These are great 
for wearing on into early fall, as well.  And the hue of orange is good for both seasons, summer 
and fall! 

https://www.forever21.com/us/shop/catalog/product/F21/outerwear_lightweight/2000267630/02?
mrkgcl=1207&mrkgadid=3293970166&utm_source=google&utm_medium=cpc&utm_campaign
=PLA_-
_NB%7CHigh%7CW%7CApparel&utm_term=455992694131_product_type_womens_apparel_
product_type_outerwear_product_type_kim&utm_content=(not_set)&product_id=200026763002
4&adpos=1o1&creative=274603382058&device=c&matchtype=&network=g&gclid=EAIaIQobCh
MInpCIpIGS3AIVyrfACh1i3wZlEAQYASABEgIpyvD_BwE 

Black?  - Yes, black can be the pop of color you need to wear.  Sometimes, it can be so 
dramatic, if you wear a rich black sandal, or add a black and white cardigan or blouse.  Again, 
your background can be any sort of neutral at all, and that’s what makes black really pop! 

https://www.aldoshoes.com/us/en_US/Villarosa-Black/p/49999126-97 

Summer Coral – Coral is a late, summer hue that can also slide into early fall.  I love pairing it 
with khaki, in the form of a necklace or a cuff bracelet.  For a big swath of paint around the neck 
go for a bold necklace, not a dainty one! 

https://www.jcpenney.com/p/nicole-by-nicole-miller-womens-collar-
necklace/ppr5007627648?pTmplType=regular&catId=SearchResults&searchTerm=coral+neckl
ace&productGridView=medium&N=1408&selectedSKUId=05433270026&facetSelected=color 

What colors are you using to paint your barn this month?  Just take a look through your closet at 
what you have and what you wear normally, and try adding one of these ideas to make your 
barn look brand new!  I know, we aren’t barns, but for the sake of this story, the analogy 
works… 

Thanks Mom, for reminding me about that bucket of paint! 

 



Selah’s Style - Pineapple-ize It – by Selah Irwin 
 
I don't know how.  
I don't know why.  
But somehow pineapples have become my favorite DIY!  
I guess we were just star-crossed DIY'ers.  
And lucky for us, nothing screams summer like a beautiful pineapple. 
 
Why not brighten your night with this cute pineapple light? Start with a dill pickle jar. Clean it, of 
course! Paint it yellow, let it dry then add my favorite part, what i like to call, kauai eyes! Next, 
take the plain old lid and spruce it up by using a glue gun to attach some fake leaves. This gives 
the pineapple appearance. Then comes the simplest step of all. Drop in a battery powered tea 
light and you are good to go! 
 
Is your room giving you summer gloom? I have a way to fix it all! Make a pineapple for your wall! 
First, take a cardboard box and use a razor blade to cut the shape of a pineapple (parental 
guidance suggested.) Next, paint the pineapple yellow and the top green. Now, it’s time to get 
creative. Scavenge your house for all the yellow and green craft supplies you can muster. 
Lastly, use the supplies to create a fabulous mosaic. Of course, add the kauai eyes! 
 
This one is a little bit tricky. I sewed a pineapple plush for my bed. It’s a great place to rest your 
head! Start by cutting two identical pineapple shapes out of fabric. Face them inside out and 
stitch the outline. Leave a couple inches unsewn at the bottom. Turn your fabric right side out 
and stuff! Stitch the last two inches shut and don't forget to glue on felt kauai eyes! 
 
What could be more cheery than wearing a pineapple on your neck? I made a pineapple 
necklace by using my glue gun to make a glue shaped pineapple on a wet cutting board. Make 
sure to wet the cutting board or the shape will stick! While it is still tacky poke a hole so you can 
add a chain. Once the shape is dry, use nail polish to add color.  Ba-da-bing ba-da-boom! You 
have a spectacular summer accessory.  
 
I don't know about you but I am a sucker for succulents!  You are probably wondering, "Selah! 
How do pineapples and succulents go together?" Well, I will tell you. It’s easier than you think! 
First wash out a large yogurt container. Next, paint it yellow. It may take two or three coats. You 
will have to use paint primer first to get the paint to stick. Once that dries, add details of your 
choosing. Pick out a succulent that looks the most like a pineapple. Plant it with a bit of potting 
soil. That’s it! Super simple, succulent style! 
 
I’m sure there are hundreds of ways to pineapple-ize your life. This is just the beginning! Be free 
to use your creativity and get crafty! 
�



In the Kitchen – Kid-Friendly – by Marcy Lytle 

School is starting up and dinners will need to be simple and easy and tasty and all that jazz, for 
the kiddos.  It’s great to make grown-up dinners with spices and flavors that we like, but 
sometimes it’s nice to cater to the kids so that they too feel like a meal has been designed just 
for them!  It’s also fun to include them in the process, when we can!   

Below are a few recipes for meals that we think the kids won’t sneer at, when showing up at the 
table, and a couple of desserts that the kids can make (with a little help, of course.)  We tried 
these out a few weeks ago, while we were all staying in a hotel that only had a stovetop, and it 
was a bit chaotic – so the pics aren’t the best! 

Try one, and let us know what you think! 

Tater Tot Nachos 

 1 bag frozen tater tots (28 oz) 
 1 lb ground beef or turkey 
 2 ½ tsp taco seasoning 
 1 can black beans, rinsed and drained 
 1 ½ cups shredded cheddar cheese 
 ½ c diced tomatoes 
 ¼ cup diced red onions 
 Avocado cubed 

Bake or fry the tots per direction on package, then arrange on a foil lined baking sheet. (I didn’t 
have an oven, so fried them in a pan in butter – and it worked!).  

Preheat oven to 350 degrees. 

Add ground beef and taco seasoning to a large pan over med heat and cook through.   

Sprinkle beef atop tots, then add black beans and cheese.  Bake til cheese melts, about 3 
minutes. 

Remove from oven and top with the tomatoes, onion, and avocado. (We served all the toppings 
in bowls so kids could pick and choose.) 

Eat immediately. 

Chicken/White Cheddar Spaghetti 

 ¾ lb thin spaghetti 
 3 T butter 
 1 cup diced yellow onion 
 2 T flour 
 1 cup chicken stock 
 1 cup milk 



 ½ lb sharp white cheddar cheese 
 1 T chopped jalapenos plus ½ T juice (I omitted this) 
 ½ tsp cumin 
 S&P 
 2 cups cooked shredded chicken (I used a rotisserie) 
 3 T chopped cilantro 

Bring large pot of water to boil and cook spaghetti til al dente; drain.  Remove hot pot to burner 
and melt the butter, and saute onions til softened, about 5 minutes.  Stir in the flour and cook 2 
minutes. 

Slowly whisk in chicken stock and milk, then increase heat to thicken sauce.  Sprinkle in grated 
cheese and stir to melt evenly.   

Stir in cumin, S&P, jalap and juice (if adding), chicken, spaghetti and cilantro. Toss to coat. 
Taste and adjust seasonings. 

Serve warm, with more cilantro. 

Crescent Mozzarella Dippers 

 1 can Pillsbury refrigerated crescent dinner rolls (8oz) 
 12 tsp marinara sauce 
 6 mozzarella cheese sticks, halved 
 2 T melted butter 
 1 tsp Italian seasoning 
 2 T grated Parmesan 

Heat oven to 375 degrees. 

Unroll dough on ungreased cookie sheet and cut into 12 equal rectangles.  Top each one with 1 
tsp marinara sauce (barely 1 tsp or less, as it runs out when rolling!).  Roll up, pinch seams 
shut, and place seam-side down on the sheet. 

In small bowl, mix melted butter and Italian seasoning, then brush on top of each stick.  Sprinkle 
with the Parm. 

Bake 12-15 minutes til golden brown.  Serve hot with additional sauce for dipping! 

 

Strawberry Lemon Popsicles 

 Popsicle molds 
 Lemons 
 Strawberries 



Mix lemon with water in a large glass – you can add a bit of sugar if you like.  Slice the 
strawberries. 

Carefully pour the juice into each mold, then add about 4 thin slices of strawberries in each. 

Place in the freezer and enjoy when they’re ready!  So pretty! 

 

Cake in a Mug 

 1 box of cake in a mug (in the boxed cake mix aisle) 
 4 coffee mugs 
 Sprinkles 

Follow directions on the box for the cake.  Basically, you just empty a pouch into a mug, add a 
bit of water and stir.  After they finish baking in the microwave (they will look dry and done on 
the top) you open the pouches and empty the frosting and spread.  Add sprinkles if you wish 
(we used mini M&Ms).  Let them cool, then pass out and enjoy! 



Tried and True – Stop with the Asking! – by Marcy Lytle 

We go to the movies and are asked if we want to “round up” our amount to go to Stars of Hope. 

We walk into a restaurant and there’s a band playing, with a tip jar.   

We read an email from an orphanage where a friend works, in need of donations. 

We open the mail and there’s a letter from a teen going on a mission trip, asking for funds. 

We get a call from our children and their car is having trouble, and repairs are expensive. 

We receive an email asking us to walk for a cure, for a friend’s child who needs healing. 

We then get a reminder that our sponsored child has a birthday coming up soon. 

We are asked at church to donate funds to that new floor or for those new lights, much needed. 

We get cute pop-ups on FB from our friends asking us to buy products from their school kids. 

We are greeted by a neighbor’s child selling lemonade and we feel obliged to buy. 

We see yet another GoFund me page pop up for what?  Kids college tution? 

We can’t believe there’s another birthday party on the calendar…we need to get a gift! 

Are you tired of reading that list? I sometimes want to scream, “Stop with the asking!”  

All of those events above can happen to us over and over again, within a few days’ time, until 
our heads are spinning.  Sure, dropping a dollar in a cup for a cold drink is one thing.  But 
donating to all sorts of causes can break our banks, while our hearts are breaking too!  We 
definitely want cures, we want our sponsored kids to have birthday gifts, we desire to bless 
those starving artists…and oh yes, we have our own families to care for and bless as well! 

There are days when I ignore every single request that comes across my path, because I’m 
spent (pun intended) and don’t want to be asked to give another dime. There are other days 
when something in particular catches my eye and I give, on a whim, in the moment, and don’t 
look back. 

I know that I don’t expect my friends to give or buy everything I’m promoting or asking for.  They 
just can’t.  So I don’t need to feel guilty that I can’t give to everything either.  But some days I 
do. 

Here are my general rules for giving, when it comes to all of these requests that come along our 
way every day… 

 Pray about those important ones, especially ones that are asking for lots of money.  Talk 
to your spouse.  Agree on amount.  Then give, or not.  And don’t feel bad. 

 Drop a dollar in the lemonade cup, and bless a child, if you have the cash.  Why not? 



 Ignore the absurdities of some of the requests, and pray for that person or that event, 
even if you don’t agree with the way it’s being handled.  We never know why people are 
asking the way they do. 

 Support your church, in whatever way you can.  Even a little bit helps. 
 Take care of your family, and don’t neglect them.  When you bless your own kids, they 

can then bless others. 
 Some causes don’t even use much of the donations for really good purposes. Read and 

be informed. 
 If you can’t give, don’t think the cause is worthy, or can’t believe they’re asking AGAIN, 

then pray.  That’s a gift we can all give without reservation. 

Enjoy your blessings, give thanks for all that you have, and be generous.  But if it’s a season 
where money is tight, then rest and receive from Him while you wait to be in position to give 
once again.   
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Practical Parenting – The Fear List – by Marcy Lytle 

Parenting is one of most daunting jobs in life, perhaps the most.  I once heard someone on TV 
say it like this:  We are given a huge manual with instructions in multiple languages when we 
purchase an appliance, but when we bring home a baby we are given nothing but the baby.  
There in our homes, we then are expected to raise healthy, smart, creative and contributing 
human beings in this world, and hope that they love Jesus, too.  And in the middle of all of those 
years of raising them, sending them out into the world, and watching them as adults, there’s this 
list of fears that grows and grows, like: 

 I hope they don’t get that deadly virus going around at school. 
 Is that friend a good one?  I just don’t know… 
 How in the world can we afford sports for each child? 
 And a car when they’re teens? 
 In fact, I don’t want my kids to ever drive. Do I really have to let them? 
 Should I let her spend the night over there? 
 What if someone grabs my child like I saw on TV? 
 Swimming with friends at summer camp scares me. 
 Dating, when and how do I navigate these waters? 
 What if they choose a mate that’s not right for them? 
 How will they make it financially in this unstable economy? 
 College…student loans…it all gives me a headache. 
 Sex, yikes!  I can’t even go there…I’ll just lock up my kids in their rooms. 

You can add your own worries and fears to this list, as it becomes a mile long over decades of 
raising kids.  And the list doesn’t shrink when they’re grown, as I well know. Worry for adult kids 
is sometimes the worst, because as parents we aren’t allowed, and it’s usually not best, to step 
in and solve our married kids’ problems! 

That fear list is a peace destroyer for sure, and creates great burdens for parents.  These 
burdens of fear, that we aren’t meant to carry, can weigh us down over time and cause marital 
stress between us and our spouses, friction between our kids and us, and just downright loss of 
sleep and early emergence of gray hairs if we let them! 

I remember fearing many things before they happened, and then looking back to give thanks 
that we made it through those “what-if’s” just fine. 

If you’re in the throes of parenting and your worry list is filling up an entire notebook, I’m here to 
encourage you and offer you hope.  It’s a given that our kids will fall and skin their knees as 
toddlers, as that’s part of learning to walk.  It’s normal for our kids to make mistakes on the 
playing field in sports, as that’s how they learn to press through and emerge above 
disappointment and failures.  And although those types of hurts seem small in comparison to 
say an unwanted pregnancy, the truth is that our kids are going to face hardships in life.  The 
Bible says in this world we will all have trials and tests. 



And it will never be easy to see our kids drive away with their new driver’s license in hand, or 
make a huge life decision that we don’t feel good about, or end up lost on a path of destruction.  
These things are super hard and impossible, in our own strength, to press through without fear 
and worry. 

Rather than try to rid ourselves of all worries, because they come out of nowhere sometimes 
and smack us in the gut, we can learn what to do with those worries before they land imprinted 
and embedded into a list we carry with us constantly.  There are reasons for the verses and 
song lyrics that start with action words like: cast all your care on Him, lay your burdens down, 
give thanks in all situations, praise Him in the storm, etc. 

Imagine yourself on the banks of a river with a pocket full of stones that are weighing down your 
pants and causing you discomfort as you walk.  Take them out one by one, and name them.  As 
you feel each stone in your hand, position it just right and toss it out across the water to skip, or 
just drop it in to sink.  But let go of each stone until your pockets are empty.  Let them sink into 
the river of his care and provision and love, even when you cannot see beneath the surface of 
where you cast them. 

We may never understand this side of eternity why our kids have to suffer or go through a 
particular experience, but we can know for sure that fear about it all does not have to rule their 
lives or ours.  As one fear appears on our list, we can quickly mark it out with the truth of the 
good Father who loves our kids more than we do.  He made them, he created them for a 
purpose, and we can do our best…and leave the rest to Him.  We can have full confidence that 
he will never quit pursuing them so that they know his love for them, just like he pursues us. 

What’s on your list, or in your pocket?  Take a look and daily scratch out the fears or toss them 
in the river by casting, laying, giving, or praising…as often as it takes to see them disappear. 
Talk to other older parents and see how they made it through, and glean from their wisdom.  
Then lean back on His shoulders, take a deep breath, and enjoy a cool rest under the shade he 
provides from the heat of the day. 

�
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I Don’t Do Teens – Addiction – by Marcy Lytle 

Hopefully, our teens don’t become addicted to drugs or alcohol.  No parent wants that for our 
kids…ever.  Especially as a teen!  But there are other things our kids can become addicted to 
that we have to watch as well, like playing video games or eating too much junk food.  It’s a 
hard job to teach and train teens to do all things well and in moderation! However, there’s one 
area of addiction we may not realize that our kids start experiencing in the teen years.  In fact, 
it’s an area where we became addicted at the same age, and we still hang on to the bad habit 
now. 

That addiction is wrong-thinking and speaking. Some people may call it stinking-thinking, or 
negativity, or all sorts of adjectives to describe it.  Just what is wrong thinking?  It’s thinking 
things about ourselves that are contrary to what God says and thinks about us. 

He says we are fearfully and wonderfully made – We say we are ugly, fat, and a mess. 

He says all things work together for good – We say we are losers and always will be. 

He says he loves us. Period.  – We say he only loves us when we perform at our best level. 

He says he forgives and forgets – We say how can he forgive, when we can’t forgive ourselves? 

He says his ways are perfect – We say his ways are too hard. 

He says we shall not lack any good thing – We say he’s not good because we can’t have that. 

He says that he hears and answers prayer – We say he doesn’t care and isn’t listening. 

The list goes on and on, and if we aren’t pumping the truth into our teens about what God says 
and who he is, they will start believing and saying whatever culture tells them, whatever 
thoughts enter their minds, and whatever feels easiest at the moment. 

Cars don’t run on empty tanks.  They have to be filled with gas, and not just any gas.  It has to 
be gas that is good, not full of other impurities that dilute it or affect the engine or the car.  Even 
I know that, and I know very little about cars.  We have to open the tanks, connect the source, 
and pump.  And we have to do this over and over again as we travel and use up the gas. 

Just because our kids hit teenage years does not mean our job is over.  Quite the contrary!  We 
need to make sure we correct our messed up thinking and speaking, and that we are careful to 
demonstrate His goodness and truth to them.  This is the best way to pump the truth into our 
kids – by example. 

If we notice our kids talking and thinking and turning their faces downward in addictive and 
negative behaviors, we can take inventory of their tanks, and the source to which they’re 
connected.  We can make sure what we’re sharing with them is true and good and lovely and 
pure. 



Addiction isn’t just a behavior we learn from doing something too much. It can become a way of 
life because we run dry too much and impurities set in.  We then think that running on a half 
empty tank, or with a car that putters and sputters, is the norm. 

Let’s give our kids a full tank of the truth and watch them live freely, without addiction to 
negativity and wrong thinking.   Start with the truths above.  Look up the verses in the bible that 
say those things and read them often, with your children.  Hang those verses on the fridge, write 
them on notes in their lunch, leave a sticky on their steering wheel, and pray them over dinner. 

Let’s break the addiction together. 



Life as I Know It - Submission, my farewell lesson – by Erica Simmons 

 

This will be my final installment of my column “Life as I know It” and writing it has proven harder 

than I thought. As I look back over the three years I have had the opportunity to write it, I can’t 

help but think about all the lessons I shared. I can’t do that without thinking about how I continue 

to turn back to so many of them not only as a parent, but also as a Christian.  

Over the years, month after month, I have learned and transformed so much. The biggest and 

most important lesson learned; although I am a single parent, is that I am not parenting alone. I 

have the best partner, one who I can always depend and lean on. If only He could have washed 

clothes, bathed and fed children, and changed diapers (just kidding.) He gave me the strength 

to do all that and so much more.  

My farewell comes with perhaps the most important lesson I have learned as a parent: 

submission. I think the hardest thing about parenting for me, especially once my boys hit high 

school, was the amount of competition I had as the boys’ source of information. I can spend all 

day talking about regretting how I did things, but it won’t change anything. It won’t change the 

habits or ideas they picked up that are contrary to my beliefs, personal and spiritual. So here we 

are on the precipice of them stepping out into the world on their own terms and I have come to 

realize that talking will not change anything. Only one thing will, and that is submission. 

Submission to His truth. 

We are currently using a series about character traits with the youth group at my church. A few 

weeks ago I taught on authenticity and the lesson used the verse Romans 12:2 which states,  

Do not be conformed to this world, but be transformed by the renewal of your 
mind, that by testing you may discern what is the will of God, what is good and 
acceptable and perfect.  

A few short weeks later I found myself negotiating with one of my boys about a habit he had that 

I did not like. We started the conversation on the ride to church and before we could get there 

this verse came to mind. I had a - What are you doing? - moment. You see, as parents we can’t 

give one millimeter to the enemy, it will never be enough. Once he has us retreating, he will 

keep us retreating until we say, “Enough!” and the ground we have given up becomes a battle to 

regain. 



So I said no to the enemy’s tactics. I was afraid, afraid that my son was on a slippery slope with 

this habit, and fear became the enemy’s territory. I then dragged myself back into my heavenly 

Father’s territory of faith and submitted my thoughts to His thoughts, His truth, His word. 

Submission is such a small and simple word for the huge task that it is. Think about it. This 

world exhibits the polar opposite of submission. In our world, it is all about conquering, 

dominating, winning, and being the alpha. Submission is seen as a place of weakness. When 

wrestling, and one’s opponent has the upper hand in a hold, to get out of that hold one has to 

submit or tap out. Oh, but our God, He always uses what the world views as weakness to show 

His strength. To take a position of submission is to take the ultimate position, the one of trust, 

totally, completely, utter trust in Him. It’s like an infant child that leans on her parents, and just 

as pure, because this infant knows nothing else. Knowledge is what makes submission hard 

sometimes. Our experiences brings us knowledge and often that knowledge is counter to God’s 

word. When a mother, father, husband or friend breaks that trust, we bring that distrust into our 

relationship with God, and to shut out that pain and disappointment takes a huge amount of 

strength on our part.  

As I think about all the lessons I have written about over the years,  

I realize none of them means a thing if I don’t submit to the truth of them. 

This brings me back to my boys, who I really should quit calling boys, and to the topic that was 

given to me this month, the topic of our youth camp this year, Jordan and Jerimiah’s final year. 

Finally, the reason I will not spend one second regretting how I did things with the boys is 

because I KNOW over the years that they have encountered truth over and over again. They 

just need to have the strength to submit to the truths of God’s word. They too need to come to 

the realization that all the wonderful topics of the past camps are not possible without 

submission. They need to come into the knowledge that life is hard, painful, and disappointing, 

and submitting to His peace in those times will be their strength. Therefore, I will be spending 

my time, up to and through camp, in prayer and fasting for the breaking of the enemy’s lies in 

their lives and for the submission of my young men’s hearts to God. 

This is the best any parent could ever wish for. 

 

 

 



Prologue 

As I think about this chapter of my life coming to a close, I am reminded of how chapters in the 
books I love to read often come to a conclusion with the revelation of some important 
information that sets up the next chapter. So in like manner, I will end this chapter in the same 
manner. Coming in next month’s issue will be my newly named column, “God’s Simple Truths.”  

I pray that God has used “Life as I know It” to reach those who needed to hear an encouraging 
word. I look forward to continuing to serve as a conduit for His truth in my new articles. To God 
be the glory forever and ever. Amen. 



The Family Practice - Keeping Promises   by Brandi Oman 

In parenthood, we have so many battles with what is expected of us from our children, our parents, our spouse or 
significant other and what we can actually do. We say we are going to do something and sometimes life happens, or we 
simply have a change of heart and choose something different. This can have a rippling effect of emotions from different 
people towards us. 

This past school year I PROMISED Caiden I would take him to the beach as long as he reached a specific reading goal 
in school. Caiden worked so hard every day in and out of the classroom to reach that goal. At the end of the year his 
report card reflected that he had reached his goals and was expecting what was promised to him. So I saved up a little 
bit of money and split the cost with Alen and a couple of friends.  

Caiden had a blast on the beach!  

The week leading up to the beach I began to get sick and was so tempted to cancel my plans. As Friday neared, 
Caiden’s excitement grew and I knew I couldn’t let him down. So we loaded up the truck with tissues and medicine in 
hand and drove down there.  

What stood out the most to me was Caiden’s excitement.  

He caught fish and other sea animals. He played so hard and was so excited. He kept telling me how much he was 
enjoying the trip. I just prayed like mad that I could feel better to be more hands-on with him. These memories will be with 
him for a long time.  

I know as a mother, I have the ability to give and take away from my son. I know I could have canceled my plans to go to 
the coast because I really was unwell, but I would have lost so much more if I had done so. Caiden would have felt lied to 
and betrayed. I had to honor him and keep my promises. I hope what he took from our trip was fun with his family, that 
he earned this trip with hard work, that his mother was honest and kept her word…and that he must be an honorable 
person as well.  

Sometimes as adults and as parents, we forget that our kids are just human as we are. They need to be respected just 
as much as we do. This is how we keep them productive, encouraged and self-confident adults. As parents, we are 
tasked with a beautiful gift to lead and guide our children’s hearts on the right path, and our Father is the best role model.  

It’s okay. We will mess up sometimes. But for me, this time, I just tried to take a few minutes to think how my decision 
would affect Caiden in the long run.  

Therefore I tell you, whatever you ask for in prayer, believe that you have received it, and it will be yours. 

Mark 11:24 

�



A Night to Remember – Rock, not Roll – by Marcy Lytle  

There’s this song from way back that we used to love with a phrase that says, “He’s the rock 
that doesn’t roll,” referring to Jesus – our strong tower – our rock on which we stand.  He 
doesn’t ever move or shake beneath our foundation, as He is the real deal – a sure thing!  This 
month, as school begins and kids are immersed in a sea of outside activities, what better way to 
secure their hope than to remind them that Jesus is indeed their rock that doesn’t roll! 

Preparation: Find a place in your neighborhood or city where there are large rocks, or one 
particularly large rock, one by which you can spread a picnic blanket.  For us, we are using the 
round rock in a city close by, appropriately named Round Rock!  Either take 3-4 rocks per child 
or let them find them, when you arrive.  Include paintbrushes and paints, stickers or jewels, cups 
of water, and you’re ready to roll. You might want to bring a plastic mat for drying. 

Let’s talk about rocks! 

Read I Samuel 2:2.  Why do you think the bible refers to God as being a rock? Rocks are solid 
and strong, and big ones provide coverage from storms!  Just like God!  (Ask the kids to 
observe the rocks around them and the ones they have collected and describe their properties, 
i.e. smooth, pretty in texture and color, hard, etc.) 

Read Psalm 18:2. Rock, fortress, shield and horn – do we know what these mean?  (He 
protects, keeps us and like horns on animals – guards us from enemies!)  Isn’t that so cool?  
(Let the kids paint one rock.  They can write or paint stripes or shapes, whatever they like!) 

Read Psalm 18:31.  Let’s answer that question.  Is there anything else in our life that is 
indestructible and strong, like a big rock?  Houses, cars, our clothes, our cars, our toys, all 
break and need repairs over time.  But God, because he is like a rock, just remains strong 
forever!  We can count on him to always be there for us.  (Ask the kids to paint another rock and 
perhaps glue on jewels or place stickers to make it pretty.) 

Read Matthew 7:24, 25.  These verses say that those who build their houses on the rock are 
wise.  Imagine if we built our houses on the sand that blows away with the wind.  What would 
happen?  Why do we need rock beneath our houses?  It’s the same way with building our lives.  
We just have Jesus, so that when we are tempted at school to cheat, lie, be mean to a friend, or 
disobey, we remember that we have Jesus – the rock that doesn’t roll – beneath us and for us.  
He always comes through for us when we ask!  (Ask the kids to paint their final rocks and lay 
them out to dry.) 

Enjoy family time on the blanket, by talking more about rocks or just enjoying the beauty of 
God’s creation. 

When the family returns home, let the kids place their painted rocks in the garden or yard as a 
display and a reminder throughout the year of God – our Rock.   



Pray together and give thanks to the Rock, our Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ!   He never 
changes, he covers us, he loves us, and he’s there for us, keeping us strong against all storms 
that come our way! 

�



 

 

Tiny Living - Furry Tales – by Leyanne Enterline 
 
Somehow, my volunteering to watch friends’ homes and pets so that I can have a washer and 
dryer has turned into quite the business. It has been such a blessing to even get a gift card for 
watching someone’s pet because I feel like I’m getting the best deal!  
 
We get a pet for a week, a cooler home than the trailer, a washer and dryer…and now payment! 
That part has been so nice!  
 
Moving around every week has been a bit of a challenge, though. It does get confusing at times 
trying to remember in which drawer the silverware sits, or where the pots and pans go. Along 
with each pet, we get very funny stories. Every day something new happens, some things good, 
some not so good. Like when watching a puppy that’s not quite potty-trained and stepping in 
their poop inside, twice! Or when shutting all the lights off getting into bed and a giant lab jumps 
on top of you, all ready for snuggles. And we don’t get out of bed in the middle of the night 
because we may find a furry friend tucked deep inside our sheets when we come back. There 
have been lots of shocked shrieks from each one of us with many stories to tell.  
 
Each dog comes with his/her own vices. Some get super itchy and need meds, one is afraid of 
her own shadow, and one dog refuses to eat unless the food is a treat.  There’s a dog that 
never wants to come inside, one that can’t stop swimming, one that walks us (instead of the 
other way around), one that whines the entire walk, one that thinks she’s a gigantic lap dog, one 
that steals food off the counter the second we turn around, and one that wants to play fetch all 
day.  Yet, there’s another one that has never played fetch, one that’s bigger than we are that we 
must carry in a crate, and one that only poops in the neighbor’s yard that is outside!  
 
As I sit and type this story, the kiddos have been swimming and throwing a ball for eight hours, 
off and on, to the dog that will never stop swimming. All should sleep well tonight!  
 
I asked the kids, 
 
“Which dog is your favorite one to watch?” 
 
And they responded, “The one we’re with!”  
 
The boys have been very responsible taking on tasks for each pup. Walking, feeding, playing, 
petting, etc., they are now pros! They even water gardens and plants, and retrieve mail.   
 
We’ll be busy pet sitting off and on for the next five months, and we look forward to each new 
adventure that may come!  



 

 

 

 

 
YOU 

 
 
 
 

 



Under the Influence – There’s a Place – by Marcy Lytle 

We recently sang a song with this phrase as part of the lyrics, “In my Father’s House there’s a 
place for me, I’m a child of God, Yes, I am!”  I’ve heard and sang that song many times, but this 
particular day the words meant something new and fresh to me.  It’s because I was feeling out 
of place, out of sorts, and out of touch…and here’s why. 

I think all women, in all phases of life, enter places and situations where they feel they don’t 
have a place.  Maybe a mom with a special needs child feels she has no place at the table on a 
playground with other moms that have kids off playing, while they sit visiting.  Single women feel 
out of sorts when all the married girls are giggling and showing pictures of their new homes, 
babies, and latest date night with him.  And young teen girls really have difficulties finding their 
place among the sea of popular girls, the plethora of fashion choices, and the cliques already 
made when they are new at a school or church. 

In my phase of life, entering the decade of my 60’s, I have found myself wondering what my 
place will be as I age.  My mom passed last year and I observed her lose her footing as she 
aged, due to not being able to hear and enter into conversations over the family dinner table.  I 
could tell she was disappointed when she was no longer able to shop with us girls, but instead 
sat and waited or even stayed at home.  It was hard to watch, and I know it was hard for her to 
experience. 

Our society values youth, it’s just a plain and hard fact.  Youth have the creativity and ideas that 
people want to hear and consider.  Youth have the energy and strength that companies want.  
Wisdom of the aged, discernment that comes from living a long life, and the fun times we too 
can offer as older and wiser people is sometimes not sought after, and it’s hard.  I could set up 
an entire pity party if I go on, inviting you all to join, but I’m stopping here to say this… 

When I heard those words recently in that song, I grabbed them up for myself!  The truth is that I 
do have a place – always and forever – because I belong to Him.  There’s always a place for 
me, and he will help me figure out what it is, and thrive in it.  There are a few women older than I 
am that I admire greatly, because of their grace and ease with what they do.  At least that’s how 
it appears. 

I have a dear friend that loves doting on babies, attending baby showers, and greeting people at 
the door of our church.  She’s awesome at it, and I would really miss her if she wasn’t there!  
The young moms love her! 

I knew an older woman that taught and preached, wearing very cute outfits I might add (with 
matching shoes) and she was sought after, listened to more than most, and everyone loved her 
feisty character and words of wisdom, and how she shared them! 

I watched my own mom, though she lost some familiar places, take a seat at her desk and 
manage a business until her dying weeks at age 89. 



I have this choice to observe those who give up on life and waste away in complaining and 
sorrowing over what used to be, or I can take those lyrics to heart and find my place every year, 
as I change, grow older, love Him more, and yes, even as my energy may fade just a bit. 

I don’t know what that will look like, but I do know that just as with every other transition in life 
from single to married, to being a mom, to watching my kids leave, etc. He has been with me.  It 
hasn’t always been easy transitioning, just like birthing pains hurt like heck, but there’s been joy 
afterwards that returns…when the transition is over. 

I don’t know if my younger friends enjoy my company, want to hear what I have to say, or will 
even seek me out for advice. I’m going to quit pining over the fact that they may not.  I want to 
live life to the fullest with each day, one day at a time.  My son-in-law reminded me of the fact 
that yesterday is gone, tomorrow is not promised, so today is a gift – to be used and enjoyed.  

I’m 60.  I have been for about eight months now, and I’m going to embrace it.  Others can say 
that 60 is the new 40, and that’s okay, but it’s not true.  60 is 60. Six decades I have lived and 
my face and body show it, and so does my spirit.  I’ve worked through bitterness, 
disappointments and loss.  I’ve experienced new life, renewed hope and expectation.  And I’m 
pretty sure I’ve got lots more time to experience a lot more, with a happy face instead of a 
tablecloth spread for party for whiners like me. 

Will you join me, if you too feel as if you don’t have a place in whatever season in life you find 
yourself?  There’s always a place for me, and for you, because we belong to Him.  We can just 
ask him and he’ll take us by the hand and lead us there.   



Strengthening Your Core – Death Required – by Marcy Lytle 

I admit it.  I think about death often, why it occurs and why it even has to occur, this side of 
heaven.  I’ve also wondered (which I may have written about before) why Jesus had to come 
and suffer before his death.  Why couldn’t there just be the crucifixion quickly and concisely, 
without pain or loss of friends and blood and dignity, and salvation still be ours? 

We all are taught that without dying to self, there is no life in Him.  This makes perfect sense, 
especially when observing seeds in the ground and reading that verse about the death of a 
seed.  Without that death process, there can be no life spring forth from the ground into all of 
that beauty and produce that we admire and enjoy.  Somehow, we come to acknowledge and 
believe and recognize that our rotten core, i.e. selfishness, greed, lust, etc. needs redemption.  
And the only way that happens is to die to those things so that his grace, love, mercy, faith and 
hope can emerge.  We all want that…don’t we? 

However, we all grimace and gripe and grope with the notion and the reality that death came 
from Adam and Eve, because of their sin.  Because they messed up, we all now have to deal 
with death and dying of our bodies, our loved ones, little children, and friends…all too soon.  
And that just doesn’t make sense.  We didn’t even commit that first crime, yet we are suffering 
the consequences.  And somehow, we see that whole scenario as some mistake, something 
that took God by surprise, something that broke that he had to fix.  Therefore, it’s hard to see 
any good at all in death of the body, until that resurrection day, which in and of itself is a hard 
concept to grasp with our finite minds. 

I was thinking about all of this just this morning, as I was cleaning my bathroom floor and 
praying (praying while cleaning is what I do) for my friends who are struggling with disease, 
disorders and diagnoses that are scary and sad.   

What if…this plan of dying in our flesh WAS part of God’s plan from the beginning?  I’d like to 
think he knew the risk and the possibility and probability that his creation would deny and 
disobey his words, and that he set in motion this path toward redemption long before that first 
bite of the forbidden.  He knew that death was on the horizon when he created life.  And yet he 
still created. 

What kind of Father would create life, knowing that death was sure to follow because that which 
he created would rise up against him in self-promotion, fists raised to the sky, demanding their 
own paths and ideas? 

Our Father did.  He knew death would occur and swipe the earth from time to time, and 
eventually get to each and every body on this planet, prior to His return.  He knew his creation 
would question why and that each person would wail and cry, in sorrow and pain, indescribable 
and real.  And yet, he created and he offered that choice, and he ushered His creation away 
from his presence into a life of toil and strife once they disobeyed. 

Our Father knew, and knows, that in death there’s this beautiful transformation – even more 
beautiful than the original that he created.  Take that seed, I mentioned above.  It’s an ugly 
round peanut of a thing that gets buried under dirt.  Certainly, it’s part of his creation, but nothing 



to behold…at all.  Until that seed dies, gets buried, and emerges through the dirt toward the sun 
into its full beauty, we have no use or interest in that seed. 

I have to believe that full beauty, fullness of life and hope and all things good only occurs after 
death.  Death is something we all try to avoid at all costs, because we cannot grapple with the 
thought of that gaping void that occurs when someone dies. 

I am taking comfort this morning in knowing that He knew, He knows, and He’s best.  He knows 
our pain, our sorrow, our suffering, just like he knew it in the life of his own son, as he was 
betrayed, beaten, and buried.  And for some unknown reason…all of the suffering Jesus went 
through was necessary.  It brought about a greater good that you and I will never fully 
understand perhaps, but we reap the benefits of it daily as we live on this earth.  

For some reason… 

Death is required of all of us, body and soul, so that we can take on a reverent beauty as we 
emerge from the dirt toward the sun in all of the glory for which we were intended to 
experience…in His image. 

Experiencing a death of some kind in your life at the moment?  Unable to push through a recent 
death that has interrupted your life?  Or, are you facing death in the near future of someone you 
dearly love? 

Somehow, once we know that it is required of all of us, it never takes Him by surprise, and He 
had and has a plan for all things good to emerge once death takes place…we can then get back 
to pursuing peace and find it.  And peace is promised to those who mourn, as joy emerges in 
the morning. 



Healthy Habits – Self-Care Rules – by Marcy Lytle 

Some people get manicures or massages on a regular basis.  Others enjoy a long bike ride 
alone, away from the madness of the day.  And still others relax with a good book, curled up on 
the sofa, and rejuvenate by escaping into the pages of an exciting story.  We all have ways that 
we enjoy self-care, those activities that give us a break from full minds, schedules, and lives.  
And too often, those self-care activities get pushed to the back burner and never happen, until 
we’re so stressed we’re about to explode.   

I’m guilty of feeling guilty about taking down time to rest…and I sometimes have to make myself 
stop and: 

 Water my garden by hand, watching the water fall into the dirt beneath my plants, feeling 
the coolness of it run through my fingers, and marveling at all things in nature made by 
His hand.  This settles my frantic heart. 

 Close my laptop and walk away into another part of the house, pick up a magazine and 
thumb through the pages of fashion ideas, home decorating inspiration or fun crafts to 
do with the kids.  This renews my creativity that gets stifled among the routine work of 
the day. 

 Open my bible app or the pages of my hardbound Bible and read an entire chapter that 
describes his character and his love, and then choose to believe it.  This relaxes my 
mind, soul and spirit. 

 Put on my walking shoes, step outside with no agenda in mind except to walk and 
observe the sun and the clouds, feel the wind on my face, and smile at the rhythm of a 
good walk soaking up some vitamin D on my skin.  This releases tension and stress. 

 Voice out loud my thanks for many things like health, kids, family, provision, a house, a 
car, clothes and food, etc. until my heart leaps within me knowing I’ve pleased Him.  This 
strengthens and renews my hope. 

 Fall on my knees and cry and release every worry, every fear, every heartache, and 
every disappointment as he in turn releases His comfort over me, like no one else can 
give.  This untangles the knots in my stomach. 

 Venture out to a movie where I can sit and enjoy a bag of popcorn as I watch a two-hour 
film away from the chores, the cleaning and the calling…as I sink into the comfort of 
those huge chairs that are now available in theaters.  This is just plain fun and makes 
me happy. 

Your list probably looks quite different from mine.  You have your own list of stressors that you 
have to choose to walk away from, close up, or release as you pamper yourself and renew your 
strength. 

Lay aside the guilt or the worry about what won’t get done today, and purpose to do one thing to 
take care of yourself, without justifying it, explaining it or feeling ashamed of it.  Your body 
needs a break, your mind needs to chill, and your spirit needs the truth.  Let self-care rule. 

�



Created for Life - Media Mania – by Ginny Hurley 
 
I decided to write this article after listening to various and sundry discussions about the 
dire epidemic of Facebook, Instagram, News, Google, etc.  It seemed to me that people 
were taking a side for or against.  As I pondered that, I actually asked the Father what 
He thought about it.  So here is what I acknowledged from that encounter. 
 
When I asked Him about Facebook and Instagram, I felt a sense of fun and laughter.  It 
was as if He was asking me what I felt about it.  I realized I love to see pictures of old 
friends, their children and grandchildren.  I love funny dog posts and silly photos and 
videos.  I love words of life and encouraging testimonies.  There is a world that comes 
alive that I would never see if I didn’t get to observe it from another’s adventure.  
Missionaries and those out of reach can feel a sense of belonging when they can 
connect through media.  I get to be a part of someone’s wedding far away, or observe a 
baby being born.  My close friends can share quickly and show me details of their 
journey in a particular area.  I can stay connected to people I used to work with or go to 
church with, and keep in touch with people I really like but no longer see regularly. 
 
On the downside, it can be addicting and I know people who are on it all the time.  It can 
lead to a false sense of true life, if you don’t realize people are posting joyful moments 
and special events.  I personally don’t want to see someone’s horrific traumas; unless it 
is a prayer request or call for support and encouragement.  Then, I love to share truths 
and hope to people that are in hard times.   
 
I admit to checking Facebook throughout the day, and felt a conviction to say no to times 
when I was busy and had no need to look.  So I decided for me, I will enjoy it and also 
pause before I check it.  That works for me and I don’t feel obligated either way.   
 
Mainstream media can actually make me mad, so I am tempted to remain ignorant, yet 
believe how important it is to stay alert and wise to what is going on.  Therefore, I 
recommend and try to check out the sources, the background, and research TRUTH!  I 
have certain people that I trust and will go online to their pages to see what they are 
saying.  Deception comes from what people think they know and so many times, the 
whole background and root is false with no foundation.  Today’s media is so biased that 
they really believe what they are saying.  Hate and violence are the result of prejudice 
and dishonor.   

 
Isaiah 59:14 

“Justice is turned back, and righteousness stands afar off; For truth has fallen in 
the street, and equity cannot enter.” 

 
What shall we do?  Jesus already redeemed this sad offense!  He is the Way and He 
wants us to be His love experts, releasing truth by caring and bringing hope and life to 
others.  He can’t be kicked out of our world.  He owns it!  He saved it!  He loves it!  He 
gave us the keys to expand hope, life, and truth.  Our enemy is not the media, but the 
one who breeds lies, chaos, and hatred.  He twists a word that is good and makes it evil.  
He is the father of lies and brings devastation wherever he is free. 

 
Isaiah 32:1-4 

“Behold, a King will reign in righteousness, and princes will rule with justice. A 
man will be as a hiding place from the wind, and a cover from the tempest, as rivers of 



water in a dry place, as the shadow of a great rock in a weary land. The eyes of those 
who see will not be dim. The ears of those who hear will listen.  Also the heart of the 

rash will understand knowledge, and the tongue of stammerers will be ready to speak 
plainly.” 

 
Our calling is sure and true!  We are the mouthpieces of love, hope, honor, truth, and 
life.  God is a GOOD FATHER!  He never deserts His children!  The gospel is GOOD 
NEWS!  Our media is reaching thousands and they are responding in hope and courage! 
 
Do your homework!  Read history from the letters written by our forefathers.  Check out 
the Library of Science.  What was really spoken, written, hidden, and prayed?  Go to the 
original sources.  Religion has killed many great ideas and followers, but real 
Relationship with a God of love never disappoints.  Our nation was founded on both.   
 
“Those who desire principles above Presence seek a kingdom without a king.” - Bill 
Johnson 
 
We cheapen our words by reducing righteousness and a relationship with the Creator to 
a series of laws and performance.  His grace is made perfect in love.   
 
May our nation, and all the world, hear from Heaven’s media itself, and may we enjoy 
communication in whatever way we feel best fits our lifestyle and who we are!  Jesus is 
fun to be with and His words always bring life and liberty to all who hear. 
 
  



Life Right Now –  Just One Season – by Bethany Gomez 

(Summer Goal Update) 

Summer is quickly coming to an end, as it usually does, but this time I am not as 
disappointed. It is more of a bittersweet feeling. In my last article, if you didn’t get a chance 
to read it, I shared about not wanting to waste my summer break away, so I set a few goals 
for myself because time is precious. For those of you that did read it and are maybe curious 
how I am doing on my summer goals, I wanted to take a moment here to share some of my 
progress. 

 Get my passport: I’m happy to report I started this process. I ordered a copy of my long-
form birth certificate (which is needed to get a passport, by the way.) My passport should 
be arriving in the mail shortly. 

 Read a Proverbs a day: Let’s just say I am still reading the Proverbs, but regretfully, it 
hasn’t been every day. God’s grace abounds. 

 Read The Purpose Driven Life: I am currently on day 18 of 40! One chapter a day is how 
it is intended to be read and I was quick to realize why. So far, Gods truths in each 
chapter have packed a powerful punch to my soul, and sometimes it takes a little time to 
fully grasp it all. 

 Take an art class (specifically a painting class): Still working on this one. 
 Finish a craft project: I am proud to say I have completed one project. It was inspired by 

Pinterest and also by my family’s most recent vacation. We took a trip to one of our 
favorite places, the beach. My mom and I collected some seashells while on our trip and 
after we got back she wanted to change her kitchen décor to a beach theme. I took 
those seashells and made her an art piece for her newly decorated kitchen.   

 Run a 5K: I’m making progress on this goal. On Monday, June 25th I jogged 3 miles 
without stopping! 

 Try as many new things as possible: I can say I have made an effort to try new things. 
So far I have tried oysters and jack fruit.  Didn’t hate them, but didn’t love them. I visited 
a few new places and restaurants that include Alamo Drafthouse, the Central Public 
Library in downtown Austin, a coffee shop called Halcyon (don’t recommend because of 
the poor service, but they serve a great tasting iced chai latte), Urban Eats + Drinks, 
(highly recommend, great service and yummy food), Nancy’s Sky Garden, a great place 
to get yummy healthy food, and a place called Iron Horse Bar and Grill (delicious 
burgers in New Braunfels.) 

 Spend more time with God and my family and friends old and new: my progress here 
has been the most special and rewarding out of this entire journey. 
 

There is a phrase my parents often say to me, "A lot can change in a year". Usually, this is 
spoken as a way to bring hope in the midst of my singleness. It does sometimes, but other times 
I don't care to hear it. Nonetheless, as I was going about accomplishing these goals I set for 
myself this summer I realized that this statement is very true in another area of my life; the most 
important area of my life. My relationship with God. It has greatly changed over the course of 
about a year, especially during my summer. My relationship with Him has grown stronger and 
deeper. The more I seek Him the more I desire to know Him more and more. 



My summer journey has brought about another change. God has been showing me that it is 
okay to be me; the person He made me to be with all my natural abilities and unique 
personality. I have realized that if I try to be someone I’m not, then I am basically telling Him I 
reject His wisdom in creating me.  

When I was growing up, I envied others that weren’t like me – the ones that made friends easily 
and everyone seemed to want to be their friend. I'm not saying I wanted a ton of friends, but just 
one or two friends that I really connected with where it was an equal measure of desiring to 
want to hang out with each other and being able to share anything with each other. I also envied 
the ones that seemed to fit in wherever they went. My older sister became that one person that 
understood me and truly loved me for me. She was and still is my closest friend and I am so 
thankful to God for giving me someone like her in my life.  However, I still longed for a few more 
really close friends in my life.  

Over time, I learned to accept that since I was shy and introverted I just wouldn’t have that many 
close, close friends. My friendship with my sister and God brought enough contentment in my 
life that I was able to forget about that longing. 

Recently, I have grown in confidence in the person God created me to be. I believe that 
because of my desire to seek more of God in my life He has begun to fullfill that past, long lost 
desire in my heart for deeper, closer friendships. 

Psalm 37:4 says, 

Delight yourself in the Lord, and he will give you the desires of your heart. 

Many of us have heard and seen this verse many times, including myself, but what does it truly 
mean? I feel like God is saying if we seek Him with all our hearts and find fulfillment in Him 
alone, He will give us the longings of our hearts, the things He longs for us to have.  

 If we “seek first the Kingdom of God and His righteousness, all these things will be added to 
you” (all of us!) 

When I began truly and earnestly seeking and delighting in God and the things that He delights 
in, then my desires began to line up with His desires for my life. One of His desires for my life, 
and all our lives, is to love Him and love others. God desires that we love and build 
relationships. I have started to step out of my comfort zone and take initiative to seek 
friendships with new people and God has honored that. 

So yes, a lot can change in a year. A lot can change in a moment, especially a moment spent 
with God. In my case, a more true statement could be, 

“A lot can change in a summer.” 
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In This Together – Forever Altered – by Charissa Corbin 
 
Two years ago, we made the long journey to Alaska to set up residence for several years. I was 
34-weeks pregnant with our first child, trying to quickly establish our new home, and adjust to 
life in The Last Frontier. Then six weeks later, our lives were forever changed when we 
welcomed our beautiful daughter.  
 
Can you pinpoint moments in your life that forever changed your course?  
 
Can you remember exactly where you were, what you felt like, and how you were moved in that 
particular moment?  
 
I can.  
 
I still remember the moment I dedicated my life to Christ and the overwhelming sensation that 
rolled through my body as I felt Christ move through me. I remember the moment I accepted a 
scholarship to Appalachian State University, scared and excited, as I knew I would leave behind 
everything familiar to me. As much as my wedding day was a blur, I’ll never forget the look of 
my husband’s face as I walked down the aisle, and the vows we promised one another before 
God, our family, and friends. Fast forward to two years ago, when our first child was born. That 
final push took every last bit of energy from me but as I gazed at my daughter for the first time I 
felt immediate peace, complete adoration, and overwhelming joy. I looked at my husband with 
tears streaming down both of our faces, and we knew that in that moment our lives changed for 
the better.    
 
I am now a month away from giving birth to our second baby girl. A month away from another 
life-altering experience. I’m nervous, anxious, excited, and overwhelmed all at the same time. I 
feel like I still don’t have a handle on raising my first daughter.  
 
Will I be able to raise two?  
 
Will my marriage take a hit as we deal with a toddler and newborn?  
 
All of these thoughts run through my mind, but as I reflect on the moments in my past, they were 
all moments that altered my life for the good. I may have never anticipated them, but they were 
all part of a grander plan.  
 
“For I know the plans I have for you, declares the Lord, plans to prosper you and not to harm 
you; plans to give you hope and a future.” – Jeremiah 29:11  
 
I’ve probably recited this verse a million times over the course of my life. In the good and bad 
moments that altered my life in some way, I know God’s plan for that moment is much more 
than I could ever imagine. That knowledge in itself gives me peace.  
 
Soak in the good moments, reflect on the bad ones, and trust that God’s plan will prevail.  
�
�
�
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Date Night Fun – On the Floor – by Marcy Lytle 

August is a hot month where I live.  It’s like summer wants to blow its last hot breath over the 
city to make us all wilt into a sweaty puddle.  It’s not likely you will find many people eating 
outdoors on the patio, or even walking on trails holding hands, because it’s too darn hot!  
However, you will find people indoors under the cool air of the AC, dreaming of that first “cool 
spell” to arrive in weeks to come.  Indoor dates are a cool option for this hot month, and we 
thought we’d share five ideas for dates on the floor…for two…or more! 

Picnic Spread – We recently had a picnic for two on the floor of our living area, while we 
watched an old classic movie on the TCM channel.  It’s easy to set up.  Just spread out a 
tablecloth (did you know Five Below has cute throws for this?), place a vase of flowers off 
center, and prepare your menu TOGETHER.  We opted for skewers of sausage, yellow 
peppers, red onions, and sweet potato puffs with creole mustard for dipping sauce.  Even 
consider using cute plates and napkins, straws and cups, and serving your drink in a lovely 
carafe.  Planning the spread together is part of the romance.  Sit on the floor to watch the 
movie, then make clean-up a joint effort, as well.  This is such fun! 

https://www.fivebelow.com/cotton-printed-throw-blanket-50in-x-60in.html 

 

Jigsaw, Anyone? – If you have a large piece of thin wood or plastic, or even one of those 
rollapuzzles, this is the time to pull it out and use it!  Shop together for fun jigsaw (maybe one 
you can glue and hang for Christmas or fall!) Purchase the puzzle glue, too.  Make fun snacks 
to go with the theme of the puzzle.  For instance, if you purchase a fall scene of pumpkins and 
gourds, enjoy pepitas mixed into a trail mix, and make pumpkin bread – yes, in August!  Try not 
to get too large of a puzzle that will discourage you from the get-go, but perhaps 250-500 
pieces.  Enjoy good conversation while you fit the pieces together, and love each other while on 
the floor. 

https://www.target.com/p/four-seasons-500pc-puzzle/-/A-51319522 

 

Game Night – Make it a night of board games for the two of you, or invite another couple to 
join!  Pull out the games you haven’t played in years, perhaps four different ones.  You might 
consider Yahtzee, a card game, Monopoly, and Checkers.  Set up a timer for each game, say 
30 minutes each, then move on to the next.  You can tally scores or not.  Prepare fun snacks for 
each game that you each as you switch.  For example, with the first game serve a fun drink and 
an appetizer.  For the second, set out individual salads, and for the third a fun bowl of food.  
Finally, end with brownies for all.  Let the other couple bring half the food and maybe a game or 
two.   

https://www.rachaelraymag.com/recipes/non-alcoholic-drink-recipes 

 



Dance the Night Away – You’ve got your cell phones, you’ve got YouTube, you’ve got feet…so 
dance.  It might be one of your favorite dates, ever.  Think of at least three types of 
dances/music you can enjoy together for the evening and turn up the AC just a bit. Maybe you 
like country and he likes jazz, so start with those two.  Then add in some worship music to end 
the evening.  Dance to at least three tunes in each genre, pausing in a heap on the floor for 
laughter and drinks.  Eat your dinner beforehand, but provide three different drinks for the 
“dance floor.”  Start with a cool refreshing fizzy, in the middle enjoy flavored water, and at the 
end opt for your favorite coffee or hot drink. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=zPfjomqZuXc 

 

Movie Night and Cuddles – Pull out the blankets, the pillows, the movie snacks and drinks, 
and set up this amazing “theater” together.  Spread out several blankets, and pile up every 
pillow in the house to create this comfy spot for viewing.  Next, set up a bucket for each of you 
and fill it.  Include theater candy of your choice, a bottle of pop or flavored drink, fun socks to 
wear, a bag of popcorn, and a small gift to give the other. Pick out a movie from Netflix or rent 
one, and prop yourselves up for a theater experience like no other.  You may want to put this 
date night idea on repeat over and over again…on rainy nights or for any reason at all! 

https://www.digitaltrends.com/movies/best-movies-on-netflix/ 

 

Don’t let the heat of the day wear you out and make you miss date nights with your best friend.  
Pick one for him to plan, and then you pick one as well.  Invite friends, or have fun alone.  Pretty 
soon, the season will change and you’ll be back on patios and outdoors again.  But for now, 
stay indoors, on the floor, and enjoy! 



After 30 Years – About that Sharing – by Marcy Lytle 

We try.  We really do. 

As we’ve gotten older, we try to share meals when we go out to eat.  It’s healthier to not eat so 
much, it saves money, and it just seems plain wise to do so. However…it’s a rare moment 
indeed when we both agree on something on the menu to share.  Let me explain… 

He loves seafood and I do not.  So when he says he’s going to choose something with gumbo, 
or shrimp, I frown and say, “Never mind. I’ll get my own plate.” 

He adores mashed potatoes, and I think they’re too mushy.  When sides are an option and we 
start picking, we almost always have to just add additional ones, so that we both get what we 
want. 

He rarely wants a salad, and I often want one.   It’s definitely a rare day in our marriage when 
there’s sharing of lettuce, tomato and anything else mixed in. 

He wants meat on his pizza, and lots of it.  I’d rather have basil and broccoli and other green 
things.  If we can do half/half we do, but most often we don’t. 

My point is that we don’t like the same things on our plate.  Once in a while, however, we’ll both 
be in the mood for a burger, or a club sandwich, and we’ll half it and enjoy our meal and smile.  
But more often than not, we start off asking, “Do you want to share?” and we end up answering, 
“Nope, not this time.” 

Back when we were first married, I wanted him to like everything I liked, be everything I wanted 
him to be, and dress as I dressed him, so that we’d look good as a couple to everyone else…in 
my eyes.  Boy, what a selfish way to live, right! 

He’s become comfortable in his own skin, and I’ve come to realize that our differences are okay, 
and that they actually are okay to have – even at the dinner table!   As much as I’d love to say 
that we have learned the art of sharing a meal and being all healthy and wise, it’s not so, most 
of the time.  We look at the same menu and gravitate to opposite ends of the spectrum when it 
comes to the array of food before us.  I cannot make him order what I want all the time, and I 
certainly don’t want to eat off his plate of piled up shrimp over grits! 

Sharing is great, in marriage.  Sharing dreams is awesome and fulfilling and gives us something 
to work towards and pray about.  Sharing space as we cuddle in front of a good show or to 
listen to music or dance to the rhythms is nice and warm and wonderful.  Sharing burdens 
makes our loads lighter and offers encouragement and a hand up to the one who is weak. 

But sharing isn’t everything!  Creating our own choices in food options on menus is okay.  
Choosing our own styles of fashion is perfect, even if I don’t care for what he wears and he 
doesn’t love my chunky shoes.  Picking our own genre of reading material works, as he enjoys a 
good logic puzzle and I get lost in a novel.  And even date night ideas of where to go doesn’t 
have to be shared, because I need to enjoy where he picks, as I hope he does when I pick, as 
well.  



Whatever works for us, may not work for you.  Sharing as a couple is awesome, but so is not 
sharing and choosing something different.  And realizing this is a big step toward peace and 
happiness, and the pleasure of enjoying your salad while he eats another bite of a huge hunk of 
meat. 
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Bits and Pieces – Kids and God – by Debbie Haynes 

One of the greatest joys as grandparents is to have deep conversations with our grandkids. We 
learn so much from their innocent and literal view of life, their parents, and especially about 
God.  It’s sort of “God In a Nutshell” through a child’s eyes of understanding.  These 
conversations are best had when there is no outside pressure or distractions, such as while 
taking a long road trip when conversation is about the only option available.   

On one such trip with our oldest two granddaughters, who at the time were 7 and 4, my 
husband and I were not directly involved in the conversation between the two girls as we were 
busy talking in the front seat.  But we just caught the end of a very deep discussion:   

7 year-old Katie said, “Well, Morgan (the 4-year old) what do you expect?  You hate the House 
of God.”   

Indignant little Morgan replied, “Katie, I do not hate the House of God!”   

Logical Katie retorted, “Then why do you cry every time we go to church?”  

 Little Morgan’s reply was so totally genuine and, priceless!   

She said, tearfully, “Because they don’t got any food!”   

As my husband and I didn’t want to interrupt such a precious conversation, we tried hard to stifle 
our belly laughs as best we could but, in the backs of our minds you bet we chalked one up for 
making sure the little ones have something to eat during Sunday School!  In Matthew 15:33 
Jesus had great compassion on the multitude that had run out of food while listening to him 
preach the gospel of love and redemption and He fed them before allowing them to depart on 
their journey home. Surely, we should do the same for the littlest ones entrusted for teaching to 
our care! 

Our youngest grandson, 5-year-old Evan, revealed God in a totally different light from what most 
kids might say.  Again, while riding in the car on a road trip, we were talking about loving God. 

We asked Evan, “Do you love God?”   

His reply was, “Yes, but not that much.”   

Hmmm, well, we knew that this could go just about any direction and we were certainly anxious 
to find out which one so we asked him,  

“Evan, why don’t you love God that much?”   

Evan replied, “Well, it’s about the spankings!”   

Yes, I can see how that might be perceived and it made perfect sense!  Evan’s parents had 
used the Bible’s admonition as their defense when administering the “rod of correction” to his 
little backside!  Come to think of it, this reaction is not so unlike some adults who, so focused on 



the fear of ‘spiritual spankings,’ i.e., those things they would lose or have to give up, that they 
can’t accept the love of God!   

A few weeks ago at a family get-together, I was taking to my daughter-in-law and I said,  

“The bottom line is…” when my (wise beyond her 9 years) granddaughter Claire, interjected,  

“Jesus is the bottom line.”   

Yes, sweet Claire, He is!  

Our grandson Jake provided yet another insight to God’s complexity as seen by a 7-year-old.  
Again, driving in the car we were discussing the Sunday School topic when Jake said,  

“I used to not know anything about God, but now I do.”   

We replied, “Well, that’s wonderful, Jake! What do you know now?”   

“I know Jesus is God. I used to think He wasn’t but now I know He is!”   

On another occasion, Jake picked up a new Bible we had just purchased and turned to John 
3:16.  I was feeling so proud he did that all by himself, when he blurted out,  

“This Bible isn’t a fake!”   

“How do you know that, Jake?”   

“Because it says right here ‘His only begotten Son.’  If it says ‘begotten’ it can’t be a fake!”   

Wow.  Out of the mouths of babes! 

I’m always amazed at the sponge-like capacity that children have to absorb input.  I’m also so 
very thankful that their mothers and fathers are teaching them truths about God and His word 
and that these truths have been firmly planted in their hearts!  Jesus was partial to the children 
to the point that He chastised his very elite, the elect, and admonished them to allow the little 
children to have access to Himself.   

“I tell you the truth, unless you turn from your sins and become as little children, you will never 
get into the Kingdom of Heaven.” 

Matthew 18:3. 

Jesus loves the little children, and just like we natural grandparents do, I’m sure He finds such 
joy and hilarity in their innocent responses to Him.  I hope that even as an adult I can bring Him 
joy through my child-like responses to Him.  



Words of Wisdom – That He Did – by Sofia Herrera 

It was a Tuesday morning around 7:00 AM and I had just awakened to take my dog Lily outside, 
as I do every morning. When she jumped off my bed I realized she was dragging her back left 
leg, opposite of the leg she’d previously had surgery on in March, a few months back. I quickly 
woke up my mom and we began to discuss what the issue might be. After two hours and a 
couple phone calls to friends (who’ve had issues with their dogs in the past) we concluded that it 
was most likely a tight muscle and that we should just wait it out.  
 
Later that day, my mother’s employee and friend, Deb, came over to examine Lily as she’s been 
a caretaker for pets in the past. She ran a warm bath in which to place Lily and tried to loosen 
up the muscle. After some time, Deb was able to get Lily’s leg to bend but we could still tell that 
she was in pain. Still deciding to wait it out, my mom and I went about our day.  
 
That evening I was having coffee with a friend when my mom called me and said that she’d just 
arrived home and saw that Lily was in extreme pain. She told me she was taking Lily to the ER. 
About 30 minutes later I was able to meet her there, where I then spoke to the vet that had 
examined Lily. They diagnosed her with 1 of 3 issues. She either had a ruptured disk, or 
meningitis which was causing her to become paralyzed, or a piece of cartilage had broken off 
and was hitting a nerve. All would require a $3,500 MRI plus additional expenses of either a 
surgery with intensive recovery or medication that she would have to take every month for the 
rest of her life. All we couldn't afford. So we decided to keep her loved and comfortable until it 
was her time to go.  
 

Throughout that week,  
I was holding on to all hope and trusting that God would see this through.  

I felt like I was living in a nightmare that I couldn’t wake up from. 
 
At our last visit, we were given some medication that we were told would heal Lily’s broken 
cartilage over the next couple of days, if that was the issue. But nonetheless, when we took her 
back in for a checkup a few days later we were told that she was not getting better. Therefore, in 
much pain, Thursday, July 5th, was the day we’d decided to put Lily down. 
 
Devastated that I was about to lose my best friend, I went on with my night. I began to play out 
her life in my head like a movie; from the time I’d found her on the streets when I was just 11, to 
all the times she’d been the shoulder I’d cry on, and even up to my last moments with her. All 
my hope had been lost, but still, that 1% of me was leaning on God to miraculously save 
her...and that He did. 

 
Two hours had passed after my mom had taken Lily to be put down, and after I'd thought I'd 
seen her for the last time, my mom called. She told me that minutes before the IV was 
administered to end her suffering, the vet miraculously noticed that Lily's ACL was completely 
torn - the cause of her horrible pain and inability to function. This was far from what was 
originally diagnosed as meningitis or a ruptured disk.  
 
It was then that God smiled down and said, "Today is not your day.”  
 
Next to God, this dog has been my rock throughout all of my medical issues these past couple 
of years and I never knew that when I picked up that little puppy from the street when I was just 
11 years old that I would love and need her as much as I do now. In the beginning of Lily’s pain, 
my first words were, "I'm expecting a miracle.”  



God gave me that miracle and I was reunited with Lily. 
 
Yes, that He did for me.  
�



FIRMLY PLANTED – Friendship – by Dina Cavazos 
 
WHEN a friend calls to me from the road 
And slows his horse to a meaning walk, 
I don’t stand still and look around 
On all the hills I haven’t hoed, 
And shout from where I am, What is it? 
No, not as there is a time to talk. 
I thrust my hoe in the mellow ground, 
Blade-end up and five feet tall, 
And plod: I go up to the stone wall 
For a friendly visit. 
 
A Time to Talk by Robert Frost 
 
I love the imagery and subtlety of poetry--this one reminds me how important it is to slow down 
and take time for “now;” it reminds me that even though there are always gardening tasks to do, 
some interruptions are blessings I don’t want to miss. I’m task oriented, and not accomplishing 
something feels like a day wasted.  I have to confess I’ve been guilty of putting garden before 
fun and friends, at times.  It’s easy to slip into squeezing “extras” between the “important” stuff 
we clutter our lives with. ...But God is doing a work in me. The past several months have been 
an exercise in “resting in the mess” and I’m learning to take time for the more important things 
and let the rest untangle itself with less help from me—somehow, it does. 
 
Recently, I did something I rarely do—I went on a day trip with a beloved friend. In the many 
years I’ve lived in the beautiful Central Texas area, I’ve hardly seen any of the “must see” 
places there are around here (I’m a homebody, remember). It was her birthday, and she, being 
the adventurous, fun person she is, wanted to do something “different”—something 
spontaneous and freeing from the routine grind of work and responsibilities. It had to be fairly 
close and not expensive. She suggested visiting the Painted Churches in Schulenburg. Painted 
Churches....what the heck is that?! Whatever they are, I’m game—it’s your birthday! 
 
I drove out to her home on a hill in Elgin, a lovely drive, and we left from there. On our way to La 
Grange, we saw a shop with interesting architectural and garden stuff outside. We stopped and 
were WOWED by old and intricate doors, windows, arches and such, lighting, ironworks, 
baskets, home décor, art and artifacts from all over the world. Who would of thought? 
 
Not very far down the road we saw a place that advertised praline candy.  Jeannie, having a 
pretty fierce sweet-tooth, wanted to stop. Of course--it’s your birthday! This place wasn’t what 
we expected. Instead of an array of candies, they only had an array of pralines. They make 
them there—in the middle of nowhere—and ship them all over the world. I’m not a big fan of 
pralines, but we bought a couple and shared the calories, as friends do. They were truly 
delicious—not your ordinary praline! 
 
Around lunchtime we arrived in Schulenburg and found another jewel: a quaint, rustic restaurant 
in a garden setting. We shared a big salad (because we almost always share), and had a 
delicious cup of soup. We strolled the grounds and the gift shops before making our way to the 
Chamber of Commerce to pick up a map of the Painted Churches. Built in the 19th century by 
German and Czech immigrants, they’re scattered across several miles of scenic countryside in 
fairly remote locations. It was a beautiful drive to each one.  Out of five, we made it to four—
each was a kaleidoscope of color and intricate handcrafted detail. It was very hot and only one 



was air conditioned, so summer might not be the best time to visit. On the way we crossed an 
old one-lane bridge to get to one of the churches. We stopped to walk it and look at the creek 
flowing below. This turned out to be our favorite part! Walking the square of downtown 
Schulenburg and eating barbecue and ice cream in Bastrop ended our day before heading back 
to Elgin. 
 
It was one of the most enjoyable days I’ve ever had. The places we saw were great, but the 
best part, the experience that will stand out in my memories the most, is the time spent with my 
friend. It’s the kind of friendship that’s comfortable and easy. We can be honest and open with 
each other. We laughed and joked. As we drove, we shared our hearts and prayed together. 
 
 Next month is my birthday...any suggestions for a day-trip? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Moving Forward – Custom Made – by Pam Charro 
 
How amazing it must have been to be a foreigner in Jerusalem at Pentecost when the Holy 
Spirit came! Can you imagine what it was like to suddenly hear others speaking the wonders of 
God in a language you could understand? What a powerful way for God to usher in the Holy 
Spirit! 
 
Yet, as amazing as that experience must have been, I believe our heavenly Father longs to be 
much more personal than simply speaking our country's language with us: He wants to speak 
with each of us in our own individual language.  
 
Since he formed every person in the womb, he knows each intricate way that we have been 
hard-wired. And since he has been present in every experience we've lived through, he knows 
how those experiences have affected us. Because he has all of that knowledge and he uses it 
only for good, he is able to communicate with each person in the distinctly perfect way to make 
himself known.  
 
An example of this in my case is that I have been through a lot of harshness in my life and 
require more gentleness than possibly another person might need. God knows that I have 
wounds and insecurities from this and always gives me extra gentleness when he 
communicates with me. His kindness is like oil, flowing down into my wounds and reminding me 
how safe I am with him. He knows how to reach down into the deep places in me in order to 
make himself known. 
 
He also chooses to communicate meaning to me that might not have the same clarity and 
impact on another person. He will often relay something that will remind me of something else 
that I went through, or he will repeat something I just recently heard in order to validate its 
importance for my life at that time. Or he will give me a "flash" of information that will amaze me 
for days, but when I try to explain it to someone else, I just can't convey the "wow" in the same 
way. And it makes sense, because that message was custom made for me by the one who 
knows me best. 
 
Each of us is so wonderfully made. God knows how special and unique each one of us is, and 
he knows exactly how to speak our own individual language to us. 
�



Real Stories – Perfection Homemade – by Joy Crowhurst 

Perfection is one of the words that I fight with daily. I am constantly asking myself, "Is that good 
enough?" or "Did I do that right?" At the end of the day, I know it doesn't matter, but the Enemy 
still tugs and pulls at my mind, telling me the lies that I am not good enough and will never be 
beautiful. It can be very hard at times and I have had to learn to just let go and let God take 
complete control of my life.  

At the beginning, when I started to feel these struggles, I noticed that in Matthew 5:48 it says,  

"But you are to be perfect, even as your Father in Heaven is perfect."  

This stuck to me for many years. I was taken aback at how perfect our Heavenly Father is, and 
that no matter how hard I tried, it could never be possible to be as perfect as Him. I kept asking 
myself, "How am I supposed to be perfect, when Jesus is beyond perfect?" The truth is that it is 
absolutely impossible!  

I talked to my dad one night and he looked up what the word perfect truly meant. One of the 
definitions was, "absolute, complete; having all the desired attributes as best as it is possible.” I 
learned from this, because God never intended me to be close to perfection, but to do my 
absolute best in being whole in Christ. 

One of the ways I practice this is through my online shop, Kindred Spirits. At Kindred Spirits 
(Yes, the name is from my favorite book, Anne of Green Gables!) I sell hand-lettered Bible verse 
art, baby items, hand-sewn kitchen towels, crocheted dish cloths, and much more, as I am 
always expanding. I have always loved crocheting and sewing things for other people and for 
my hope chest. Since I enjoy it so much, I thought I could try to sell my creations. I love making 
things for other people, but I have always felt like my items need to be absolutely perfect when I 
am selling them for money. I have had to re-do things countless times.  After doing this over and 
over, I have discovered that the beauty of homemade items is the flaws in them.  Handmade 
gifts are not supposes to, and never will be, perfect.  They will always have flaws. That is the 
beauty of homemade things. I am far from perfect.  

My products from my shop are not perfect. And no matter how hard I try, they never will be. I 
know in my heart that God gave me grace and forgiveness so that I don't have to ruin my life 
with the stress and worry of everything being exactly on point. God loves me just the way I am, 
no matter the scars and hurts that are deep inside.  

We will all get nowhere if we constantly start over. I would be nowhere in my business if I 
constantly started over. Every day is still a big struggle in giving this worry to the Lord, but we all 
have to start somewhere and I am working on it! One of the key verses that sticks out to me is in 
Song of Songs 2:10,  

"He calls me beautiful one." 

 I made it the verse of my business. It is amazing to know that we are loved by such an amazing 
Father who calls us beautiful!  



You can check out my business, Kindred Spirits, on Facebook 
(https://www.facebook.com/Kindred-Spirits-114699542662920/), or you can find me on 
Instagram (@kindred__spirits_). If you are looking for a nice gift for someone, I could have just 
what you are looking for! Thank you so much for your support!  

Self bio- My name is Joy Lynn Crowhurst and I am thirteen years old. I am homeschooled and 
love to spend time with my family, craft new creations, and play violin! I enjoy delving into God's 
Word and dreaming of my future with Him. 
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FRESH THYME – No, a Holy Word? – by Marcy Lytle 

I recently read somewhere on social media that the word NO can sometimes be a holy word. I 
don’t know if I’d ever call a word holy, but using the word NO can often lead to more holy 
moments, if we allow it to exit our lips…even when we feel pressured to say YES.  I know that 
I’ve said YES many times and forfeited peace, and was so sorry later… 

Some of us have no problem saying NO in certain areas.  For example, if we’re asked to ride a 
roller coaster that flips up and down, and we know we have motion sickness, we definitely say 
NO.  “No way!”  might be our response.  If our kids want to ride their bikes without helmets on a 
busy street, we have no problem shaking our finger with a firm, “NO, sir” or “NO, ma’am.”  
Saying NO in areas where we feel unsafe, afraid, or unsure, we let the word slip off our tongue 
firmly and quickly, because it’s a no-brainer.  We’re NOT going to do that, or allow this! 

However, there are times when we should say NO, and when we do, it just might make for a 
holy answer.  What do I mean by that?  We can often lose our sense of direction, worth, and 
peace when we say YES to too much.  Therefore, when we learn to say NO when it’s healthy 
and wise to do so, we are able to breathe in deeply and really experience His presence in ways 
we would miss if we said YES. 

Here are a few areas to consider saying NO to, ones that you might not have considered before: 

If we say YES every time we’re asked to serve and volunteer and show up, we will be on the 
go constantly and miss family time, spouse time, and alone time, which is never a good thing.  
Often, we say YES to everything because we feel we will be liked or approved more if we show 
up and are seen.  But actually, seeing Him in the stillness of a moment can be life-giving, and 
enable us to give more life on the few times we do say YES. 

If we say YES to our parents because we feel pressured to perform, still at this grown age 
we’ve become, it is not a good thing. This pattern is hard to break, because sometimes our 
parents can totally try to control us, even when we’re adults with children of our own, and we 
give in because we are still afraid of them, just as we were as a child.  In this case, saying NO 
might be liberating, although hard.   Parents that try to “guilt” their grown kids into performing 
have issues, and we can pray for them.  But we don’t have to say YES to them. 

If we say YES to him or anyone at all because we are threatened physically or verbally, we 
are doing no one a favor, at all.  Control in a marriage or family or workplace that threatens and 
harms is never healthy.  We can call for help, enlist the prayers of friends, and stand up to say 
NO when we are feeling force to perform “or else.”  We weren’t created to perform, but rather to 
be loved and cherished so that we respond likewise.  And if fear of loss is holding us back, we 
can pray and ask God to create a path before us toward freedom. 

If we say YES to all the lies that filter through our minds daily that speak against our 
character, we are going to constantly live in depression and hopelessness.  It’s hard to say NO, 
if we don’t truly know the truth about who we are in Him.  We are his daughters, we are forgiven, 
we are beautifully made, and we are able to conquer and overcome all obstacles in our way!  
Anything else that surfaces and attacks those truths, we can say NO and demand them to exit 



our psyche.  If this is hard, we can read the Word and ask God for faith to receive it, so that 
when the lies return, we quickly turn to face them with a loud and firm “NO!” 

Whoever thought that only little world could bring about so much peace and rest?  That’s akin to 
holiness, we could say.  Holiness is a part of experiencing the presence of God so that we melt 
in his presence and want to be more like Him.  Jesus took time away from crowds, he stood up 
to the liar of all liars, and he refused to be tempted to disobey his Father.  It’s all because he 
knew the character of his Father and had a relationship to him as that of his Son.  

We belong to Him.  And although YES is a mighty fine word to use, sometimes the best and 
holiest answer is NO. 
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FRESH THYME - Nature Speaks – by Marcy Lytle 

We took Gideon, Ayla and Augie for five days and had camp that we called “Nature Speaks.”  It 

was so fun to go out with them each day, backpacks filled, with a plan to visit cool places 

around town and learn about God’s love by observing nature.  In case you’re looking for an 

outing, here’s what we did and how it went down! (On the HOME page there’s a free, printable 

devo devoted just to ROCKS!) 

STARS: 

One night we gathered up flashlights, printed out dot-to-dot constellations, and enjoyed hot 

toddies and animal crackers as we observed the dark night sky, as the stars began to emerge.  

For our verses, we read Genesis 15:5, Psalm 8:3 and Psalm 147:4.  We were reminded of 

God’s amazing power to light up even the darkest of nights and count the innumerable stars!  

He can do the impossible!  Finally, we went back in our hotel room and put together a glow in 

the dark puzzle, turned off the lights, and smiled… 

MOUNTAINS/HILLS:  

We don’t really have mountains in our town, but we do have hills.  We found one that has a trail 

around it, easy enough to climb, and we trekked up to the top.  Our verses were Psalm 50:10, 

148:7-10 and 50:11.  We realized that God is in control of all creation, knows every detail, and 

that even the mountains praise His name!  Afterwards, we played mini golf, that was also 

perched atop a small hill! 

WATER: 

Splash pads were our destination on this day, and we made sure we had a cooler with small 

bottled waters inside.  We passed out free waters to other kids at play.  Our verses were 

Genesis 1:9, 20 and Psalm 63:1 and 93:4.  We learned that God controls the waters and their 

boundaries and created the creatures in the water, and that He provides drink for all who are 

thirsty.  Later, we played Go Fish, Gone Fishing and made some sand art, all reminding us of 

God’s creation in the waters. 

CLOUDS: 

There was a park nearby with a sloped area down to a huge field, where we spread a blanket to 

lay down together and look at the clouds.  We sketched them in journals, and found shapes and 

called them out.  We even blew clouds of bubbles.  Our verses were Job 26:8, Psalm 78:23 and 

Matthew 24:30.  We were told about how God gathers water into clouds, then waters the earth, 

and how one day he will actually appear in the clouds! How cool is that?  Of course, we had to 

visit another splash pad on this hot and humid day.  Later that night, we played bean toss – 

those little cloud-like beanbags that are thrown into a board with holes! 

ROCKS: 

On this day, we picnicked near a large rock in a park.  We took some smaller rocks to paint, 

after we had our lunch.  We even skipped rocks in the creek!  Our verses were I Samuel 2:2, 



Psalm 18:2 and 46.  God is the only rock that never moves, he always guards and protect us, 

and we are to forever praise Him.  Later, we made dinosaurs from a kit we had bought, and had 

great fun together displaying our rock art! 

TREES, FLOWERS AND DIRT: 

There’s a garden center in our city, so we opted for a stroll through it, observing the foliage.  

While there, we painted some wooden boxes in beautiful colors like those found in nature, and 

we rode the train.  Our verses were Leviticus 26:4, Psalm 96:12 and 104:17.  All of creation was 

made by God’s hands, even down to tree branches for birds to make their nests!  We left the 

garden and journeyed to a very old cemetery that we had previously checked out, to make sure 

we could visit.  We walked through, talking about the bodies in the dirt, the tombstones up 

above, etc. and then we read the story of Jesus’ burial and resurrection from Matthew 27, 28. 

Each day, we headed out in the morning and arrived back in the afternoon, before the outdoor 

heat became unbearable.  We made sure we had a few snacks and water, and of course bug 

spray and sunscreen!  Learning how God speaks to us in nature was awesome.  He’s a great 

big God, and the kids got to see and hear that it is so! 



FRESH THYME - Wasteful and Free – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve mentioned before that I follow a couple of girls on Instagram who are passionate about 
being zero waste.  And I’ve said how we do need to listen to the next generation and consider 
what they’re saying, if we EVER want them to listen to us and what wisdom we share.  So I 
follow these gals and enjoy listening to their live videos and what they’ve learned about not 
wasting precious commodities here on the planet.  I admire their passion. And I’m trying to learn 
more… 

However, today I was thinking this question, 

“Is there ever a time when it’s okay to be wasteful?” 

The definition of wasteful is: using or expending something of value carelessly, extravagantly, or 
to no purpose. In that phraseology, it seems there would never be good time or any good result 
of being wasteful.  But let’s look at some very valuable things and see how the answer can 
sometimes be yes, it’s okay to expend it carelessly, extravagantly and to no (visible) purpose. I 
had to add that extra word in… 

Time: Going to the movies, to some people, is a waste of two long hours, when they could be 
productive elsewhere.  I say sometimes being unproductive is the best use of time, especially 
when your mind is active.  Active minds tire out and need a break. 

Money: Spending hard-earned money for a vacation to bless your children and/or your spouse 
is a great waste of money, and should be spent on fun activities that have no purpose other 
than being fun.  Fun heals the saddest of hearts. 

Love: It might seem like love is wasted on people in general because they come and go, and 
more go than come, and love hurts.  Love is like water, it seeps in deep, and it’s never 
wasted…even if the hot sun causes it to evaporate.  Love should never be stifled. 

Intellect:  It’s okay to waste our minds reading a fun novel that has no instruction or meaning, 
but rather it’s pure pleasure, relaxing, and nonsensical.  There are times that our brains need to 
rest from the calculations and waste away on a beach somewhere in another time and space. 
Rest rejuvenates. 

Service:  Serving others without expecting any sort of thank-you, compensation, or 
acknowledgement may seem like a waste of time.  However, it’s one of the highest forms of 
giving, wasting our precious time on someone who never returns in kind.  Serving is always 
seen…by Him. 

Obviously, it’s not good to ever waste our health on detrimental habits that cause illness, or to 
waste our money on gambling and vices that destroy relationships.  But wasting can be a good 
thing, in certain areas, at certain times.  In fact, it can be the most desirable thing to do. 

There was this woman in the bible who poured out expensive perfume on Jesus’ feet and she 
was criticized by Jesus’ followers.  Jesus, however, commended her because of the extravagant 
love she showed and her realization of who Jesus was.  



Take a moment to consider your own expenses in the area of time, money, love, intellect and 
service.  And see if you might need to become a little wasteful in order to rest, enjoy life, be 
swept away, experience a high, or love with abandon once in a while. 

Be wasteful. 

Be free. 
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FRESH THYME - Pursuing Peril – by Marcy Lytle 

“There’s a fire down the street!” a neighbor yells.  Pretty soon, the entire neighborhood is exiting 
their houses to take a walk to watch the flames burn.  Some are interested in helping, but most 
just want to see the fire and speculate about what’s happening inside, and what started the fire 
in the first place. 

“Did you see that car?” he points to the side of the road, where two cars have hit head-on and 
one is mangled to pieces.  Everyone in our car wants to pull over and see the emergency 
vehicles, observe if anyone is hurt, and wonder what in the world happened. 

Once, we saw emergency vehicles, a ton of them, headed down the street and we followed.  
Pretty soon, we realized we were right in the center of a blockade.  Police were shooting out 
street lights with slingshots, and we got down in the floorboard of our car to await an “all clear.”  
It was scary at the time, but the story was fun to tell years later of our “adventure” with danger. 

We flock to movie houses to see the latest disaster flicks about floods, caves, and storms.  
Those type movies are some of my favorites, because it’s amazing to watch the power of 
destruction on the big screen, knowing it’s not real…unless it’s based on a true story.  And then, 
we still like to watch it unfold and shed a tear or two, as the credits roll. 

It seems we humans are quite obsessed with peril, the adventure of observing and wondering 
and pointing and oohing, until it comes to our own lives… 

It’s then that we want to avoid peril of any kind, at all costs. 

If we experience suffering of any kind, we tend toward being angry with God.  If it’s our house 
that’s burning and loss is occurring, we think He’s abandoned us for sure.  If our child is in a 
wreck, God forbid, we become fearful of that child ever entering the highway again.  And if it’s 
our street where the crime is taking place, we huddle inside and pray for protection, as we 
tremble in fear. 

Of course, we do!  No one wants peril in their own backyard.  Yet, we want to watch it and 
observe it in the yards of others. 

Aren’t we a weird bunch? 

II Corinthians 1 says this, 

We were under great pressure, far beyond our ability to endure, so that we despaired of life 
itself. Indeed, we felt we had received the sentence of death. But this happened that we might 
not rely on ourselves but on God, who raises the dead.  He has delivered us from such a deadly 
peril, and he will deliver us again. On him we have set our hope that he will continue to deliver 
us… 

Peril is a part of this world in which we live.  It dominates the news, and it can dominate our 
thoughts if we let it.  There will be times when we feel as Paul, the writer of these verses, did.  



And that’s when we must rely on someone other than ourselves.  God, the one who raises the 
dead, we are reminded, is the one who can do it again and again.   

I do not know why I like disaster movies so much, but I do.  Great storms in the forecast 
fascinate me.  My days of chasing police cars are over, but it was fun when we did it.  But as for 
peril to come knocking at my door?  None of us wishes for that.   

As we pursue peril out there in the world around us, we can at least remember to pray for those 
in perilous situations around the world. The entire world watched as a group of boys were 
rescued from a cave in Thailand last month.  That story will most likely be a movie in a few 
years, and I’m so glad the ending turned out well.  But we all know that some endings result in 
horror and sorrow. 

It’s then that we can rely on Him to deliver us again, because we have our hope set high on the 
One who promises to do so. 

Maybe that’s why we pursue peril.  Because deep in the recesses of our hearts and souls we 
know that He is in the middle of the fire, the storm, and the wreckage, about to emerge as the 
Restorer of all things gone awry. 
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