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This book is dedicated to my husband Dave and to my children Ben and Kim. 

 

I am grateful for your love and support.
 



 
 



 
 




A Sincere Thank You



 
 

There are many people who I truly appreciate from the depths of my heart.
 

Paula Roth helped me in so many ways. She listened to me. She prayed. She counseled me. She helped me to learn to trust again. She became a very dear friend. She helped me edit this book. She helped me to believe that one day this book will help others.
 

Diane Pulda taught me that love lets go of the pain. She listened and helped me to open my heart. She taught me about friendship. She sowed into my life and helped me believe that I could begin again. She taught me to love people again.
 

Bidal Torrez demonstrated great love, compassion and understanding. Through his patience, he showed me that I could trust leaders again and entrust myself to a Pastor’s care. I am truly grateful for his love.
 

To all at Valley Harvest Church: I owe you a debt that I will never be able to repay. You demonstrated the value and reality of love. You embraced me and my family and became a place of healing and a place of safety.
 

My husband, David Hansen, believed that the bad season would end. We prayed, decreed, hoped, yearned, and hung on together. Thank you. You are truly my better half.
 

My children, Ben and Kim, lost so much with us. Together we grew in love and faith. They are wonderful and more than a blessing.
 




Introduction



 
 

I wrote this book over the course of several years. I wrote mostly because I needed to heal and I needed to clarify in my own soul what had happened to me.
 

I share this book with the hope that someone may find comfort and peace in the lessons the Lord taught me.
 

Except for the page of thanks in the beginning of this book, all names have been changed. My story could happen anywhere when the actions of people demonstrate a failure to love God and to love God’s people. However, all events are true.
 

This is the story of my personal journey into the depths of brokenness and pain. It is also the journey of my restoration of love, hope and trust. It is the story of healing. It is the process and the fire of God that brings transformation to our lives. It is the story of betrayal and the story of forgiveness. This story is real. I pray it will help you find your path to hope, healing, and restoration.
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The Call



 
 


"Before I formed you in the womb I knew you, before you were born I set you apart; I appointed you as a prophet to the nations." (Jeremiah 1:5, NIV)

 




"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, NIV)



 
 


My Early Years



 
 

Perhaps my birth was normal, but from an early age, life became a challenge. When I was two I developed problems walking normally. The doctors thought it was just “growing pains” and put me in leg casts on both legs for several months. When the casts came off, I still couldn’t walk. I was placed in leg braces for a number of years. That began a period in my life of being teased and never fitting in.
 

I was also in great pain during my childhood. My bones ached. The doctors thought the cause was maybe allergies and sent me to become a human pincushion because I tested allergic to everything. So besides being in pain, when I was 10-12 years old, I was also getting several shots in each arm two times a week and many times my arm would react and swell.
 

When I was thirteen, I was sent to the Children’s Hospital. There, a team of many doctors ran many tests and examined me. The news they came back with was not good. Rheumatoid Arthritis they told me – and a very aggressive form. I would be in a wheelchair by the time I was 30, if not sooner, and I would never have children.
 

I was devastated. My life felt like it was over before it began. Spiritually, I had no frame of reference to process this. My family did not pray. We were Christmas and Easter Lutherans. This was hard on my family as well. As stoic Eastern European immigrants, they did not know how to hold me, comfort me and care for me emotionally. There was anger in the house and there were times when I just wanted to run away.
 

Why did God do this me I wondered? I spent time learning about the disease and realized the outcome really was bleak. I decided to do my best to fight it. Today, I believe that decision was inspired by God.
 

I was sent to a rheumatologist where I was started on a regimen of weekly gold shots (yes – the metal) and pain killers. Because the gold had many side effects including destroying internal organs, I also had weekly blood tests to see what harm was happening to my body. Once in a while I developed full body rashes, suffered internal bleeding, or even fainted immediately after the injection.
 

From the ages of 13-15, I watched my body begin to misshape in front of my eyes. Some of my toes and fingers began to stiffen and grow into warped unusable forms. I couldn’t even walk 1000 feet. 
 

When I was 15 years old, I had surgery on my left foot to remove my big toe joint and also on my right finger to straighten it. I was on crutches for 6 months. When I was 17, I had a 10 hour experimental surgery on my jaw to reconstruct my face and correct deformities. I was in ICU for a week and wired shut for many months.
 

My life was beginning to end before it had really begun. Because I did not see a good future, I opted to study computers in college because I thought It was the only thing I would be able to do in a wheelchair. My decision was more God ordained than I realized.
 


Surrender to Christ



 
 

When I started college, the arthritis was really bad and I was always in pain. God placed me in a dorm with a Christian Resident Assistant, Janet. She began to witness to me. She asked me to attend Bible studies and I always found an excuse to not attend. I really did not see that God was very interested in my life because I felt He had abandoned me.
 

Janet slipped a booklet into my mailbox one day. It was called My Heart, Christ’s Home. As I read the booklet, I realized I had never heard of Jesus wanting a personal relationship with me. A hunger began to stir in my heart. I wondered if it really was possible to know Jesus for myself.
 

The next time Janet invited me to her Bible study, I ran out of excuses. So I went. That evening, there was a study in Luke and the topic of the unforgivable sin came up. I wondered if, indeed, I had committed it. I was assured that if I was worried about it, I hadn’t committed it. However, my heart was not at rest. I knew I was missing something.
 

An opportunity came for me to spend a weekend at an Inter-Varsity Christian Fellowship conference called Bible and Life. IVCF paid my way and provided transportation for the two hour trip. After the first evening, I realized this was not for me and wanted to leave. Everyone who was there was different from me, and I didn’t understand… but I was stuck there for the weekend.
 

The next day changed my life. I sat in on a message on the Lordship of Jesus Christ. I had never heard a message like this. I realized that even if I didn’t know any better, Jesus was still Lord and I was not living my life with Him as my Lord.
 

I left that hour long session and found a quiet room by myself. I got on my knees and I prayed. 
 

Lord, I am calling you Lord because that is what you are. I have heard of You as Savior, but never as Lord. I acknowledge that You are Lord of my life because of who You are and that you created me for You. From this day forward, I will live for You. Amen.

 

Instantly, something I didn’t expect flooded over me. I felt so good, so free, so full. I was suddenly in a place of Joy. I realized later that the Holy Spirit had shown up and I was born again. The Holy Spirit was inside of me. I too, was now one of the “crazy ones!”
 

Life would never be the same… It was 1984.
 



 
 


Healed and Called



 
 

I was so very happy. For two years I rapidly grew as a Christian. I read and learned about what it meant to have a relationship with Jesus. I started telling others about my faith. I began to lead Bible studies and was soon asked to be part of the leadership team of Inter-Varsity Christian Fellowship. I was at peace. Even though the rheumatoid arthritis was causing me more and more pain and trouble and I was struggling with basic tasks, I was happy.
 

I had been a born again believer for about two and a half years when I had an encounter with God that would change my life forever. On a Friday night, there were about twelve of us believers having a bull session in a dorm room and talking about the things of God. Outside the room, on the dorm floor were many drunk partiers. We had talked for several hours and it was approaching midnight. We decided to close in prayer.
 

As we stood in a circle to spend five minutes in prayer, I had no idea that my life was soon to change. I felt strongly that the Lord wanted to show us something and I wanted to pray that the Lord would do so, but I was unable to speak. It was as if my brain was disconnected from my mouth. I wanted to look up and see what was happening, but I was unable to open my eyes. It was as if my brain and eyes were no longer connected either.
 

Up to this point in my life, I had never experienced a powerful move of God. I had no idea what was happening to me. As I stood there, unable to see and unable to speak, my feet began to tingle. The tingle was replaced by pressure, and the pressure was replaced by heaviness. This tingling, pressure, and heaviness continued to move up my body.
 

As the heaviness reached my upper legs, I was no longer able to stand well and was leaning against the person next to me. I wasn’t scared, but I was bewildered and confused. I did not understand what was happening to me. I did not understand why I couldn’t open my eyes or speak or even move at this point. One of the students noticed what was happening and came over to me and said, “It is the power of the Holy Spirit – yield to it.” 
 

“Great”, I thought. “How do you yield to the Holy Spirit?” I had no idea what to do or say. Then I heard a voice behind me (only there was nothing behind except a wall) say “Never mind how, just do it!” The next thing I knew, I was laying on the floor.
 

I spent the next six hours on the floor encountering the Lord in an experience very similar to the one Paul had on the way to Damascus. I was knocked off my donkey and I saw the Lord.
 

I spent six hours weeping in the Presence of the Lord not realizing I was weeping. The drunks on the floor came knocking on the door wondering what was going on because there was such a loud noise coming from this dorm room.
 

In that time, the Lord healed me of the Rheumatoid Arthritis. Instantly all the pain disappeared and joints began to move. To this day, there is no trace of the disease in any blood test. It just disappeared.
 

It was in these six hours that the Lord spoke to me and changed the course of my life forever. He called me into ministry. The Lord spoke four things to me when He called me. 
 

First, He said, “A broken and contrite heart is the only sacrifice acceptable to Me.” Then He spoke, “I am giving you a heart for the unsaved.” The third word was, “You will be a warrior.” And finally He told me, “You will lay hands on the sick and see them healed.”
 

The images that went with these words were so powerful. I knew without a doubt that He, the Lord Himself, was calling me into ministry, to preach and to teach the Gospel. I was to be doing nothing else.
 

Those six hours sparked a revival on my school campus. My entire dorm floor got saved. The students on the dorm floor where God touched me were saved. In all, over one hundred were saved! I was called to explain to the President of the college what had happened. I told him, “I was blind, but now I see and Jesus did it.”
 

Today, many of those touched by that outpouring are pastors, ministry leaders, and leaders in their churches.
 


Running from the Call



 
 

It is easy to think that after having such a powerful encounter with the Lord, that a person would follow the Lord closely. People have told me, that if they had an experience like I had, they would never doubt again. That just isn’t necessarily true, at least not in my case.
 

For the next couple years, as I finished my engineering degree, I also faithfully served the Lord and grew as a Christian. I spent time in the Word, learning about the Holy Spirit, learning more intimately about my relationship with the Lord. I shared my faith. I was a Christian leader on my campus.
 

By graduation time, I was engaged and a year later was married. Those next few years were full of fun. I was enjoying my healed body and doing things I never could do before. We went camping and mountain biking. We enjoyed canoeing and hiking. Life was good. I was working, I was married, I attended church. We were starting a family. I was doing all the things people my age do.
 

The one thing I wasn’t doing was pursuing the call of God on my life. Although I was enjoying the benefits of my close encounter with the Lord, I was not pursuing the ensuing responsibilities of that night. To those around me, I was doing everything right. I was a good wife, a young mom, a faithful worker. I was enjoying life and it appeared that the Lord’s hand was upon me.
 

However, I had failed to tell my husband about God’s call from that dramatic night. I didn’t tell anyone. I knew deep in my heart that the requirements of what God had called me to do were well beyond me. I was not willing to pay the full price.
 

Even as I did all the “right” Christian things on the outside, the seed of my disobedience to the Lord was growing. Because I had not embraced and obeyed the call of God, I was in disobedience. That seed began to grow. I began to put distance between me and the Lord in quiet times. I spent less time in the Word. I stopped praying for the Lord to change me. My prayers became ritualistic. I became “religious.”
 

As I became religious in my relationship with the Lord, sins began to creep in. I justified them with many excuses. Soon, character flaws began to erupt once again in my life: impatience, anger, and selfishness. I lost my joy. I was not at peace and rest. I became worldly. “Worldly” is just a fancy name for being at peace with my unresolved and unrepented sin.
 



 
 


 The Justice of the Lord



 
 

The Lord let me run for a few years, then one night He came. His presence was awesome and it was terrifying and it was wonderful. In an instant I knew how awful my running from His call was. I saw how much I had grieved Him. I saw Him in His Majesty and in His Justice sitting on His throne. In that instant I was shown the reality of the Scripture; "It is impossible for those who have once been enlightened, who have tasted the heavenly gift, who have shared in the Holy Spirit, who have tasted the goodness of the word of God and the powers of the coming age, if they fall away, to be brought back to repentance, because to their loss they are crucifying the Son of God all over again and subjecting him to public disgrace." (Hebrews 6:4-6, NIV)
 

I had tasted more than most. I had received salvation. I had been baptized in the Holy Spirit. I had been dramatically healed and given a life I never would have had. I had been called to do amazing, wonderful and awesome works for the Lord, my God. I had seen God and lived.
 

And I had refused Him who spoke to me. In that instant, I saw His Justice. He had every right to send me to hell and He would have been right in doing so. It would have been just.
 

I didn’t pray the normal “Lord – I am sorry” prayer that night. I prayed like this…
 

Lord, I see your Justice. You would be right in sending me to hell. I tasted so much of Your goodness and I trampled it under my feet. But this I know… from this night forward, with every breath you give me, I WILL PROCLAIM Your Love, Mercy and Goodness to the world.
 



 
 


Embracing the Call 



 
 

It took everything to get to this place. Now, the Lord had me.... with every breath I would serve Him and Him alone. Nothing else mattered. How could it? I went to my husband and told him about the call of God on my life. I hoped that he would object and I could submit to him and not do anything. However, the Lord worked in his heart so that he enthusiastically supported me and told me to obey the Lord. So, I entered Bible College and finished my degree in Bible and Pastoral Ministry in 2 1/2 years. I started serving in my church and soon was promoted to leading the entire Kid's Church team and preaching every Sunday. It was awesome to see God move me and give me a heart for ministry. It was wonderful to preach weekly to 100 kids. I was so very happy. It was then that I wrote this poem, and I carried it with me reminding me to never forget the purpose for which I was alive. I did not know what the road ahead would be like...
 

Now, finally the Lord could begin to teach me about my calling. I was about to begin to learn the meaning of His words to me: 
 

A broken and contrite heart is the only sacrifice acceptable to me. I am giving you a heart for the unsaved. You will be a warrior. You will lay hands on the sick and see them healed.

 

My heart’s desire was to preach the Gospel. I was going to learn what it takes to become a messenger of God, but I knew I wanted with all my heart to obey Jesus. "As you go, preach this message: ‘The kingdom of heaven is near.’ Heal the sick, raise the dead, cleanse those who have leprosy, drive out demons. Freely you have received, freely give." (Matthew 10:7-8) That was my mandate, my calling and my purpose. There was nothing else.
 

My Prayer…


 

You do what you really want to do in life or you die trying.

Sometimes you want something,

but not enough to pay the price.

What consumes you?


 

What you really believe is reflected by what you do.

Do you really believe that the Holy Presence of God

can move powerfully in your life?

Is the manifest Presence of God a reality in your life?

Why not?


 

Do you really want to know the manifest Presence

of God in your life?

Do you want God in your life more than your own life,

your job, your family, anything?

Are you willing to die?


 

Father, I want You. Only You.

I consider all that I ever was dead.

I will not touch it. It makes me unclean.

You created me.

There is nothing good in me that did not come from you.

I am nothing without You.


 

I am on the altar Lord. I am a dead man walking.

I choose to die a new death daily.

I need Your Fire, Lord.

I want this sacrifice to be an aroma pleasing to You.

Jesus light the Fire! Consume me!


 

Take me into Your Presence Lord.

Let this temple be filled with Your Glory!

Take me to a place where all I know, all I understand, is You.

You are the "I AM". I am Yours.


 

Your Holy Presence sustains me and changes me.

You are making me Holy, and yet You have made me perfect.

Who can understand Your ways?


 

I draw near to You, and I tremble.

The Fire of Your Presence melts away all my fear.

I will not shrink back as You reveal to me my sinful ways.

Oh Fire of God! Burn up everything unholy in me.


 

Oh God!

You washed me in the waters of repentance,

and I came to You.

You immersed me in the knowledge of Your Spirit,

and I learned from You.


 

Deep cries unto Deep!

Immerse me in the Fire of Your Holiness,

and I will know You.

For without holiness, no one can see Your Face.

I cry out! Baptize me with Your Fire!


 

In the Fire of Your Presence, I see Your Glory.

I gaze upon the beauty of Your Face.

Father!

I see the joy

in Your smile as I come to Your outstretched arms.

I see the tears

in Your eyes as You look upon those in captivity.


 

I have drawn near to You.

Near enough now to hear You whisper

in my ear the passion of Your heart.

In that intimate time... when lovers embrace...

I hear You clearly say

I love them! Whom shall I send? Who will go for me?


 

Father!

Send me!

-Ingrid Hansen
 

 
 




The Fire

 




"“Is not my word like fire,” declares the Lord, “and like a hammer that breaks a rock in pieces?" (Jeremiah 23:29, NIV)



 
 


Why Fire?



 
 

At the peak of everything being wonderful, it all began to change. While at the pinnacle of being an honor student in Bible school and leading a ministry team, God had a fire prepared for me. I had no framework to carry me through the events that we about to unfold. I had nothing but God, and I would learn that God is always enough.
 

Before I tell you about my fire, I want to share one thing I learned. I learned that the fire is very necessary. It is in the furnace that you are removed from everything that distracts you from the things that are really on God’s heart. God loves you too much to leave you unchanged. It is just you and Him now. Let him speak to you about the condition of your own heart. Don’t look at the hearts of those who threw you in the furnace. God will deal with them in His time and in His way. Let God deal with you now – privately, alone, in the secret place. God considers this time very important and very necessary. He wants your greatness more than you want your greatness.
 

In my furnace and in my tears I began to see what was really in my heart. I did not believe that God loved me as a Father loves his beloved son. I saw that in the deepest parts of myself, I had an orphan spirit, and God was trying to bring me back as a son. I credit Jack Frost’s book, From Slavery to Sonship for putting clearly into words what God was trying to show me. In the appendix is a short article from him on the topic.
 

I want to warn you, God’s furnace is necessary. He needs you to see your heart. He wants to lead you to repentance so that He can give you His heart. "Godly sorrow brings repentance that leads to salvation and leaves no regret." (2 Corinthians 7:10) 
 

In the furnace I saw my independent spirit, my insecurities, my striving, my performance driven motivations for service, my spirit of rejection, my competition and jealousy. I saw the authority God had placed over me in my life as the source of my pain. I blamed them. I lacked a heart of submission. Because I could not understand why they were treating me as they were, I blamed them in my heart for my loss. I was unable to receive correction. I felt like an unwanted slave.
 

God wanted me to repent. He wanted me to see His great love in this. He wanted to replace my independent spirit with a spirit of dependence on others and on His body. My insecurity needed to be transformed to rest and peace in Christ. My striving needed to be changed to love. My rejection needed to become acceptance in Christ. I needed to become submissive and understanding of the authority God placed in my life. I needed to understand that they were ministers of good in my life. I needed to become a son.
 



 
 


 The first round of heat....



 

 

I was unaware of the beginnings of the fire. I was so in love with Jesus and so happy to be pursuing the call of God, and so happy to be serving. I wanted to do the very best I could.
 

I was finishing my Bible degree with my denomination. I began to realize the unwritten code of conduct against women in the church denomination. In words and in doctrine, the denomination permitted women in the ministry, but in actions, the best you could hope for was marrying into the ministry. My church leaders began to "counsel" me about my rebellious attitude because I said I was called into the ministry. As a woman, I began to wonder if it was possible to be involved in ministry to the full extent of my calling.
 

Once I had completed my Bible degree with honors, I wanted to pursue licensing with the denomination. And then the outright attacks began.
 

One Easter Sunday morning I was getting everything ready with my Kid's church team for the special day. We were using the extra room as a dressing room for costumes and a staging area. The senior pastor's wife came downstairs to do something with makeup. This was unplanned. I asked her if there was any way we could share the room and she became angry with me. I was stunned. There were no witnesses.
 

The next week, I was called into the associate Pastor's office and told I was being given "a break" from Kid's Church. In fact, I was out of all ministry.
 

I was stunned. I loved what I was doing and I wept and I wept. I didn't understand what I had done wrong. I didn't understand why I was out of ministry. I felt shattered. I wept for months realizing that I would never be allowed back into the children's ministry.
 

I wept knowing, too, that the associate pastor, who was my spiritual mentor through school, did not want to support me. I wondered how I would be able to pursue getting credentials when my mentor was silent.
 



 
 


 The second round in the furnace....



 
 

Finally after about three months of silence, one afternoon the associate pastor called me in for a meeting. He threw me a crumb. He told me if I wanted to, I could try going out into the parks that summer and try to minister to kids on the street. He said I could try to do a Vacation Bible School outside of the church. I could go out into the parks a little bit during the summer and preach to the kids in the park. Although I could do this with the covering of the church, I was still not permitted to serve inside the church.
 

I prayed and sought the Lord. I had no peace to leave the church and I still loved my mentor. I had the peace of God to begin rebuilding. The Lord gave me vision and He gave me hope for restoration.
 

I soon formed a team of people who really didn't fit anywhere in the church. We began to go out into the parks to minister. By the end of the first summer 150 people were coming to the outreaches.
 

The second summer everything grew even more. On the nights we ministered there were 300 people coming. Many were getting saved. Many were getting healed. Many were getting delivered. We began to rent buses to bring them to Kid's Church (even though I was not permitted to attend the Kid's Church). We started a food pantry and an English class to meet basic needs. We visited the families in their homes and prayed with them. I was leading a team of 20 people ministering to hundreds in the community. 
 

As this ministry began to grow, my relationship with my mentor began to heal as well. He again was speaking into my life and helping me to dream. I was happy. I believed that the ugliness was past. I was still not allowed to minister in the church, but I was happy bringing the Gospel to the lost and broken ones. I began the process of getting my credentials with the denomination with my mentor’s help.
 

Many miracles began to happen in these outreaches. One time the Lord had told me to be ready for 150 kids each night for three nights. So we had materials for 450 ready. The first two nights we had 200 kids each night. The last night, we were overwhelmed. On that night in the park over 300 showed up! We didn't have enough materials to give out. I told my leaders to give them out until we ran out. I watched in amazement at the puppet area all night. We had started with about 47 sock puppets to give out. We had four sessions of puppet shows to do that night and at the end of the puppet show we handed out sock puppets.
 

After every puppet show a big handful of sock puppets was picked up and given out by my leaders. After they were given out, I watched as a big handful was returned. In amazement I watched this happen four times. After the evening was done, I counted the sock puppets and realized in awe of God, that we had more left over than what we had when we started. We had given away 300 and started with only 47. God had multiplied our loaves and fishes before our very eyes.
 

Another miracle occurred with the weather. Never in 27 outings did we ever cancel because of the weather. God moved in every outing. Once I thought perhaps we really would cancel because of the weather. The night before had been nice and many, including a 12 year old girl, had given their lives to the Lord. The girl asked if we were coming back to the park the next night, because she wanted to bring her Dad. That next evening we had some of the worst weather -- tornadoes and severe thunderstorms. Most of the team decided not to come, but my core asked if we were going to go out. I remembered the promise we made to this girl and said we were going. My core came faithfully and to this day I am grateful for them. We stood in a completely empty park. The winds were blowing, lightning was flashing, and the severe weather was on its way heading toward to us. In fact, it was a wide band of severe storms moving straight towards us. We set up and I waited and I prayed. I told God we were here on His assignment and we would stay even if no one came. Shortly after that prayer, the winds and lightning calmed down and within 10 minutes, carloads of families arrived. The dad of the 12 year old girl came, too, that night and gave his heart to the Lord! Later, I looked with disbelief at the radar maps and saw the severe weather had made a very small circle of clearing over our location -- even the TV weather guys had no explanation!
 

It was a wonderful time. I was doing what I loved. I was pursuing the call of God on my life. I was also getting close to completing the credentialing process with my church denomination.
 

In the midst of these miracles, challenges started coming. The night of the storms, several people called my mentor, the associate pastor, to complain about my “reckless behavior” of staying out in the park when severe weather was around us. I was accused of endangering safety. 
 

Another night a man from the streets came in to check out what was going on. He was scraggly and definitely looked as if he had known trouble. Knowing God's heart for the lost and broken and yet wanting to protect the people, I asked one of the faithful men to minister to the man and stay with him. However that was not enough. Every night my workers included the core I trusted and then others from the church who just showed up. One of those on that evening was the younger brother of the worship leader. Instead of coming to me with his concerns, he decided to call 911. As I was trying to get the outreach going, the police show up about this man and then they told me that we called them. When I confronted the brother of the worship leader, he became defensive. Later on, my mentor, the associate pastor, once again called me into his office over the matter. I was accused yet again.
 

I couldn't understand why this man whom I trusted and respected would not stand up for me and defend me.
 

In the midst of the tension, difficulties began to arise within the rest of the church body. One day the senior pastor quit, with no explanation. My mentor was placed in the position of the acting senior pastor. This then initiated a series of unprecedented events.
 

For the first three months we thought perhaps the senior pastor would return. During that time my mentor had the title "Interim Senior Pastor". Things were as calm as could be amidst the uncertainty and unanswered questions that were swirling in the background.
 

In this atmosphere it became difficult to continue to grow the ministry, so I just tried to maintain. I worked hard at keeping up the morale and spirits of my team. I tried to keep them focused on the work of the ministry and not on the politics and gossip of the church going on all around us.
 

At the end of three months the announcement came that the senior pastor was not returning. This began a six month downward spiral, seemingly into the pit of hell. I had never seen "Christians" act in such a hateful and manipulative fashion. I wondered... did every demon in the state move into our church?
 

At the time my husband was to be installed as a deacon on the leadership team. The current board suspended that action. Then the board decided that the associate pastor who was the acting senior pastor needed to be removed, so my mentor and spiritual father left. With his departure, a whole group of others left also. Finally, the board allowed the church secretary to move into the pastor's office while they conducted a search for a pastor.
 

It was in this environment that I needed to try to keep my team intact and keep the ministry to the community alive. I did the best I could to shelter and protect my team from the political storm that was building around us. Because we were the only ministry growing, finger pointing began against me.
 

In order to honor my commitment to my ministry within the church, I decided to wait things out until there was a new pastor in place. About three months later, a new pastor was chosen by the board. I was very happy and believed that the turmoil and the political jockeying for position would now end, and we could once again work on building the Kingdom of God.
 

Wednesday evenings we bussed 30 kids and 15 adults for ministry. The visitation and the outreaches were continuing. I had received a grant for $10,000 from a local community foundation to fund this ministry. I was very close to completing the process of getting my credentials with the church denomination. I thought surely the new pastor would want to meet me. I waited a month. My calls to his office were unanswered. I waited 2 months. It was very difficult to shield my team from the fact that although the new pastor had met with everyone else, we were being ignored. I couldn't understand why, especially since we were the only ministry growing within the church.
 

Finally, one Sunday morning after church we were together in the lobby. I asked him if he had a few minutes to talk. He brushed me aside and I began to have a really bad feeling about the situation. That week, the secretary who had moved into the pastor's office called me and told me that the pastor would like to meet with my husband and me.
 

I felt relief. Finally, after many months of trying to keep the team together and trying to minister to the people, I would have a chance to get some direction from the new pastor.
 

That meeting was one I will never forget. It certainly was not what I expected. This was to be my very first conversation with the new pastor. We went into a meeting room with the secretary as well as another elder. I could tell that this was to be no cordial meeting with the Pastor. The elder, a man that I had respected up until that day, looked very uncomfortable. The secretary looked pleased. The new pastor began to speak. I was told that I had committed 6 of the 7 deadly sins in Proverbs chapter 6. I was told I was rebellious and was following witchcraft. I was told that I was not welcome in ministry (or even at the church). I was stunned. 
 

After years of faithful service, pouring my heart out for this body of believers whom I loved, I was being accused of every kind of evil and was kicked out of the church. We went home numb and lacking direction.
 

For the next few weeks, we were stalked by church leaders driving by our home. We had voice mails left accusing us of stealing and threatening legal action against us. The pastor also told others in the community that we were evil. My reputation was gone. Then, a couple weeks after that meeting, the church denomination headquarters sent back all my credentialing paperwork -- rejected for unspecified reasons.
 

My ministry was gone... My friends betrayed me... My dreams were crushed... My reputation destroyed. What now?
 



 
 


 The third blast from the furnace....



 
 

After praying, I felt led by the Lord to seek out my spiritual father, Pastor Joe, the associate pastor that had left before me. I loved this man dearly, and even though there had been challenges, I believed that they were mostly left behind at the prior church. 
 

We met over coffee and I asked many questions about trust and relationship. He seemed to genuinely want to move forward and was happy I had called. Pastor Joe encouraged me to leave the past behind and to start to move forward. The next Sunday we joined him and the group of people who had left the denominational church to begin rebuilding. Pastor Joe had now started his own church and ministry, “First Church”.
 

Within a month, I was rebuilding the ministry at First church under the leadership of Pastor Joe. I had found a building for “First Church” to use. I had acquired funding for the ministry at “First Church”. I began to lead a team and we went back out on the streets. I started a midweek service for the kids that quickly doubled in size from what it was at the last church. Soon, there were 60 people coming to a service Wednesday evenings at “First Church”. The ministry team and my ministry within the church were rebuilt. My relationship with my spiritual father was restored. I was happy and things were good. There was growth everywhere. I believed the past was over.
 

However, within six months, tensions began to arise. My pastor, my spiritual father, came to me one day and said that people were coming to him and telling him that I was building my own kingdom and not the Kingdom of God. I was stunned. I was only faithfully carrying out everything my pastor and I had discussed. I was wondering why he was telling me this.
 

After that discussion, tensions increased. It seemed I could no longer do anything right. Eventually, a climax occurred. We had two buses of families coming every week. However, funds were tight during the summer. So together, Pastor Joe and I decided that we would take a break in the ministry for the summer only and cancel the buses. I was given direction by Pastor Joe to make all the necessary arrangements to place the ministry on hold.
 

I faithfully did what we had decided upon in the discussions I had with Pastor Joe. I made the arrangements we had discussed together. I then sent an email to Pastor Joe when it was completed. The day he received the email, he called me in anger. He told me we had never discussed or decided this. I offered to undo everything and make it the way he wanted it -- not really a big deal -- just reschedule the buses.
 

However, his anger consumed him. He let me know I was not to do anything on behalf of the church. He let me know that I was not fit for any ministry. His words cut me so deeply. This was my spiritual father who was now destroying me. His anger penetrated so deeply. And then he hung up!
 

I was devastated. I was weeping uncontrollably. I was wondering how this happened. I wondered about his anger. I wept and I wept and I wept...
 

Because I loved these people and I loved my pastor, I stayed. One month passed and he didn't speak to me. Three months later he was still silent. By now the members of “First Church” also became silent to me. After six months no one paid attention to me. For one year I faithfully attended, and yet was completely ignored.
 

After that year of silence, I was no longer strong enough to withstand the treatment, so I quit and I left “First Church”.
 

Once again... my relationships were broken, my ministry was lost, my dreams were shattered.
 



 
 


 The fourth time - increase the temperature



 
 

As I was at home, weeping and seeking the Lord, my questions were many. How did this happen to me? Why did this happen to me? What did I do wrong? How can I make this right? What now? I couldn’t understand why, when I tried to do everything right, everything went wrong.
 

After a few months of despair, I did something very out of character. A few months earlier I had shared with an acquaintance about a prophet from Ghana who had previously been in our region. He was a powerful man of God – a true prophet. This acquaintance (who was aware of my despair) called and said she thought for sure this man was ministering in Michigan and I needed to see him.
 

We talked on and off and finally decided that this was not the same person. I thought the discussion was over, but my acquaintance had given my phone number to the man from Ghana. A few days later this man called me. He had heard about my heartache and wanted to help me. It turned out that this man had been the Pastor of the visiting prophet when the prophet was a young man. I couldn’t believe that I wept on the phone as he counseled me that God had not abandoned me.
 

I was drawn to go see this man of God. He was ministering among the farms of Michigan in various small churches. My acquaintance connected me with her friend in Michigan who told me to come and I would have a place to stay. Never had I done a more crazy thing than take off for a few days to stay with someone I had never met in order to meet someone I had never met.
 

When I got to Michigan, I was certainly off the beaten path. I prayed – “God I hope you know what you are doing, because I don’t…” When I entered the house I was treated like royalty, an honored guest by people I did not know. I felt as if I was in the home of angels who were ministering to my broken and wounded spirit. I was loved and cared for, for the sole reason that I was a believer in Jesus.
 

I had time to talk with this apostle, this prophetic man of God. He counseled me that just because men reject you does not mean God has rejected you. He told me the gifts and calling of God are without repentance. He prayed with me and then he invited me to come to Ghana.
 

What??? Ghana???? What did I have to lose? I had nothing left here in Wisconsin. My ministry was gone, my relationships and reputation destroyed. I prayed and I had the peace of God to go with my family for two months. What a glorious two months it was.
 

I had raised funds and acquired children’s ministry curriculum, CDs, puppets and candy to take to Ghana. My own children were 8 and 10 years old and were so excited. We got all the immunizations. Even though there was no church support, I felt confident that God was taking care of us. When people and my pastor heard about the trip, they warned us (their first words in many months) that God told them we would be killed if we went, and that we were out of the will of God. They said they had received a prophetic dream from God about this. We were stunned that our friends did not share in our joy at this opportunity and we told them that we did not believe they heard God, but that time would tell when we returned as to who had heard from the Lord.
 

Ghana was wonderful. We stayed with the pastor and his family and lived with the locals. I spent time building a children’s church and ministry, and training the children’s ministry team. On Saturdays we spent time teaching and training pastors. I had opportunities to preach, teach and minister. I helped the church with setting up computers and training the office staff. The whole time was wonderful, even with the heat, intermittent electricity and water, no hot water, no refrigerator, poor sanitation and medical care. It was wonderful. I felt peaceful. It was a time of healing for me.
 

We thought very seriously about moving to Ghana permanently. The doors were wide open. We were wanted and needed. But when we returned after the two months, the Lord reminded me that I was called to Wisconsin and he had moved me there for His purpose. The pastor from Ghana helped me to get credentials with his fellowship that was based in the United States. And I began a new ministry in my city, “Hope Church”
 

This was rebuilding time #3. I started with nothing. Within six months, we were ministering to 80 people weekly. Some of them were poor immigrant children who had never heard about Jesus. Some were the forgotten poor living in the trailer park. We had a food pantry, English class, Children’s ministry, Saturday evening worship and Friday night outreaches.
 

There was one cloud in my regained happiness. I was grieved over the loss and separation from the people I loved. I knew that this wasn’t how God wanted His church to walk in love and I knew that what had happened between my pastor and me was unresolved and did not glorify God. However, at the time, there was nothing more I could do except pray. And I did pray.
 

As the ministry in “Hope Church” grew, my former pastor and my spiritual father, “Pastor Joe,” began speaking about me privately to a pastor who led a weekly prayer meeting for leaders in our city. One day, after the prayer meeting, this other pastor who I will call “Pastor Mark”, asked me into his office. He told me some of what he had been told and asked for my side of the story.
 

We went into his office and I shared with him what had happened. I told him about how there had been some conflict which I tried to work through but failed. I told him how Pastor Joe had become angry with me and had stopped speaking to me. I told him about the accusations made by them against me. I also told him about my heart, that all I wanted was to walk in love, unity, reconciliation and restoration. I told him that from the day Pastor Joe had become angry and hung up the phone, I had wanted to make things right, even to apologize, but I couldn’t because Pastor Joe would not speak to me.
 

Pastor Mark seemed surprised and said he didn’t know any Pastor who would not want to receive an apology and reconcile. I just replied that Pastor Joe would not speak to me.
 

After that, I thought perhaps that was the end of the matter. However, a few weeks later, again after a prayer meeting at Pastor Mark’s church, I was once again called into the office. I was not expecting this. This time Pastor Joe was in the office as well as Pastor Mark. Pastor Mark had spoken to Pastor Joe and created my first opportunity to speak to Pastor Joe since he had expressed his anger to me and hung up and stopped speaking to me. 
 

I told Pastor Joe what I had told Pastor Mark. I told Pastor Joe, that I was sorry for what had happened and I shared my heart once again with an appeal for love, unity, reconciliation and restoration. By now, I realized that walking out God’s love and His words were far more important than ministry and position.
 

Words mean nothing unless they are filled with Love. You can decree all you want, but if you are not willing to love and lay your life down, you have no power. Faith works by love and greater love has no one than this: he lays his life down for his brother. Every miracle waits on love. The depth of the miracles you see in your life will depend on the depth of your love for the one you love the least. Forgive greatly and you will receive greatly. Mercy and love triumph!
 

I knew in my heart I was being given an opportunity to value Love more than anything. So I appealed to Pastor Joe for Love. I had no idea what was coming next…
 



 
 


 The fifth time - Entering the place of death



 
 

Pastor Joe and I began to talk once again. There were heartfelt apologies from both of us. We began to talk of coming together again. We met over the course of a year. I had my church, “Hope Church” and we began to talk of joining together. He told me he wanted me to join with him at his church. He encouraged me to open my heart. He challenged me to return to “my home” with all my heart.
 

I came to a place of decision. I had to make a choice. Do I return with everything and merge my church and ministry with His? As I prayed, I knew in my heart, that I was in an Abraham and Isaac situation where the Lord wanted me to lay down Isaac.
 

So many times we have heard messages of Abraham and Isaac. We believe that of course we will lay Isaac down. But we say that expecting that God really won’t take Isaac away. We believe that if we just go through the motions, at the last minute we won’t have to kill Isaac. But what happens when we know that this time we will really kill, with our own hands, the life and the destiny we wanted?
 

I was faced with the reality that this was all or nothing. I was going to do the unthinkable and lay my ministry down for the sake of love, unity, restoration and God’s word. I believed that relationship and unity were more important. 
 

I now understood why Abraham left early in the morning. People have preached that Abraham left early in the morning because he was in a hurry to obey the Lord. I do think that Abraham had a deep desire to obey God, but why leave the first thing in the morning? Coming to a place where I had a choice to lay down all that I worked for and all that I dreamed about, I believe that Abraham left early because he was about to do the unthinkable. No one would understand, so Abraham left early so he would not have to explain it to anyone.
 

How could I explain that I was going to lay this ministry down in order for love to reign? This was what I loved doing. This ministry was what I had dreamed about and what I had hoped for. There was and is no natural explanation for what I contemplated doing. It was totally illogical. I could not explain it. Even to my natural mind, it was absurd. I didn’t tell very many people. I kept a low profile while I did everything I could to make this work.
 

I had made my decision. I would lay my ministry down. My Isaac was going on the altar. I valued love and relationship more. So over the next few months, I transitioned my church to First Church. I brought the people. Then I closed the accounts and transferred the material resources I had to First Church. I gave it all.
 

For one year, Pastor Joe and I had worked on rebuilding the broken relationship. For one year we worked on rebuilding trust. We had come to a place on September 26, 2007, where things were very good. I had come fully back to this ministry. I had burned my bridges of going back. There was no way to return. I was only looking forward. I was fully committed to the ministry of Pastor Joe. We met on that day and began to talk about the future. There was love and there was hope. I truly believed that my difficult days were past. 
 

As we closed the meeting, Pastor Joe spoke these words to me: “The Lord told me that I need to let you do what is in your heart to do.” I responded that I was grateful and we agreed to meet the following week to discuss ministry and what was in my heart to do. We scheduled the time and said goodbye. For both of us, the day had been filled with hope and optimism for the future. We were excited at what the Lord was doing in our midst.
 

I was so happy. I had given everything for the sake of Love. I had laid it all down for the sake of unity and relationship. Now finally, it seemed that this significant relationship was healed and restored. Not only that, but at last, I would begin to rebuild ministry and do what was in my heart to do. I was filled with joy and joyful expectation at what the future would hold.
 

A few days later, I received an email from Pastor Joe cancelling our next upcoming meeting. He gave no reason. I replied that I understood and asked if he wanted to set a new date. He did not respond to my email. At church, a couple weeks later, I went up to him to see if we could talk and try to finish this unfinished conversation. He brushed me aside.
 

A couple weeks later, I tried to call Pastor Joe. He did not take my call. I left him a message and asked if there was something I had done. He never responded to my voice mail. Periodically, I kept trying to make contact via voice mail and email. I was ignored.
 

A couple months of silence passed. I was heartbroken. I had no idea what I had done to deserve this. By now, the other leaders of the church were giving me the silent treatment as well, because they saw that Pastor Joe was ignoring me. It became a battle for me to choose every week to go to church. I knew I would walk in and be ignored every time.
 

In the last year, I had been helping to clean the church. After a couple months of the silent treatment, I was informed that my services were no longer needed. I was fired from cleaning the church toilets.
 

I would come to church and weep before the Lord. I asked the Lord “Why?” so many times and all I heard was silence in Heaven. I had made a commitment to Pastor Joe that I would not leave. I knew I had to keep my word and keep my promise, even if I was ignored. It was a promise made in the presence of the Lord.
 

I stayed and I was ignored. I stayed and I wept. I stayed and I asked the Lord “Why?” But I stayed. Even as I poured out my tears at the altar, all the leaders ignored me. They would pray with each other at the altar. They would pray with others, but not once did any of them come to pray with me. I thought my heart could not break any more, but it still kept breaking.
 

One night, at the altar, tears consumed me. I was so alone and I felt so hated. What had I done that so offended Pastor Joe? Why did all the “leaders” ignore me? There were no answers, only questions racing through my mind. As I wept and I wept and I wept until there were no more tears, I came to this place and prayed the prayer of Moses. "If this is how you are going to treat me, put me to death right now—if I have found favor in your eyes—and do not let me face my own ruin.”" (Numbers 11:15)
 

Since I could not find anything I had done to cause this… Since I could not take the pain of being ignored anymore… I asked with all sincerity and prayed from the depths of my heart in the anguish of my spirit. I asked the Lord to put me to death if I had found favor in His eyes. I had no more strength to endure what I was going through. I wanted God to kill me. I did not want to live. I prayed the prayer of Moses from the agony of my heart. However, the Lord was not answering that prayer.
 

That night it became obvious to others that I was being ignored. Some people at First Church who were my friends began to ask Pastor Joe, ”Why?” For the most part he ignored them. However, a few months later I learned how this all had started.
 

One of my friends had a meeting with Pastor Joe and told Pastor Joe that what he was doing was wrong in the sight of God and asked him “Why?” In a moment of weakness perhaps, Pastor Joe asked my friend a question. He asked her, “You are telling me that God wants me to talk with Ingrid. Someone else gave me a prophetic word that I was to stop speaking with Ingrid. Who am I to believe?”
 

Now, at last, I knew the reason why I was being ignored. I knew why Pastor Joe had cancelled our meeting. I knew why he was not speaking to me. I knew why he refused to minister to me at the altar or pray with me. I finally knew how we had come to a place of moving from “The Lord told me to let you do what is in your heart to do” to absolute pain and silence. A ‘prophet’ had told him to ignore me.
 

I was devastated. However, I had made a commitment and a promise to Pastor Joe before the Lord that I would not leave. I needed to keep my word. One Sunday morning, when Pastor Joe had finished preaching about unity and love in the body, I approached him and asked him what I had done to him. He became angry and told me if I couldn’t see it, there was nothing he could do for me.
 

I went to an elder and I asked, “What is wrong? What have I done to deserve this?” The elder’s response shocked me. She told me, “You are demon possessed with demons no one can cast out.“
 

My jaw hung open and my shock was evident. I replied that if I really had these demons, why didn’t she pray for me and set me free. She answered me by telling me she couldn’t pray for me because I didn’t want to be free. She told me that if she prayed and I was free, because my heart was not repentant that I would invite demons worse than what I had and seven of them would come into me.
 

I could not believe what I was hearing coming from the mouth of one of the “leaders”. I wondered how we had come to this place that I had done so much evil and I didn’t even realize what it was that I had done. At this point, for my children’s protection, my husband stayed home with them while I continued to come to “church.” I emailed Pastor Joe to let him know what had transpired between his elder and me because I felt the pastor ought to know when people in his church are accused of demon possession. I was ignored.
 

About a month later, an incident occurred during worship between this same elder and me. I really wanted to walk in love. When I had come into church, I smiled at her and gave her a hug and simply stated, “Isn’t the joy of the Lord wonderful?” I then walked to the back of the sanctuary and lifted my hands in worship.
 

A few minutes later, I opened my eyes and looked. She was standing in front of me inches from my face with her hands on her hips glaring at me. She told me “STOP IT.” Eyeball to eyeball, there we were. What was happening?
 

I was confused about what I should do. I moved away a few steps and lifted my hands in worship once again. Once again, she came in front of me and growled, “STOP IT in the name of Jesus!” My hands were in the air and she grabbed my hands and pulled them down. I knew this was very demonic. I pulled my hands away from her and I told her, “I will not stop worshipping JESUS!” My words put us in conflict. We had invoked the name of Jesus to two opposite actions – worship and stopping. I believe my response that I would not stop worshipping Jesus was the wisdom of God. She walked away.
 

She walked to various other leaders and told them (probably that I was worshipping the devil). Soon, I was surrounded by three leaders. I moved to one side of the sanctuary and they followed me. I moved to the other side, and they followed me. I felt like the Pied Piper. I couldn’t help wondering what everyone who was watching this drama unfold was thinking. And Pastor Joe was doing nothing.
 

So I decided, this group who was following me around the church could hear and listen to me worship Jesus. I began to worship loud enough for the three to hear (they were right next to me). I declared how much I loved Jesus. I told Him how worthy He was of all praise and all honor. I declared Him to be King of Kings and Lord of Lords. I thanked Jesus for dying on the cross for my sins. I confessed my sins and asked for forgiveness. I surrendered to Jesus once again. I just kept praying. And then, I watched the confusion on the faces of the three. Eventually they left me alone. 
 

After service, I watched the elder who assaulted me march deliberately up to Pastor Joe. I knew she was telling him how evil I was. I also knew there was no point in me trying to say anything because my pastor would not listen to me or speak with me. 
 

Immediately after that assault, my hand started to have sharp pains. I thought perhaps I had pulled something in the struggle. I waited for it to heal, but after a couple weeks with no improvement, I went to see a doctor. They took an x-ray and immediately sent me to a specialist and also ran a plethora of tests. I felt surely, there must be a tragic disease in me, because my hand had “holes” in the areas where the elder had grabbed the hand.
 

They ran blood work (many tubes of blood) to look for active disease or even traces of disease. They sent me for a full body bone scan. Perhaps the rest of my body had the same bone flaws as my right hand did.
 

Every test result came back negative. I was referred to the best hand specialist in the area for surgery. I needed to wait three months for my initial appointment. Now I had a splint on my hand and I was in physical and emotional pain. And yet, I still came to church and I was still ignored.
 

Shortly after that assault, my family went on a planned vacation camping in the deep woods away from cell phones and technology. It was at this time that First Church decided to communicate with us after one year of silence. They sent me an email.
 

The email was very short. It told me that my presence was required at a meeting with Pastor Joe and some of his leaders. I did not see the email until after the specified meeting time because I was in the North Woods away from all technology. When I finally saw the email, I wondered if perhaps things were beginning to change. It was to be the first conversation in a year with Pastor Joe.
 

I sent a short reply to that email from my cell phone when I was in town to get supplies. I explained that I missed the meeting and the email because I was in the North Woods. I asked about the purpose for the meeting.
 

The response to that email was very cryptic. They just told me that I was expected to attend a rescheduled meeting which was a couple days after my return to civilization. They did not answer my question on the meeting topic.
 

When the day of the meeting came, as I walked up the stairs, I felt the incredible awful spirit that had filled the place. I knew this was not going to be good. My legs were so heavy, I could barely climb the stairs. I could barely even breathe. With every footstep I took, I asked the Lord to give me strength to get through this with love and a good attitude. I felt an angel come by my side to support me.
 

When I walked in the room, there was Pastor Joe with his leadership as witnesses against me. He opened a letter and read it. This is a small excerpt from that letter.
 

I believe that we gave this process of restoration our very best effort and that ample time and energy has been used to facilitate this. I believe this process of restoration has gone as far as it can with us and that there is need for an independent ministry to step in and assist. Therefore, I have contacted Pastor Mark from Grace Church. He has agreed to meet with you.[The names have been changed.]

 

Pastor Mark’s office is expecting your call and will be expecting your attendance at Grace Church next Sunday morning.

 

For His Glory, 


 

Pastor Joe and leadership of First Church.

 

I was stunned. I asked God for grace. I asked Pastor Joe if there was anything else. He said “No.” I said “Thank You” and I left. I managed to get to my car before I started weeping. What had I done to be kicked out of the church I loved? Why did Pastor Joe hate me like this? Why? Why? Why? But there were no answers. Only tears and questions. How could ignoring me for a year be called restoration? How could accusing me of witchcraft be their very best effort? Where was God’s Word and love in all of this? How could making promises and breaking them be restoration? How could taking everything from me and crushing my dreams be their best?
 

Once again, my dreams were crushed, my hopes were shattered. Everything I had built was gone. My relationships were broken. Once again, I was crushed more than I could endure.
 



 
 


The Fire of Transition



 
 

The next year became a year of transition. I was suffering and healing at the same time. I write about the healing process in a later section. Here I just want to share that transition is always a process.
 

I was dumped at Grace Church. I was without friends and without relationships except for my family. My family was hurting. My husband was angry. My children were hurt. 
 

I was dumped at Grace Church facing surgery on my right hand. Six weeks after arriving, I was scheduled for reconstructive surgery. It was a very involved surgery where I would receive bone grafts, plates, screws, pins and wires that would become a permanent part of my hand. My hand was going to be rebuilt. That process did not go smoothly. I believe that although First Church had released me, charismatic witchcraft was still being directed against me that I was fighting.
 

The surgery had many complications. The first night I was home, I needed to return to the hospital via ambulance because I passed out from the pain. I was hospitalized for four days hooked up to a morphine pump to get the pain under control.
 

My recovery was filled with complications. I was diagnosed with a nerve condition, RSD, that caused severe pain in my hand. My tendons would not work. My fingers would not move. My hand would not rotate. I was scheduled for a second surgery. That surgery was also filled with complications that resulted in receiving a 9” rod in my hand.
 

I fought these complications and the pain for almost a year, until a speaker at a conference had a word of knowledge about my hand. In that instant, my hand was healed. I am scarred. I still have various metal rods, pins and wires in my hand. But I am healed.
 

I also fought depression. I faced days with no hope. In that time, I wrote an email to Mary, a leader at Grace Church.
 

The time with Pastor Mark left me with more questions than answers. Maybe that is a good thing…. Trying to sort through what I feel.

 


You (and pastor) have said you don’t see me as being “dumped at Grace Church”. If we haven’t been dumped and abandoned, then what are we?

 


What do I do about the kids and families at the trailer court? What about all the others wandering… sheep without a shepherd? Every day I tell the Lord, there is nothing I can do…. I lost everything…. Every day the burden for these people brings tears to my eyes. How much longer can I live not doing anything for them?

 


Pastor Joe said he wanted them… said he would make a place for them (and for me). I believed him, but in reality, it wasn’t true. So they are all scattered, and I weep for them. I knew that going back was an “all or nothing” decision. I gave all and am left with nothing.

 


I laid everything down for Pastor Joe… and now am left with nothing to rebuild with… No covering… No relationships…. No pastoral relationships… no one who believes in me… no mentor… How did I get to this place when all I wanted and still want to do is serve the Lord? 


 


What do I do with the vision God has given to me? The call and burden that He won’t take away? How many times have I prayed… “Lord, there is nothing I can do. Take the burden away” But He doesn’t. How do you live not doing what is in you to do??? How do you rebuild shattered dreams and broken vision? 


 

I don’t see answers… only questions.

 

 




 

What happened to the person who led Kid’s Church teams for hundreds of kids? Who taught every Sunday? What happened to the person who ministered to hundreds in the parks? With signs and wonders following? What happened to the person who built cross-cultural ministries to hundreds?

 

What happened to the person who trained others to go out on the streets? What happened to the person who had relationships in government and the government would refer people for ministry? What happened to the person who found tens of thousands of dollars for ministry?

 

What happened to the person who fed the hungry, clothed the naked, and comforted the broken hearted? What happened to the person who spent two months in Ghana ministering in churches, teaching pastors, ministering on the streets? What happened to our kids growing up in ministry, learning to serve? What happened to preaching and teaching the Gospel?

 

And yet, it wasn’t me, but the Lord working through me….

 


Did the Lord decide He can’t use me? Am I really unfit for ministry like Pastor Joe said? 


 


All I can do is say… Lord, I failed… I gave everything… I have nothing left but these broken dreams, shattered hopes…. What can you do with this? What now??? Will I ever minister again? I have nothing left to give… Lord is it possible that you could use me again? 


 


But I have no answers…. How do you heal a heart that needs to find its place, fulfill its call, accomplish its vision, reach its dream?

 

My fire of transition was fighting physical and emotional pain for a year and seeking God’s healing road. At the end of this fire though, I am not devastated. I have received physical and emotional healing and I have hope for my future. I am waiting. 
 

There are days when the waiting is hard. There are days where I feel these questions screaming in my heart and I wonder if I will ever be in ministry again. But those days are getting farther and farther apart. 
 

Most days, I spend being thankful for what the Lord has taught me. Most days, I am grateful for the loving people at Grace Church who have embraced me. Most days, I wait knowing I will not wait forever.
 

While I wait, I serve. I help with the children at “Grace Church”. I help “Grace Church” with their computer needs. I serve and try to be a blessing to “Grace Church”.
 



 
 




 Lessons Learned in the Fire



 
 

My fire lasted eight years. The lessons I share in these next pages are lessons I learned because I became desperate for answers. I knew that if I didn't get answers from the Lord, I would die.
 



 
 


The Furnace



 
 

"The crucible for silver and the furnace for gold, but the Lord tests the heart." (Proverbs 17:3)
 

Tribulation is and always has been God’s chosen tool for drawing us closer to Him. Those closest to us are many times God’s chosen instruments for our furnace and for our good.
 

No one enters a furnace of their own free will. No one chooses to walk down a road willingly that will lead to death. There is an instinct embedded within us to survive. In the spiritual, we cannot decide on our own to enter a furnace. If we move into a furnace of our own making, it will never be hot enough to truly refine us. Instead, we may come out of self-made refining sooty and smoky. 
 

I believe that when we enter the Lord’s furnace it is a rapid process. We are thrown in with very little warning and against our will. It is not our chosen path. Look at the example of Daniel and his friends.
 



 
 

“Then Nebuchadnezzar was furious with Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego, and his attitude toward them changed. He ordered the furnace heated seven times hotter than usual and commanded some of the strongest soldiers in his army to tie up Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego and throw them into the blazing furnace. So these men, wearing their robes, trousers, turbans and other clothes, were bound and thrown into the blazing furnace. The king’s command was so urgent and the furnace so hot that the flames of the fire killed the soldiers who took up Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego, and these three men, firmly tied, fell into the blazing furnace.” (Daniel 3:19-23)

 



 

 

If we chose this path for ourselves, we could never enter the hottest part of the furnace. Usually it is only those close to us that the Lord uses to refine us. Just prior to Daniel being thrown into the furnace, in Daniel chapter two, King Nebuchadnezzar had honored Daniel and his friends and placed them in high positions in the kingdom. And suddenly, they were thrust into the worst place imagined!
 

The furnace you are in, have been in, or most certainly one day will find yourself in will be unique to you. How the heat is created will be as unique as you are, but what you will feel is common to all of us. The heat will be turned up repeatedly. When you feel like it can’t get any hotter, it will. 
 

When you are thrown into the furnace to die, you will feel pain, sadness, confusion, depression, and despair. Just like Daniel and his friends, without Jesus in the furnace with you, you will not survive. You must trust that Jesus is with you, even if the situation is horrible.
 

The pain came suddenly, like a knife thrust into the heart. The pain started when my pastor told me I was out of and not fit for ministry. I had given everything I had to give and had failed. There was nothing more I could give. All of the sudden, my absolute best was not good enough. Instead, my best was wrong. I knew I was not perfect. I knew that God was always working on me, but in ministry, in my serving, my heart was set towards excellence and was fully committed. My pain and my wounding came from realizing that my best and my excellence wasn’t enough. My pain came from knowing that I had nothing more to give. I could not serve more faithfully. I could not work harder. There was nothing else I could do. It hurt terribly to give my best and then have my best destroyed. The pain lasted and lasted. Longer than you think, it lasted. I carried the pain all the way to the pit of hell. I carried the pain, even as God was trying to heal me.
 

After the pain started, an overwhelming sadness arrived. I wept from morning until evening. I grieved the loss of my spiritual father whom I loved dearly. I grieved deeply and from the heart the loss of ministering to people I loved. I grieved the loss of my friends. I grieved the loss of my dreams. I wept bitterly. I wept from the heart. I went to bed weeping. I woke up weeping. I wept for weeks and weeks. I wept for months, I wept for years. My heart was broken. Mp spirit was crushed. My dreams were destroyed.
 

I carried the pain and the sadness with me into the next season of confusion. I didn’t understand why this was happening to me. I didn’t understand why this was happening when all I wanted to do was serve. I didn’t understand what was happening to me. I had been faithful. I was committed. I was trying to live a holy life. I was trying to live with integrity. I was trying to live in complete obedience to God and His Word. I was trying to surrender to the Holy Spirit each day. Why would God allow this to happen to me? Other people could go to Bible School and get ordained, why did I have to lose my dreams? Why did I have to lose everything that mattered to me? I asked God for answers, and God was silent. There were no answers. There were no explanations. There was only pain, sadness and deep loss.
 

I entered a state of depression. I didn’t want to get up in the morning. I didn’t want to eat. I didn’t want to talk. I didn’t want to do anything. What I wanted were answers, and there were no answers to be found. What I wanted was for things to be back to normal, and there seemed to be no hope left for that. I had no motivation. I had no feelings except pain and sadness. I started to become numb.
 

Finally, in my deep, dark, damp, gloomy pit of pain and sadness and confusion and depression, I sank to rock bottom. I entered the place of despair. It was in this place, that if I had not had a relationship with Jesus, I would have taken my own life. I had nothing to live for. Nothing was important to me anymore. I wanted to die. I despaired of ever having lived. I despaired of having gone to Bible College. I despaired of having wanted to ever be in ministry. I wanted God to kill me, to finish me off. It hurt too much to stay in this place, and death was the only answer I could see.
 



 
 


Embrace the furnace



 
 

“Embrace this place” were the exact words of the Lord. I heard them when I was first thrown into the fire. I have heard them many times in the last eight years. I hear those words being whispered into my spirit every time I wanted to quit. Many times those words from the Lord were the only thing that kept me from quitting.
 

The word “embrace” speaks of an intimacy with the object you are embracing. Embrace is to take or clasp in the arms; to press to the bosom; to hug. It is to take or receive gladly or eagerly; to accept willingly: to embrace an idea. 
 

Embracing the idea of loss as something that God was part of was certainly not part of my plans. After all, who in their right mind would embrace losing their friends, their pastor, their ministry, and their dreams. Embracing challenges seems so much at odds with our Western mentality of who God is. In the west, we believe that if God really loves us, everything will be perfect in our lives.
 

Job understood the concept of “embracing this place” when he said, "Shall we accept good from God, and not trouble?” In all this, Job did not sin in what he said." (Job 2:10, NIV) Paul also “embraced” his season, when he said in Acts, “We must go through many hardships to enter the kingdom of God.” (Acts 14:22, NIV) When Paul told the elders of the church that he was to go to Jerusalem and face hardship, the church counseled Paul not to go. The church told Paul to move away from trouble. 
 

However, Paul embraced the difficulties. “And now, compelled by the Spirit, I am going to Jerusalem, not knowing what will happen to me there. I only know that in every city the Holy Spirit warns me that prison and hardships are facing me. However, I consider my life worth nothing to me, if only I may finish the race and complete the task the Lord Jesus has given me—the task of testifying to the gospel of God’s grace." (Acts 20:22-24, NIV)
 

I remember so many times as I experienced loss again and again and as I wept again and again, I would say in my heart “I quit.” Every time I said “I quit,” the Lord’s answer was always to “Embrace this place.” Embracing meant I would choose to endure. I would choose to stay. I would choose to see what the Lord was trying to teach me in this time of loss. Embracing the place meant I would only leave the place of hardship through doors the Lord opened to me. 
 

Embracing the place I was in allowed me to seek God fully in the place of pain. I began to pray the Psalms. I learned to understand the cries of seeking God with total and absolute desperation. Psalm 13 was a Psalm to which I returned many times.
 

" For the director of music. A psalm of David. How long, O Lord? Will you forget me forever? How long will you hide your face from me? How long must I wrestle with my thoughts and every day have sorrow in my heart? How long will my enemy triumph over me? Look on me and answer, O Lord my God. Give light to my eyes, or I will sleep in death; my enemy will say, “I have overcome him,” and my foes will rejoice when I fall. But I trust in your unfailing love; my heart rejoices in your salvation. I will sing to the Lord, for he has been good to me." (Psalm 13, NIV)



 
 

I may have started thinking about quitting when I felt that God was far from me. I certainly knew I was wrestling with myself and feeling sorrow. But I learned each time, to commit my days to the Lord and to trust that His love put me here and His love would bring me out of this place.
 

When I quit trying to quit, and committed my way to the Lord and told Him that I would trust Him, I could begin to learn. I learned that I was never abandoned or alone. I learned that I could find joy even in my sorrow and in my pain.
 

" Consider it pure joy, my brothers, whenever you face trials of many kinds, because you know that the testing of your faith develops perseverance. Perseverance must finish its work so that you may be mature and complete, not lacking anything. If any of you lacks wisdom, he should ask God, who gives generously to all without finding fault, and it will be given to him." (James 1:2-5, NIV)
 

I learned that as I embraced the process of God and did not quit, I developed perseverance. As I developed perseverance, I found that Love for God and for others grew in my life. I became less quick to judge and more quick to pray.
 

Embrace this place and embrace the process and you will embrace God.
 



 
 


 The Word of God will Test You



 
 

“And the words of the Lord are flawless, like silver refined in a furnace of clay, purified seven times.” (Psalm 12:6)
 

Embrace this place. You are chosen and called by God to greatness. Now it is your time and your destiny to learn great things.
 



 
 

Have you been called by God to something great? Have you been called to something that seems impossible? We all have. The plans and purposes of the Lord for our lives are wonderful. God’s desire for us is greatness. He wants to be great in us and through us. If you have heard the call, if you have surrendered to God’s will, you will be tested by His words.
 

All the power for God to bring a thing to pass is in His spoken, Rhema Word. When you have heard the Lord, at that moment, the heavens begin to shift and you have already entered the process to make that word come to pass. Joseph was such a man. He heard God’s call to greatness. He believed God and God’s word. What Jospeh didn’t know was that God had to form him to conform to His word. "He sent a man before them, Joseph, who was sold as a slave. They afflicted his feet with fetters, He himself was laid in irons; Until the time that his word came to pass, The word of the Lord tested him." (Psalm 105:17-19, NASB)
 

We enter the furnace because we are willing to let the Lord do whatever He needs to in order to get us to the place we need to be. God’s prophetic desire for you is His word. "“Is not my word like fire,” declares the Lord, “and like a hammer that breaks a rock in pieces?" (Jeremiah 23:29) The very word of promise and excellence and hope and destiny is also the very word that will refine you, crush you, and break you. That prophetic word of destiny will test you.
 

That Word spoken by the Lord and planted like a seed into the depths of your heart will grow. It must grow because it is God’s Word. God’s Words are full of God’s power. The Greek word for power is dunamis. This is the power for performing miracles. It is strength and ability to endure the process that God takes you through to become the living Word and message to which He has called you. 
 

In the process of being changed by the dunamis Word, I needed to learn that the same Word that crushed and transformed me also sustained me in the crushing and in the fire. "The Son is the radiance of God’s glory and the exact representation of his being, sustaining all things by his powerful word. After he had provided purification for sins, he sat down at the right hand of the Majesty in heaven." (Hebrews 1:3, NIV) At times, the only reason I did not quit was because of the power of the Word to which God called me sustained me.
 

The Word will test you and break you. It will sustain you, and it will bring you life. You must hang on, because LIFE is at the other side of the fire. "The Spirit gives life; the flesh counts for nothing. The words I have spoken to you are spirit and they are life." (John 6:63)
 

God’s call to me tested me, but the call did not destroy me. "But now, this is what the Lord says— he who created you, O Jacob, he who formed you, O Israel: “Fear not, for I have redeemed you; I have summoned you by name; you are mine. When you pass through the waters, I will be with you; and when you pass through the rivers, they will not sweep over you. When you walk through the fire, you will not be burned; the flames will not set you ablaze." (Isaiah 43:1-2)
 

In the midst of the fire of God’s word, I needed to become willing each day to pay the price for the Word. A decision made yesterday to surrender to the Word of God was not going to give me the strength to endure the fire today.
 

"“Again, the kingdom of heaven is like a merchant looking for fine pearls. When he found one of great value, he went away and sold everything he had and bought it." (Matthew 13:45-46) Each day, I reminded myself that I had found a treasure and I was making payments. I reminded myself that I would rather live with nothing and have the living Word of God, than possess everything and have quit pursuing the high calling of God.
 



 
 


Welcome to Job



 
 

“See, I have refined you, though not as silver; I have tested you in the furnace of affliction.” (Isaiah 48:10)
 

You are not alone in this place. Great men and women have walked this road ahead of you. Here is the place where you can learn without distraction.
 

Job walked this road ahead of me. When I came to the place of seriously wanting to be dead, when my spiritual address was located in the “City of Despair,” I became scared that I might actually take my own life. So I ran to God and His Word.
 

Job is not a book that many of us enjoy reading. If we are honest, we quote Job when others are in trouble and try not to read him for ourselves. In my place of despair, I read only Job. For weeks, I pondered every word from that book. If he made it, if he found answers, if he found reasons, if he could find God in this total darkness, then so could I. I must learn what Job learned – or I would die.
 



 
 

The Place of Despair



 
 

After weeks in the book of Job, there were some verses that truly spoke to what I was feeling. I “cut” them out and quoted them. Because I knew that I finally was walking down the same road as my friend Job. Not only could I feel bad for Job, but I could truly understand what he felt.
 

I understand the emotions of Job who said: Job 6:11-13, 16:16, 17:11, 19:13-19, 23:8-13, 28:18, 30:25-28 (NIV). What I quoted, is what I felt.
 



 

 

6:11 What strength do I have, that I should still hope? What prospects, that I should be patient? 

 

6:12 Do I have the strength of stone? Is my flesh bronze? 

 

6:13 Do I have any power to help myself, now that success has been driven from me? 

 

16:16 My face is red with weeping, deep shadows ring my eyes; 

 

17:11 My days have passed, my plans are shattered, and so are the desires of my heart. 

 

19:13 He has alienated my brothers from me; my acquaintances are completely estranged from me. 

 

19:14 My kinsmen have gone away; my friends have forgotten me. 

 

19:19 All my intimate friends detest me; those I love have turned against me. 

 

23:8 But if I go to the east, he (God) is not there; if I go to the west, I do not find him. 

 

23:9 When he is at work in the north, I do not see him; when he turns to the south, I catch no glimpse of him. 

 

23:10 But he knows the way that I take; when he has tested me, I will come forth as gold. 

 

23:11 My feet have closely followed his steps; I have kept to his way without turning aside. 

 

23:12 I have not departed from the commands of his lips; I have treasured the words of his mouth more than my daily bread. 

 

23:13 But he (God) stands alone, and who can oppose him? He does whatever he pleases. 

 

28:28 And he said to man, ‘The fear of the Lord—that is wisdom, and to shun evil is understanding.’ 

 

30:25 Have I not wept for those in trouble? Has not my soul grieved for the poor? 

 

30:26 Yet when I hoped for good, evil came; when I looked for light, then came darkness. 

 

30:27 The churning inside me never stops; days of suffering confront me. 

 

30:28 I go about blackened, but not by the sun; I stand up in the assembly and cry for help. 

 



 
 

 Why do I need to learn what Job Learned?

 
 

Why do we need to go through the furnace? Job 28 tells the story. ““There is a mine for silver and a place where gold is refined.” (Job 28:1) God wants gold and silver. He wants us to grow in wisdom and understanding. Our death begins to lead to our life. “But where can wisdom be found? Where does understanding dwell? Man does not comprehend its worth; it cannot be found in the land of the living.” (Job 28:12-13)
 

After weeks in the book of Job, I begin to have a glimmer, the tiniest ray of light in my darkness. I penned the following thoughts shortly after my suicidal period, to someone who doubted me.
 



 
 

I am not Job – but I can relate to his feelings and the things that are happening to him. In the same way, that I am not Jeremiah, but I can weep for the people around me. I am not Paul or Silas, but I can relate to their desire to worship in all circumstances. I am not Abraham, but I can relate to how he might have felt laying down Isaac in obedience to God. I am not David, but I can relate to his emotions in the Psalms. 


 

Only God brings us to the place where we can relate to and learn from the great people of faith who have walked before us. The words written were written for us to read, understand, learn from and relate to.

 


Paul wrote, “When I came to you, brothers, I did not come with eloquence or superior wisdom as I proclaimed to you the testimony about God. For I resolved to know nothing while I was with you except Jesus Christ and Him crucified. I came to you in weakness and fear, and with much trembling. My message and my preaching were not with wise and persuasive words, but with a demonstration of the Spirit’s power, so that your faith might not rest on men’s wisdom, but on God’s power.” (1 Corinthians 2:1-5)

 

My prayer should be – Lord do whatever you need to do, so that, I, like Paul, can say from my heart the same truth. And God will do it.

 

I am not John who wrote, “When I saw him, I fell at his feet as though dead.” (Revelation 1:17) And yet, I earnestly desire to come to a place in my life where I, too, can say and understand because I have experienced the emotions of John. When I saw Him, I fell at His feet as though dead. I pray for that day.

 


I am not Job, but I have prayed to know Wisdom. I am not Job, but I have prayed to know the fear of the Lord. I am not Job, but God has let me feel those emotions that Job experienced and walk down that road. I am not Job, but I have been told that this is all because of sin in my life. I understand how he felt. I understand the despair he felt – that his life no longer had purpose – that everything he had worked for was gone.

 


I am sorry that makes you uncomfortable. Very few people would want to walk down that road. Yet why is it in the Bible – if God did not want us to understand, learn from and respond like Job did? 


 


Everyone wants to know God’s glory like John. People want to walk in a demonstration of the Spirit’s power like Paul. So then it is OK if we relate to them and quote them to express what we are feeling.

 


But no one wants to walk the road of hardship and pain. No one wants to come to a place where they have lost what is meaningful in their lives. No one wants to face the moment where they despair of living anymore. And yet – there are powerful lessons to be learned from that. I will embrace Job just like I embrace Paul and John and all the other great Fathers of my faith who have run the race before me.

 


And because no one wants to walk it – it makes people uncomfortable when someone else is walking it. 


 

Instead of telling me I cannot understand Job – rejoice with me. God has quickened and brought to life so much in my life from the lessons learned there.

 

I just recently came to a place of utter despair and total darkness of not being able to see. Truly, if I did not love God and fear Him, you could say I was suicidal. I despaired of my life and could see no point to it. Job understood that place.

 

If I did not love and fear God – in that place, I would have done what many people do and I would have taken my life. However, because I – like Job – love and fear God, I ran to him instead. I have spent much time before God in these last few days. 


 

If I were in prison – I might spend time in the words of Paul. If I am in a place of despair – I run to Job.

 

You don’t need to tell me – let God heal you. I have learned what God wanted to show me in all this. I am not in that place (of suicide) anymore. That is why, I too, like Job, am not saying anything more about what I have lost and the despair I was feeling.

 

I have learned not to judge what someone else is going through. Judgment belongs to God. My role is to be an agent of love. I have learned not to judge God as he brings me to places I would rather not be. My role is to love Him and to walk in awesome reverence of Him through it all.

 



 
 

I needed to lose everything that I thought I had, so that I could learn to seek God with everything that was in me.
 



 
 


The Need for Tears



 
 

Your heartfelt tears day in and out, your tribulation and your groaning are all signs that truly you have been thrown into the furnace. Our tears are the visible sign that what is in our hearts is finally being exposed. Our tears reflect that we have lost what we treasure.
 

First, you need to know that before we ever shed a tear, God loves us as we are. He is close to us.
 

"For this is what the high and lofty One says— he who lives forever, whose name is holy: “I live in a high and holy place, but also with him who is contrite and lowly in spirit, to revive the spirit of the lowly and to revive the heart of the contrite." (Isaiah 57:15)
 

"The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit." (Psalm 34:18)
 

Next, you need to understand that tears are a gift from God to accomplish His purpose. You are not alone in your tears and travail. David wrote, "I am worn out from groaning; all night long I flood my bed with weeping and drench my couch with tears." (Psalm 6:6) Are you in this place yet? Have you cried until there are no more tears left, only the painful heaving of a broken heart?
 

I want you to know that you are so close to the Kingdom of Heaven. God is collecting your tears. They are not wasted. God has a collection bottle, a wineskin with your name on it. When you find yourself with tears that God collects, you can ask for a new wineskin. Every tear you shed, He collects. He records in His book, your travail and your brokenness. "You have taken account of my wanderings; Put my tears in Your bottle. Are they not in Your book?" (Psalm 56:8, NASB) The Hebrew word for bottle here is wineskin. This place of brokenness is the place of asking for a new wineskin. No one can steal this precious time from you. It is recorded in the annals of heaven. He sees your brokenness, and in it, He loves you.
 

Why tears? Why this painful process? Why does God take the time to collect each tear? God considers your tears to be of great value. He takes them and stores them in heaven and then He transforms them into something of great value – new wine. "He told them this parable: “No one tears a patch from a new garment and sews it on an old one. If he does, he will have torn the new garment, and the patch from the new will not match the old. And no one pours new wine into old wineskins. If he does, the new wine will burst the skins, the wine will run out and the wineskins will be ruined. No, new wine must be poured into new wineskins. And no one after drinking old wine wants the new, for he says, ‘The old is better.’ ” " (Luke 5:36-39)
 

Making wine is a fairly simple process. Grapes are harvested and then they are crushed. The juice from the crushing is collected and stored in a wineskin, a container. The wineskin is then stored away, hidden for a season. When the wine maker returns, the grape juice is now a treasure. It is wine. It is a delight.
 

I did some research about the wine making process. The first thing to know is that the wine maker has a very specific process. The grapes are first crushed and placed broken into huge vats. As the crushed fruit ferments, a hard layer forms at the top. Every three hours or so, this layer must be broken. This process continues round the clock, day and night. There is an element of time and repeated breaking in this process. If the top layer of the fermenting wine is allowed to become too hard, the wine will become unusable. The wine must be carefully tended until the process is complete, and it is ready to be poured out into bottles. Once bottled, the wine sits for a while, until it has aged to perfection. The longer the wait, the more valuable the wine.
 

If you are at all like me, you may find it very difficult to endure long times of waiting! But take heart. You are valuable to the Lord, and He has destined you and is preparing you for great things! He is breaking through in our lives and tending us so that we can have a place of usefulness, service, and joy in His Kingdom on earth. He will sustain you during times of prolonged waiting. 
 

Everyone wants wine. When we drink wine we feel good. Wine has an intoxicating effect. It can be powerful. The wine of the Holy Spirit, when flowing, can change atmospheres.
 

The Scripture says that if we have tasted the “old wine,” the aged wine, we like it. We say that the aged wine “is better.” The Scripture says no one wants the new after experiencing the old. Why?
 

The new wine is the grape juice. It is our tears, the fruit that comes from our crushing. To get the new wine means we must be crushed, we must hurt, we must ache, we must cry. We must let God collect our tears and trust that not one of them will be lost. The “new wine” does not taste very good because it is our tears and it is our pain.
 

So we cry and we cry and we cry until there are no more tears left. Go ahead and cry. God is close to your broken heart. He will not let your tears be shed in vain.
 

After the weeping, comes the stillness, the waiting. What happens to your tears now? Why such a long wait? Join hearts with the Psalmist, “My soul faints with longing for your salvation, but I have put my hope in your word. My eyes fail, looking for your promise; I say, “When will you comfort me?” Though I am like a wineskin in the smoke, I do not forget your decrees. How long must your servant wait? " (Psalm 119:81-84)
 

God collected your tears in His bottle, in His wineskin. Now, the next step in the process for new wine is waiting in the fire, in the smoke. You may feel lost and forgotten, but God has placed you and your tears in a special place, because new wine is being made for a thirsty world. God intends to use your crushing to bring hope and healing to a lost, broken, and dying world. "He who goes out weeping, carrying seed to sow, will return with songs of joy, carrying sheaves with him." (Psalm 126:6)
 

My first lesson in the furnace was that God still loved me. God heard my cries to be used. God cared about what I was feeling. God was going to use this time. This this was the road to becoming new wine. This was God’s plan and purpose for my life. God was in control.
 

My prayer became this: Lord, be close to me in my tears. Let me weep as you weep, let me cry as you cry. Please don’t let me run away from the plans you have for me. Transform my tears into something wonderful. 

 



 
 


Learning about love



 
 

When everything I valued was stripped away, I began to learn what I needed to value. 1 Corinthians 13:8 says, “Love never fails.” In verse 13, it says that the greatest of all is Love. I began to realize that I needed to learn what Love really is. I needed to learn how to love like God loves. I needed to value Love more than ministry. I needed to know how Love could repair the damage and the brokenness of my life and the impact it could have on those around me. I was desperate for love.
 

I wrote the following as New Year’s resolutions, but they really became the foundation for how I wanted to live my life in the sight of God.
 

I desire to know God like never before. Because man does not live by bread alone (Matt 4:4), I resolve that I will hunger and thirst for every word that comes from the mouth of God. I resolve that I will not only seek the words of blessing but I will earnestly seek the words of correction that teach me God’s heart.

 

I yearn for God’s Kingdom to come, God’s will to be done on earth as it is in heaven (Matt 6:10). Therefore, I resolve that I will first seek God’s Kingdom to rule in my life. I hold nothing back this year from the rule and authority of Jesus, my King. 


 

I desire to live a life of holiness and purity before God, because without holiness no one sees God (Heb 12:14). I resolve that this year I will spend more time looking for the planks in my own life then the specks of dust in my brother’s life (Matt 7:5).

 



 

 

I need to know what real love is in the depths of my being. Jesus said the greatest love is to lay down your life for your friends. He said we are to love each other. (John 15:13-17). I resolve this year to love my brothers and my sisters. I resolve to lay down my needs and pick up their needs. I resolve to carry their burdens and embrace their difficulties.

 

I want to become more like Jesus. Jesus gave up heaven and came to earth in humility as a baby. He made himself nothing and humbled himself to die on the cross. (Phil 2:1-11). I resolve that this year, in humility, I will consider others better than myself (Phil 2:4). I will humble myself before the person who offended me and hurt me, because I consider him better than me. If Jesus humbled himself for us, who hurt and offended and despised Him, I must do likewise. It is easy to humble ourselves before Jesus our King who loves us and gave everything for us, but will we humble ourselves before the person who hates us and has despitefully used us and has hurt us? This year, I resolve to humble myself before the brother or sister who has hurt me and offended me. 


 

I want to experience the forgiveness of Jesus like I never had before. If I forgive my brother, my Father in heaven will forgive me (Matt 6:14-15). I ask my heavenly Father to forgive me many times for my daily failures and shortcomings. This year, I resolve to go to the brother whom I have not forgiven. I will extend grace and mercy and forgive him his failure as my Father extends grace and mercy in my life and forgives my many failures.

 

I hunger to know this love that never fails (1 Cor 13:8). I resolve that that I will pursue love above all else this year. For God so loved the world that He gave everything for us (John 3:16). I resolve that this year, I will seek to love my brother as God loves me.

 

Love is patient. (1 Cor 13) It perseveres patiently and bravely in enduring misfortunes and troubles. It is patient in bearing the offenses and injuries of others. It doesn’t run away because of hurt and pain. I resolve to love my brother and be patient with him when he hurts me and offends me. 


 

Love is kind. It does not easily become angry. (1 Cor 13) Frustration leads to hidden anger. I resolve to lay down my right to be frustrated with my brother. I resolve to embrace kindness even if I feel it is undeserved. 


 

Love protects or covers over the faults and errors of others (1 Cor 13). No one is perfect except for God. Love sees others as God sees them. I resolve to cover and protect my brother when he sins or makes an error. 


 

Love keeps no record of wrongs. (1 Cor 13) It doesn’t add up the reasons why this will never work. It doesn’t look at past performance as an indicator of future success or failure. I resolve that for the wrongs I experienced last year, with God’s help, I will keep no record against my brother. I resolve to move forward in Love.

 

Love is not self-seeking. It doesn’t make demands or place conditions on someone. Love says, “It’s not about me, It’s about you.” (1 Cor 13).” I resolve that I will not place demands on my brothers, especially those who have hurt me.

 

Love rejoices about the truth. Love discerns past false opinions and exposes the truth. (1 cor 13) I resolve that this year I will not listen to gossip and other people’s opinions about my brother and his faults. I resolve this year to love my brother and learn for myself who he is.

 

Love trusts. (1 Cor 13) Love places confidence in the other. I resolve this year to extend trust, even when trust was broken. 


 

Love perseveres. (1 Cor 13) It remains, abides. It does not recede or flee. It stays under misfortunes and trials. It endures, bears bravely and calmly all ill treatments. I resolve this year that I will persevere. I will persevere in restoring broken relationships because love does not fail.

 

Let this year be known everywhere as the year that Love ruled and Love reigned. May God’s Kingdom of Love come and rule and reign in us this year. May this year be the year where we abandon everything for God’s Love.

 

Lord, I give You permission this year to do in me whatever You need to do, to bring me to the place I need to be.

 


Ittai and Identity



 
 

Identity leads to purpose. When you know and declare who you are, you will find the freedom to fulfill your purpose.
 

The story of Ittai is an amazing demonstration of loyalty. "All his men marched past him, along with all the Kerethites and Pelethites; and all the six hundred Gittites who had accompanied him from Gath marched before the king. The king said to Ittai the Gittite, “Why should you come along with us? Go back and stay with King Absalom. You are a foreigner, an exile from your homeland. You came only yesterday. And today shall I make you wander about with us, when I do not know where I am going? Go back, and take your countrymen. May kindness and faithfulness be with you.” But Ittai replied to the king, “As surely as the Lord lives, and as my lord the king lives, wherever my lord the king may be, whether it means life or death, there will your servant be.” David said to Ittai, “Go ahead, march on.” So Ittai the Gittite marched on with all his men and the families that were with him." (2 Samuel 15:18-22, NIV)
 

I spent some time looking up the meaning of the Hebrew words. This is my paraphrase.
 

"All the people who served David marched past him, along with all the executioners and swift messengers; and all the six hundred Gittites who had come from the winepress marched before the king. The king said to “the one who is with me” the Gittite, “Why should you come along with us? Go back and stay with King Absalom. You are a foreigner – unknown and unfamiliar, an exile – uncovered, laid bare, naked from your homeland. You came only recently. And today shall I make you wander about with us, when I do not know where I am going? Go back, and take your countrymen. May kindness and faithfulness be with you.” But Ittai replied to the king, “As surely as the Lord lives, and as my lord the king lives, wherever my lord the king may be, whether it means life or death, there will your servant be.” David said to Ittai, “Go ahead, cross over.” So Ittai the Gittite crossed over on with all his men and little children that were with him." (2 Samuel 15:18-22)
 

In this story, Ittai was told to go back because he was unknown, unfamiliar and uncovered. David did not expect that Ittai was willing to go wherever David went. Ittai was not considered part of David’s servants. It was up to Ittai to make a declaration of identity, that he belonged as a servant of David. Ittai then crossed over and he brought all his children and possessions with him.
 

The Lord spoke to me. It was up to me to make my declaration of identity as a servant, and to no longer have the identity of the uncovered exile. I may have been rejected by many, but the choice was mine and I didn’t need to wait for anyone else to tell me who I was. My identity comes from God’s spirit in me. When Ittai declared who he was and came forward, there was room for him and all his children with David. In chapter 18, Ittai is seen serving in battle.
 

Sometimes our identity is masked by our deep wounds from the past. It takes the light of God’s word and His truth to help us see His purpose in everything. I prayed like the psalmist did, "Search me, O God, and know my heart; test me and know my anxious thoughts. See if there is any offensive way in me, and lead me in the way everlasting." (Psalm 139:23-24, NIV) 
 

The word “offensive way” in the Hebrew actually means “way of pain”. The word “everlasting” means “ancient paths – paths of wisdom.” And in a moment of revelation, I saw that my lingering sadness over my losses was offensive to the Lord. Needless to say, I did not want to remain an offense to my Lord, so I repented. The Lord showed me was that I had been lingering in this “way of pain” – it went away and then it came back. The Lord was just waiting for me to be done with it. I responded, “Lord, I want to hurry up and die – how do I stop walking in the “way of pain?” 
 

The Lord brought me to Psalm 23 and again I saw something I had not seen before. It starts with the Lord leading us in good places – and then it says in verses 4 and 5: "Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil, for you are with me; your rod and your staff, they comfort me. You prepare a table before me in the presence of my enemies. You anoint my head with oil; my cup overflows." (Psalm 23:4-5, NIV)
 

Even when we walk in the dark place, God has not left us. The rod and staff speak of the discipline of the Lord. The word “comfort” means to bring to a place of change. In the place of change and transition, God sets a table, a place of fellowship in the very place where we have been fighting and dying. 
 

The Lord anoints us with oil. This spoke of another scripture, Psalm 141:5, “Let a righteous man strike me—it is a kindness; let him rebuke me—it is oil on my head. “ I realized that there is an anointing to be found in this place of fire and testing and tears. 
 

As I understood this, I asked just to fellowship at the Lord’s table in this place. My identity depends on my agreement with the Lord about who I am. My pain does not dictate my future. The place I am in is the place of anointing and the place of fellowship with the Lord.
 



 
 


Loyalty



 
 

Loyalty means nothing unless it has at its heart the absolute principle of self-sacrifice.
 

Woodrow Wilson
 

The test of loyalty comes at the place of decision. Do I value my agenda or the agenda of my leaders? Will I lay my life down for the purposes of God and God ordained leadership?
 

In this season of emptiness, the Lord spoke to me about the need for loyalty in my life. In his book Loyalty, Bob Sorge said, “Loyalty is proven when God’s goodness comes into question. Tribulation has a way of raising all the hidden issues of the heart. It’s when the path before us appears to be cruel that we discover our true convictions about God’s character and kindness.” This was my test of loyalty to God and to others.
 

The questions before me were many. Would I value what God values? Would I cherish what He cherishes? And what of the people with whom I would come into relationship with in the future? Was it possible for me to express loyalty again when I was hurt so deep? Would I ever value what another leader values and pursue what they pursue?
 

 Sorge wrote, “It’s in the presence of disappointment that loyalty sparkles its diamond-like beauty for loyalty continues to love even in the face of disappointment.” Is it possible to be loyal even as your own hopes and dreams are being shattered? Is it possible to be loyal when your loyalty is not reciprocated? I needed to learn to be loyal even in the midst of the fire.
 

There is a story of loyalty expressed by David’s three mighty men. "At that time David was in the stronghold, and the Philistine garrison was at Bethlehem. David longed for water and said, “Oh, that someone would get me a drink of water from the well near the gate of Bethlehem!” So the three mighty men broke through the Philistine lines, drew water from the well near the gate of Bethlehem and carried it back to David. But he refused to drink it; instead, he poured it out before the Lord. “Far be it from me, O Lord, to do this!” he said. “Is it not the blood of men who went at the risk of their lives?” And David would not drink it. Such were the exploits of the three mighty men." (2 Samuel 23:14-17, NIV)
 

Perhaps a drink of water from a favorite well seems like a trivial request. David’s men may have thought so. After all, they were in a battle. Why on earth would there be any purpose in getting a drink of water for David when you had to risk you own life? Wasn’t there water on this side of the enemy lines, where everything was safe and comfortable?
 

Loyalty is an unwavering commitment not to an agenda, but to a person. Loyalty does not consider whether the agenda of David is proper. Loyalty pursues the agenda of David, because you are committed to the purposes of God in David’s life. Loyalty realizes that the fulfillment of the purpose of God in your life is found in laying your life down so others can achieve their God ordained purpose. 
 

Loyalty is never self-seeking. Loyalty is an expression of Love.
 



 
 


Keep Standing



 
 

"Therefore put on the full armor of God, so that when the day of evil [pressing and testing and trials] comes, you may be able to stand your ground, and after you have done everything, to stand." (Ephesians 6:13, NIV)
 

To keep standing in the midst of the loss of everything is perhaps the greatest challenge of the fire. 
 

Standing means getting up again when you have no strength left to rise. "For though a righteous man falls seven times, he rises again." (Proverbs 24:16, NIV) Standing is a decision made every day. Sometimes, the decision to stand is made many times a day. 
 

Standing is a decision. When we stand, we are hanging on to what the Lord said about us and our lives. We are holding on to the promise of destiny that is yet unfulfilled. We are agreeing that what the Lord said is true, even when there seems to be no trace of manifestation of the dream. It is telling the Lord, the world, the people around us, and yes, even the demons, that “I don’t care what it looks like – God said it and I believe it!”
 

The Scripture says, “and after you have done everything, to stand.”  AFTER you have tried to pursue your dreams with all the diligence and strength you possess and you have failed, then STAND. AFTER you have been rejected by all those whom you have loved, then STAND. AFTER you have been accused and betrayed and beaten and left for dead, then STAND.
 

To stand is to never quit. To stand is to keep getting up. To stand is to hang on, even when you have no strength on which to hang. To stand is to say, “Even if I die here, I will not be moved.”
 

How do you keep standing when you have nothing left? Sometimes for me it was as simple as not letting the spirit of depression win. Many mornings, when I had nothing to do, I also had no desire to get up. I had no reason to get up, no purpose or plan for the day. I needed to get up anyway. On those days I needed to find the mercies of the Lord afresh. I needed to experience the new mercies of the Lord for that day. I needed once again to declare by faith that the joy of the Lord would be my strength. I needed to declare that I was not a failure and that my purpose and my destiny belonged to God. 
 

To stand when everything around you has fallen is an act of deep devotion and worship to the Lord. It is trusting in God alone. "The Lord will fulfill his purpose for me; your love, O Lord, endures forever— do not abandon the works of your hands." (Psalm 138:8, NIV) It is recognizing that God’s love endures in both the good times and in the bad times. It is recognizing the grace and mercy of the Lord that enables you to stand.
 

Standing is never done in vain. Standing may be the last weapon of warfare, but it may also be the most powerful. "Therefore, my dear brothers, stand firm. Let nothing move you. Always give yourselves fully to the work of the Lord, because you know that your labor in the Lord is not in vain." (1 Corinthians 15:58, NIV) Jesus said, "By standing firm you will gain life." (Luke 21:19, NIV)
 

Standing is very similar to waiting. Standing is coming to a place where there is nothing more to do than to wait for God’s appointed time. Standing is acknowledging like the Psalmist that "My times are in your hands." (Psalm 31:15, NIV) Standing is waiting expectantly for the fulfillment of God’s promises in accordance with God’s power. "For the revelation awaits an appointed time; it speaks of the end and will not prove false. Though it linger, wait for it; it will certainly come and will not delay." (Habakkuk 2:3, NIV)
 

When we have stood with no strength of our own, trusting God’s words in our lives, and waiting expectantly in faith for God’s victory, we are giving glory to God. When it seems that our effort has accomplished a vision, we steal God’s glory and the glory rests on us improperly. "“I am the Lord; that is my name! I will not give my glory to another or my praise to idols." (Isaiah 42:8, NIV)
 

In the next verse, Isaiah writes, "See, the former things have taken place, and new things I declare; before they spring into being I announce them to you.”" (Isaiah 42:9, NIV). When we stand and wait patiently for God to bring about what God has promised, it brings glory to God. When we acknowledge by our standing in the midst of our weakness that the victory was God’s alone, we bring God glory.
 

Paul wrote it like this: "Now if we are children, then we are heirs—heirs of God and co-heirs with Christ, if indeed we share in his sufferings in order that we may also share in his glory. I consider that our present sufferings are not worth comparing with the glory that will be revealed in us." (Romans 8:17-18, NIV) When we suffer and keep standing and keep waiting and keep trusting the Lord, we are sharing in His glory. 
 

When we stand with no strength of our own, then God’s strength begins to work in us. When we have nothing left of our own effort, then God’s glory can be reflected in our lives. It is then that the world truly begins to see the glory and love of God made manifest. "The creation (the rest of the world) waits in eager expectation for the sons of God to be revealed." (Romans 8:19, NIV)
 

True sons of God will wait and stand with true expectation that God is more than enough!
 



 
 


 Vengeance Belongs to God Alone



 
 

"Do not take revenge, my friends, but leave room for God’s wrath, for it is written: “It is mine to avenge; I will repay,” says the Lord." (Romans 12:19, NIV)
 

To avenge, to seek vengeance, is to desire and seek repayment for wrongs suffered. It is a desire for retribution and retaliation. It belongs to the Lord.
 

Our response to wrongs suffered is to forgive and leave justice in the hands of God. We are to love, forgive, and bless those who mistreat us. This perhaps is the greatest test of being a Christian. 
 

"On the contrary: “If your enemy is hungry, feed him; if he is thirsty, give him something to drink. In doing this, you will heap burning coals on his head.” Do not be overcome by evil, but overcome evil with good." (Romans 12:20-21, NIV)

 

"But I tell you: Love your enemies and pray for those who persecute you, that you may be sons of your Father in heaven. He causes his sun to rise on the evil and the good, and sends rain on the righteous and the unrighteous." (Matthew 5:44-45, NIV)

 

"But I tell you who hear me: Love your enemies, do good to those who hate you, bless those who curse you, pray for those who mistreat you. If someone strikes you on one cheek, turn to him the other also. If someone takes your cloak, do not stop him from taking your tunic. Give to everyone who asks you, and if anyone takes what belongs to you, do not demand it back. Do to others as you would have them do to you." (Luke 6:27-31, NIV)

 

"Bless those who persecute you; bless and do not curse." (Romans 12:14, NIV)

 

"Do not repay evil with evil or insult with insult, but with blessing, because to this you were called so that you may inherit a blessing." (1 Peter 3:9, NIV)

 

When the feelings of pain and the desire for justice and vengeance overwhelmed me, when the questions to God of why the wicked prospered while I suffered came to mind, I began to pray the Psalms. I knew that if I were left to my own thoughts, I would pursue the path led by pain instead of the path of God. Psalm 109 spoke my heart many times. 
 

Psalm 109 (NIV)





Psalm 109
 


For the director of music. Of David. A psalm. 

 


1     O God, whom I praise, 




do not remain silent, 




2     for wicked and deceitful men 




have opened their mouths against me; 




they have spoken against me with lying tongues. 




3     With words of hatred they surround me; 




they attack me without cause. 




4     In return for my friendship they accuse me, 




but I am a man of prayer. 




5     They repay me evil for good, 




and hatred for my friendship. 


 


6     Appoint an evil man to oppose him; 




let an accuser stand at his right hand. 




7     When he is tried, let him be found guilty, 




and may his prayers condemn him. 




8     May his days be few; 




may another take his place of leadership. 



 

 


16     For he never thought of doing a kindness, 




but hounded to death the poor 




and the needy and the brokenhearted. 




17     He loved to pronounce a curse— 




may it come on him; 




he found no pleasure in blessing— 




may it be far from him. 




18     He wore cursing as his garment; 




it entered into his body like water, 




into his bones like oil. 




19     May it be like a cloak wrapped about him, 




like a belt tied forever around him. 




20     May this be the Lord’s payment to my accusers, 




to those who speak evil of me. 


 


21     But you, O Sovereign Lord, 




deal well with me for your name’s sake; 




out of the goodness of your love, deliver me. 




22     For I am poor and needy, 




and my heart is wounded within me. 




23     I fade away like an evening shadow; 




I am shaken off like a locust. 




24     My knees give way from fasting; 




my body is thin and gaunt. 




25     I am an object of scorn to my accusers; 




when they see me, they shake their heads. 


 


26     Help me, O Lord my God; 




save me in accordance with your love. 




27     Let them know that it is your hand, 




that you, O Lord, have done it. 




28     They may curse, but you will bless; 




when they attack they will be put to shame, 




but your servant will rejoice. 




29     My accusers will be clothed with disgrace 




and wrapped in shame as in a cloak. 


 


30     With my mouth I will greatly extol the Lord; 




in the great throng I will praise him. 




31     For he stands at the right hand of the needy one, 




to save his life from those who condemn him. 


 


 



 
 

As I prayed continually to let go of the wrongs done to me and to leave it in God’s hands, I also prayed for love to flow through me.
 

Lord, I don’t know how to pray, I don’t know how to process what I am feeling. Lord, I am encouraged by David. He prayed his heart to you and you considered him a man after your own heart. Lord, I feel the pain and hurt of David. His prayer is my prayer. Lord, as I pray, I know that You see everything. Lord, you deal with the situation, because I cannot. I give it to You.
 

Change my heart Lord. Teach me to Love and to Bless and to Forgive. Let me see those who have hurt me through your eyes of mercy, grace and compassion. Teach me to overcome evil with good.
 

With time, God’s justice will always be made manifest. I believe that many times God’s justice causes us to reap what we have sown. "Do not be deceived: God cannot be mocked. A man reaps what he sows. The one who sows to please his sinful nature, from that nature will reap destruction; the one who sows to please the Spirit, from the Spirit will reap eternal life. Let us not become weary in doing good, for at the proper time we will reap a harvest if we do not give up." (Galatians 6:7-9, NIV)
 

I have watched the harvest reaped by those who harmed me. 
 

Two of my initial accusers are now divorced and no longer in ministry. The first church that kicked me out lost their huge building, changed their name and moved out of town. That church is now very small and ineffective in the community.
 

As for First Church, the church of Pastor Joe my spiritual father, my heart cries for them. They have suffered progressive loss. After the first time Pastor Joe stopped speaking to me, the church lost its building. It transient, needing to setup weekly at various hotels. When I returned to them with the desire for reconciliation and restoration, they were once again given a building to call home.
 

After the last time Pastor Joe stopped speaking to me, the church lost a few members and moved to a smaller facility. They were once again transient, needing to set up every Sunday morning. The story of First Church becomes very sad after they met with the leadership and finally kicked me out of the church. Their size has shrunk to only a handful of people (pretty much the “leaders” and their families). They lost their transient facility and have no place to worship that is welcoming to visitors or is large enough to accommodate any growth. The church has become isolated in the community with the handful of remaining members isolating themselves from others as well. They have changed their name from First “Church” to First “Ministries”. They are ineffective in the community. They now say they are the “true remnant” of the church. Pastor Joe has lost his personal financial prosperity. They have failed to see the outcome of their choices.
 

I write this as a warning. "These things happened to them as examples and were written down as warnings for us, on whom the fulfillment of the ages has come. So, if you think you are standing firm, be careful that you don’t fall!" (1 Corinthians 10:11-12, NIV)
 

The warning is this. The unresolved issues in our lives, the areas in which we choose to NOT apply and obey the Word of God have the power to destroy us. These unresolved issues are seeds that will grow and bear ungodly fruit. This process of death can take years from the beginning of the ungodly seed of discord to the place where churches die. It happens though, every single time.
 

Perhaps it is only a lustful look… it contains the power of death. Perhaps it is only a small conflict with a friend and you think it will blow over. Go and make things right before it grows. Humble yourself and walk in Love because the destiny of many rests on your conduct. Your Godly conduct will reap a Godly harvest and life. Your ungodly conduct will reap death.
 




 Learning What My Call Means



 
 

My call was somewhat cryptic. God spoke four words. “A broken and contrite heart is the only sacrifice acceptable to Me.” Then He spoke, “I am giving you a heart for the unsaved.” The third word was, “You will be a warrior.” And finally He told me, “You will lay hands on the sick and see them healed.” God showed me that I would preach, teach, heal and empower people. I needed to learn more fully what those words meant.
 

Brokenness



 
 

Brokenness was the first word God called me to. 
 

Brokenness is not to place of non-function. Brokenness is the place of total dependence on God. Brokenness is the full realization of my inability and God’s total ability. Brokenness is a place of humility. 
 

The dictionary says brokenness is a state of non-functioning and being out of order. God sees brokenness as a high calling and a necessity. Brokenness is the beginning of God’s order and His ways. "“As the heavens are higher than the earth, so are my ways higher than your ways and my thoughts than your thoughts." (Isaiah 55:9, NIV)
 

Brokenness is desired by the Lord and should be earnestly sought by us. "The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit; a broken and contrite heart, O God, you will not despise." (Psalm 51:17, NIV) In the Hebrew, brokenness speaks of being wrecked, crushed and brought to the place of birth. The Lord treasures us coming to a place of brokenness because "The Lord is close to the brokenhearted and saves those who are crushed in spirit." (Psalm 34:18, NIV) In our brokenness, God can come near. Less of me and more of Him.
 

I had to learn what brokenness was. It started with repentance and humility as I acknowledged God for who He was. But for me, brokenness is much more. Brokenness is letting God crush your heart and then give you His heart. It is weeping when God weeps and showing mercy when He shows mercy.
 

Brokenness was realizing that I could not do what He called me to do in any of my strength. If I were ever to walk out my purpose and destiny, it would be God doing it through me. Brokenness meant coming to place where I no longer wanted to come up with a plan for ministry. All I wanted to do was what I saw the Father doing. If I couldn’t see Him, I did nothing. Brokenness has brought me to a place where I don’t want to say anything but what God wants me to say, or do anything but what He wants me to do.
 

Brokenness is a place of beginnings. Jesus said, "I tell you the truth, the Son can do nothing by himself; he can do only what he sees his Father doing, because whatever the Father does the Son also does." (John 5:19, NIV) He repeated this later, when He said: "then you will know that I am the one I claim to be and that I do nothing on my own but speak just what the Father has taught me." (John 8:28, NIV)
 

When we come to the place where we want to say nothing but what God has taught us to say and when we do nothing except what He has shown us to do, we come into our place of being sons and daughters of God.
 

"I consider that our present sufferings are not worth comparing with the glory that will be revealed in us. The creation waits in eager expectation for the sons of God to be revealed. For the creation was subjected to frustration, not by its own choice, but by the will of the one who subjected it, in hope that the creation itself will be liberated from its bondage to decay and brought into the glorious freedom of the children of God." (Romans 8:18-21, NIV)
 

The suffering that broke me was designed by God to bring me to a place where His glory will be revealed in me. Creation is waiting. My frustration and pain as part of creation was done by the will of the Father to free me from my bondages and release me into freedom as a powerful child of my Father. My brokenness leads to my freedom and identity with God.
 

I have also learned that brokenness is a daily and ongoing process. The moment we think we have arrived and are done being broken, we are not. If we refuse to stay in a place of brokenness, sin crouches at the door waiting for us. I must choose daily to embrace brokenness.
 

Brokenness leads us to a place where we can say like Paul:
 

"But whatever was to my profit I now consider loss for the sake of Christ. What is more, I consider everything a loss compared to the surpassing greatness of knowing Christ Jesus my Lord, for whose sake I have lost all things. I consider them rubbish, that I may gain Christ and be found in him, not having a righteousness of my own that comes from the law, but that which is through faith in Christ—the righteousness that comes from God and is by faith. I want to know Christ and the power of his resurrection and the fellowship of sharing in his sufferings, becoming like him in his death, and so, somehow, to attain to the resurrection from the dead. Not that I have already obtained all this, or have already been made perfect, but I press on to take hold of that for which Christ Jesus took hold of me. Brothers, I do not consider myself yet to have taken hold of it. But one thing I do: Forgetting what is behind and straining toward what is ahead, I press on toward the goal to win the prize for which God has called me heavenward in Christ Jesus." (Philippians 3:7-14, NIV)

 



 
 

 God's heart for the lost and broken



 
 

Having a heart for the lost was the second word God called me to.
 

When the Lord says, “I am giving you a heart for the unsaved,” we first think of having a zeal and passion for evangelism. We like to say that “Sam” has a heart for street ministry – meaning that “Sam” enjoys and desires to do that.
 

When the Lord says He is giving you a heart, it means He is giving you His heart. In my time of fire, the Lord worked on breaking my heart and giving me His heart. My heart has enthusiasm. God’s heart has compassion. My heart seeks glory. God’s heart wants sacrifice. My heart sees a mission. God’s heart sees people. My heart sees battles and challenges. God’s heart sees victory and power. God’s heart is better.
 

Having His heart allows us to see the people the way He sees them. He weeps for those who are not in relationship with Him because He desires them. He rejoices with great joy over those who repent and return to Him. He does not see people as they currently are. He sees people as what He created them to be. He sees His purpose in each one of us.
 

A heart for the unsaved, for the lost and the broken, is a heart that sees and embraces people the way God sees and embraces people. It is never zeal for an activity. It is passion for people. It is receiving God’s heart. God’s heart gives. John3:16 tells us of God’s heart. “For God so loved the world that He gave” everything. 
 

God’s heart for the lost and broken is to put such a passion in us that we will give everything to fulfill God’s commission to "Go, preach this message: ‘The kingdom of heaven is near.’ Heal the sick, raise the dead, cleanse those who have leprosy, drive out demons. Freely you have received, freely give." (Matthew 10:7-8, NIV)
 

I needed to come to a place where I had given everything and saw my lack. At the place of my nothingness, God was able to work. His heart causes His Word to be preached. His heart causes miracles. With His heart, the sick are healed, the dead are raised, the lepers are cleansed, and the oppressed are set free.
 



 
 

Warrior



 
 

Becoming a warrior was the third word God called me to.
 

“You will be a warrior,” says the Lord. What kind of God tells you He is getting you ready for war?
 

At first, I thought it was exciting. Ingrid to the rescue. I speak the word and the demons flee. But God’s understanding of warrior and my understanding were different. I needed to change.
 



 
 

The Lord is a Warrior



 
 

"The Lord is a warrior; the Lord is his name." (Exodus 15:3, NIV) I knew if I was to be a warrior I needed to understand the Lord as a Warrior. In numbers, there is a small excerpt from the Book of the Wars of the Lord. I studied this carefully to learn how the Lord fights.
 

"They set out from there and camped alongside the Arnon, which is in the desert extending into Amorite territory. The Arnon is the border of Moab, between Moab and the Amorites. That is why the Book of the Wars of the Lord says: “… Waheb in Suphah and the ravines, the Arnon and the slopes of the ravines that lead to the site of Ar and lie along the border of Moab.”" (Numbers 21:13-15, NIV)
 

After looking at all the Hebrew meanings for the words, I rewrote these verses to better capture the meaning of the Hebrew words.
 

The church set out from there and camped opposite the place of rejoicing, shouting and great joy. They were still in the wilderness extending into the ancient boundaries of the sayer, the false prophet who seeks publicity and prominence. The place of rejoicing and shouting is the ancient perpetual boundary between the land of my Father and the false prophet who seeks prominence.

 

That is why the Book of the Wars of the Lord – (and these are the Wars of the Lord)

 

• the time when God calls the church to fight because of the enemy’s moral failure

 


• the time when the Lord does battle on behalf of the church

 


• the time when God not only uses the church but all creation (supernatural)

 


• the time when the church must join in the battle and fight with the Lord

 


• the time when the land given by the Lord for an inheritance must be conquered in battle

 


• the time when the Lord gives courage, works miracles and terrifies the enemy

 


• the time when all glory for victory went to God alone

 



says…..(and this is the victory of the Lord)

 

there is Love at the end and the dry river bed becomes a torrent,

 

from the place of rejoicing and shouting

 

and the bottom, the foundation of humility will cause the Valley to possess its heritage

 

that stretches out and expands to the place of spiritual authority – righteous judgment, the king on his throne of the CITY 


 

and lean and trust in God for total support along the ancient perpetual borders of the inheritance of his father.

 

When the Lord is a Warrior, it is HE who fights. If I am a warrior, I am still, acknowledging Him as Lord. He fights and wins before my eyes. I will not fear, because He fights for me. I will worship Him as He fights!
 

"The Lord will fight for you; you need only to be still.”" (Exodus 14:14, NIV)

 

 





"The Lord your God, who is going before you, will fight for you, as he did for you in Egypt, before your very eyes," (Deuteronomy 1:30, NIV)



"Do not be afraid of them; the Lord your God himself will fight for you.”" (Deuteronomy 3:22, NIV)




 

 


"One of you routs a thousand, because the Lord your God fights for you, just as he promised." (Joshua 23:10, NIV)




 

 


"Every stroke the Lord lays on them with his punishing rod will be to the music of tambourines and harps, as he fights them in battle with the blows of his arm." (Isaiah 30:32, NIV)


 






 
 

The Character of a Warrior



 
 

However, the Lord also spoke to me about the character of a warrior. He brought me to the story of a mighty warrior for David. His name was Eleazar. The Lord asked me, “When will the true spirit of Eleazar rise up?” And I knew the Lord wanted me to walk as Eleazar walked.
 

"Next to him was Eleazar (the one God has helped) son of Dodai the Ahohite. As one of the three mighty men, he was with David when they taunted the Philistines (the giants in the land) gathered(for battle) at Pas Dammim (means the boundary of blood) for battle (in a field full of barley). Then the men of Israel retreated, but he stood his ground and struck down the Philistines till his hand grew tired and froze (cleaved and became one with) to the sword. The Lord brought about a great victory that day. The troops returned to Eleazar, but only to strip the dead." (2 Samuel 23:9-10, NIV and 1 Chronicles 11:12-14)
 

The spirit of a warrior is found in Eleazar. Here are his characteristics:
 

Eleazar was with David. The warrior is walking in unity and loyalty with his leaders.

 



 

 

Eleazar faced the Philistines. The warrior is not afraid when the battle comes.

 



 

 

Eleazar was at Pas Dammin, the boundary of blood. The warrior is fighting the enemy at the blood line, at the place where the Kingdom of God is not yet established. The warrior is establishing and increasing the Kingdom of God in the place of darkness. 

 



 

 

Eleazar fought in a field full of barley. The warrior fights in the harvest field for the harvest.

 

Israel retreated and Eleazar stood his ground. The warrior will fight alone even as the church leaves him.

 



 

 

Eleazar was alone and struck down the Philistines. The warrior will strike down the enemy.

 



 

 

Eleazar fought until his hand was tired and cleaved to the sword. The warrior will fight even as he grows tired. The warrior is someone who is one with his sword, the Word of God. The warrior is one who has become “one” with the Word of God and lives the Word of God.

 



 

 

The Lord brought a great victory. The warrior fights even until exhausted and beyond exhausted and then gives all the credit and all the glory for the victory to God alone.

 



 

 

Israel returned to Eleazar to strip the dead. The warrior will graciously share the plunder of the battle with the church. The warrior will share the fruit of what he labored and toiled for, with those who abandoned him.

 



 

 

The Tools of the Warrior



 
 

The Lord spoke to me and said, “My warriors are well able to take down the walls of Jericho.” Jericho was the strongest city in the region. It didn’t come down by the strength of men. It came down by the Word of the Lord. The Lord asked me, “Will you embrace the impossible way and so see the impossible happen?” Normal methods don’t work with God’s warriors.
 

I learned that God wanted to use me as a warrior. "A wise man (a warrior) attacks the city of the mighty and pulls down the stronghold in which they trust." (Proverbs 21:22, NIV) The Lord earnestly desires the strongholds of the enemy to be crushed. He also earnestly wants to use us to do it. I learned from the Lord that if my region is to be taken for the Lord, I must change and become the warrior God can use.
 

The Lord also taught me that His warriors do not fight like the world fights. "For though we live in the world, we do not wage war as the world does. The weapons we fight with are not the weapons of the world. On the contrary, they have divine power to demolish strongholds. We demolish arguments and every pretension that sets itself up against the knowledge of God, and we take captive every thought to make it obedient to Christ." (2 Corinthians 10:3-5, NIV) If I was going to take down strongholds, it would have to be done using God’s weapons. And so I asked the Lord to show me His weapons.
 

I thought about the armor of God. It is true that a warrior must dress for war, but the weapons of war deal with how to fight. The Lord led me to Paul, a true warrior. In this passage, Paul describes the weapons he fights with in his right hand and in his left.
 

"We put no stumbling block in anyone’s path, so that our ministry will not be discredited. Rather, as servants of God we commend ourselves in every way: in great endurance; in troubles, hardships and distresses; in beatings, imprisonments and riots; in hard work, sleepless nights and hunger; in purity, understanding, patience and kindness; in the Holy Spirit and in sincere love; in truthful speech and in the power of God; with weapons of righteousness in the right hand and in the left; through glory and dishonor, bad report and good report; genuine, yet regarded as impostors; known, yet regarded as unknown; dying, and yet we live on; beaten, and yet not killed; sorrowful, yet always rejoicing; poor, yet making many rich; having nothing, and yet possessing everything." (2 Corinthians 6:3-10, NIV)

 

The Lord showed me in this passage how warriors fight. In every battle, there is God’s part to bring us to a place of victory. Then there is also the warrior’s part – the actions and attitudes of the warrior in the battle. Victory belongs to God. God’s warrior will cooperate with what God is doing to find the victory.
 

It was in these verses of 2 Corinthians 6:3-10 that I saw that God allowed some things to occur in our lives. I call this, “God’s part”. God’s part was to create the right circumstances where I would need to fight like a warrior. God’s part was to create the atmosphere where I could use the weapons He was giving me. 
 

I took the time to study the meaning of these words in the Greek. I then grouped them by God’s part and my part. When God allows a circumstance to occur in my life, I must look at it as an opportunity to use the weapons of God to find the victory of God. As I do this, I become transformed into God’s warrior.
 

God’s part – The circumstances that occur in my life:
 

Troubles/Affliction – pressure, pressing together

 



 

 

Hardships/Necessities – needs created by circumstances

 



 

 

Distresses – the narrow place

 



 

 

Beatings - a public calamity, heavy affliction

 



 

 

Imprisonment – confined

 



 

 

Riots/Tumults – “Disorder,” “unrest,” a. “political turmoil,” “revolution,” instability, a state of disorder

 



 

 

In the Holy Spirit – by the Holy Spirit (how else?)

 



 

 

In the power of God – dunamis – you will receive dunamis when the Holy Spirit comes on you.

 

with weapons of righteousness – armor/instrument acceptable to God

 



 

 

Genuine – true, spoken of God who is true. Let them see Jesus in me.

 



 

 

Dying – of seeds which transform when planted, “I tell you the truth, unless a kernel of wheat falls to the ground and dies, it remains only a single seed. But if it dies, it produces many seeds.” (John 12:24)

 



 

 

As unknown, yet well known – God keeps me hidden and He knows me.

 



 

 

Beaten and yet not killed – chastened/disciplined as a son, but not made extinct or destroyed

 

Sorrowful – grieving, heavy with a burden

 



 

 

having nothing – having nothing external in the physical

 



 

 

And then there is the part of the warrior. As God does His part in bringing us to the place of victory, we must cooperate as fight as God’s warriors fight. These are my weapons.
 



 
 

Great endurance – patience

 



 

 

Hard work - intense labor united with trouble and toil, weary with groans and cries.

 



 

 

Sleepless Nights – watchings

 



 

 

Hunger – Fastings

 



 

 

Purity – consecration

 



 

 

Understanding – knowledge

 



 

 

Patience – steadfastness, long suffering

 



 

 

Kindness – goodness, integrity

 



 

 

In sincere Love – The Greek word “agape” that is the deepest love without hypocrisy and undisguised

 



 

 

In truthful speech – my speaking forth God’s word

 



 

 

in the right hand and in the left – there is no room in my life for anything but God’s chosen weapons.

 

yet we live on – I choose to be alive in Christ.

 



 

 

yet always rejoicing – be glad, be well

 



 

 

yet possessing everything – hold fast to my inheritance, to God’s word and His promises

 



 

 



 
 

My weapons were great patience and endurance, groans, cries and labor, prayerful watching and waiting, fasting, ever increasing consecration, knowledge, long-suffering, integrity, pure love, speaking the truth of God’s Word, living, joy and simply hanging on.
 



 
 

Ministry



 
 

Moving into the preaching and teaching ministry was the fourth word God called me to. 
 

I realize that all of us as believers minister daily with our lives. I understand too that all of us are in ministry as we serve others and honor the Lord. However, this call to ministry was a call to the ministry described in Ephesians. "It was he who gave some to be apostles, some to be prophets, some to be evangelists, and some to be pastors and teachers, to prepare God’s people for works of service, so that the body of Christ may be built up until we all reach unity in the faith and in the knowledge of the Son of God and become mature, attaining to the whole measure of the fullness of Christ.” (Ephesians 4:11–13, NIV84) 
 

I wish I could write something profound here. However, the truth of the matter is that I am not currently in ministry. There is a truth that I do know though. Ministry is God flowing through me to touch the lives around me with His love. Ministry is always motivated by God’s Love. Ministry starts with God, moves by Love, and ends with all glory being given to God.
 

If you find yourself frustrated because you are not in ministry, it is a good indication that the desire to minister is to meet your needs for self-affirmation and success. Perhaps you see your value in what you do and not in who you are. Frustration is a good indicator that you are not motivated by love to serve those around you. 
 




The Healing Process



 
 

What was will never be again. Consider Job’s daughters. Job’s loss included his family. Job’s restoration included new family. "The Lord blessed the latter part of Job’s life more than the first. He had fourteen thousand sheep, six thousand camels, a thousand yoke of oxen and a thousand donkeys. And he also had seven sons and three daughters. The first daughter he named Jemimah, the second Keziah and the third Keren-Happuch. Nowhere in all the land were there found women as beautiful as Job’s daughters, and their father granted them an inheritance along with their brothers." (Job 42:12-15, NIV)
 

The meaning of the daughter’s names are “day by day”, “beautiful spice,” and “antimony” which means strength and beauty. Job’s restoration was progressive and growing day by day until he came to a place of strength and beauty.
 



 
 


 Realizing I am at the bottom



 

 

After that fateful morning meeting when I was kicked out of First Church, my church home, banished from the presence of my spiritual father (Pastor Joe), told I was to go to Pastor Mark’s church, and my life was totally destroyed once again, I fought so strongly against just running away. My children aged 11 and 13 had lost their friends. My husband was angry with Pastor Joe and all those at First Church. My hand was in pain from the witchcraft assault. My heart was so broken that there are no words to describe the depth of the pain I felt. I had given everything and had lost everything. It seemed like love had failed.
 

My first reaction was to ignore the mandate to go over to Pastor Mark’s church. I just did not believe that Pastor Mark could be any different than Pastor Joe. Then the Lord spoke and said these words: “See it through to the end.” Those were not words that I wanted to hear. I wanted to run away. I wanted to die. I definitely did not want to go see Pastor Mark. As far as I knew Pastor Mark would be just like Pastor Joe. And I knew my husband wanted nothing to do with any of this either – so going to Pastor Mark would need to be a work of the Lord. Then the Lord also spoke, “Choose the path that will humble you more.”
 

I went to Scripture, like I always do, looking for God to confirm His word. I said, “Lord, if this is really You, then give me Scripture to back it up. Otherwise I am not going.” 
 

The Lord spoke to me from Revelation. "To him who overcomes and does my will to the end, I will give authority over the nations— ‘He will rule them with an iron scepter; he will dash them to pieces like pottery’— just as I have received authority from my Father. I will also give him the morning star." (Revelation 2:26-28, NIV) At this point, I really didn’t care about authority over nations anymore. But I knew the morning star referred to both Jesus (Rev 22:16) and to satan (Isaiah 14:12). And right now, I really needed Jesus like I never needed Jesus before. I knew the Lord wanted me to obey His word to the end.
 

So the next Sunday, I did what I had been ordered to do and I went alone to Grace Church. There were many looks of surprise that Sunday morning. I tried not to let my broken heart show. After that service, I made an appointment with Pastor Mark, as I had been ordered to by First Church.
 

That week I sat in Pastor Mark’s office and shared about what had happened in the last many months. I asked him why I was sent from First Church to his church. The last time we had spoken was when Pastor Joe was in the office with us. I shared about how love had worked and the Lord led me to come together with Pastor Joe. I shared about the accusations and the false prophetic word. I shared about the silent treatment and the witchcraft assault. And I shared my heart that I wanted nothing more than love, unity, reconciliation and restoration.
 

I felt like Joseph, exiled and betrayed by his family. I also realized that just like for Joseph, God would spare no expense to bring about His heart of love into the situation. I felt like a foreigner in that place. I no longer had a place to call home. I had nothing left but my family. Pastor Mark encouraged me to bring my family to worship and told me that we were welcome to worship at Grace Church.
 

A few weeks later, apparently Pastor Mark had spoken with Pastor Joe. I was told that Pastor Joe considered my presence at Grace Church to be a permanent arrangement and there would be no further discussion. My trust in Christian leaders was shattered. What happened to working out conflicts according to the Word of God? What happened to love and unity and compassion? I wept and I wept and I wept. For some reason, the people I loved and to whom I had given everything for hated me. I was dumped somewhere I never wanted to be and had pulled Grace Church and Pastor Mark into a mess.
 

After a few weeks, I met again with Pastor Mark. In that meeting, I told him respectfully that I needed to say how things really were or I would never deal with them. I told him that I didn’t trust him (because of his relationship with Pastor Joe) and I told Pastor Mark that I did not want to be the subject of any conversation with Pastor Joe. The only way I knew to rebuild my shattered life was to leave Pastor Joe out of it totally. I told Pastor Mark that I felt dumped here but that the Lord told me to stay, to see it through to the end and that I did not know what the end was. It was not a good place to start, but it was my reality.
 



 
 


Beginning Again



 
 

It was on this poor foundation that I needed to start rebuilding. The people of Grace Church were wonderful. Everywhere we turned we were loved. After these first few meetings with Pastor Mark, I needed surgery to repair the witchcraft assault on my right hand. Grace Church gave me rides to doctors, they made meals after surgery for my family, they came and prayed for us. My children were embraced and loved. Their hearts began to heal. 
 

My heart seemed so far from healing. I had no idea where to start. I was in so much physical pain from the surgery. I was in so much emotional pain from the betrayal. About three weeks after the surgery, a series of prophetic acts began to unfold in my life. 
 

In early November of 2008, the Lord made an appeal for grace, love and unity in the situation between Pastor Joe and me. The Lord had placed an item that belonged to Pastor Joe into my hands through the actions of a prophetic messenger. The item symbolized fruitfulness, specifically Pastor Joe’s fruitfulness. The prophet told me I was to return this. So, I sent an email to Pastor Joe (witnessed by Pastor Mark) making an appeal to love and grace. In a vision, I saw Pastor Joe’s anger as he read the email. Pastor Mark then called Pastor Joe to see what Pastor Joe felt about the email. Pastor Joe denied ever getting the email.
 

At this point, I knew there was nothing more I could do to reconcile. It was Pastor Joe’s decision to disobey the Lord, and the Lord would deal with Pastor Joe. A month later, another prophetic messenger visited me, perhaps it was an angel. In the vision, the messenger brought me several items that this angel had removed from Pastor Joe. These items represented authority and destiny. I learned from the vision and the message of the angel. I learned that when people refuse to walk in obedience to the word of God in one area of life, they lose their authority to minister in all areas. The place of our refusal to honor and obey God is the beginning of our rebellion to God.
 

Although I knew this and I knew God was in control, my heart was broken and shattered. I loved Pastor Joe and those at First Church. I had given everything and lost everything. I ached and I hurt to a depth in my soul that words cannot describe. I didn’t yet trust Pastor Mark because of his relationship with Pastor Joe. I didn’t want to be at Grace Church. I didn’t feel like I belonged anywhere.
 

I want to share about the love of some of those at Grace Church during this time. Sometimes, you need to just share the burden. Sometimes, the weight of the pain is too much to carry. One Sunday evening after service at Grace Church, I was talking with the children’s pastor (Pastor Susan). We were talking a little bit about my past ministry. She did not know how or why I was at Grace Church. She asked why I couldn’t do what I had done before (at First Church and prior) here at Grace Church.
 

That question made me realize the depth of the wounds in my heart. I told her I didn’t think I could tell her or anyone for that matter. She looked at me and saw my pain and told me, “You can’t keep it in. It (the pain) will destroy you.” Tears were in my eyes as she started to pull out my story. As I told her what had happened to me, she wept with me. She listened and she wept for hours with me. She didn’t know me, but she carried my burden with me. She mourned with those who mourn and wept with those who wept. She showed me unconditional love and embraced me at my lowest point.
 

Releasing the pain and weeping that night began the road to letting my heart heal. I will never forget that night when love was expressed in tears. There were still many times of tears to come, but I began to move forward from that night. God put tests in my path for me to choose to love. The road to healing is to choose to love.
 



 
 


Healing Forgives



 
 

The first test came a couple months later. Although it wasn’t totally planned as a joint service between Grace Church and First Church, it seemed to become one on a Sunday evening. A guest speaker was scheduled and when service time came around, almost all of First Church members, including Pastor Joe, arrived as well. I was shocked and felt the emotions of Joseph when he saw his family for the first time and ran and wept. 
 

There was no way I could go into the sanctuary that night and worship. The admonition of the Lord rang through my spirit... "Therefore, if you are offering your gift at the altar and there remember that your brother has something against you, leave your gift there in front of the altar. First go and be reconciled to your brother; then come and offer your gift." (Matthew 5:23-24, NIV) I went into the empty children’s church and I wept and I wept and I wept. These were people I loved and still love who have decided that I am the source of all evil and have cast me away.
 

One of the leaders at Grace church, Mary, came in and prayed for me with love and I wept even more. She encouraged me that this was my home and I could go into the sanctuary. But I couldn’t... I couldn’t go in and hear the shout of DISUNITY in the presence of God during worship. I just wept more. Eventually Pastor Mark also came in. He too prayed as I wept and told me this was my home (Grace Church) and told me I could hold my head high. He prayed in love with great compassion that touched my heart. But I was still too broken to go into the sanctuary. I stayed all evening in the dark children’s church asking God if there was any way for me to heal.
 

I left that evening knowing that something needed to change in my heart. I couldn’t stay in this place of brokenness any longer. Although I was grateful that my heart was broken by love and not hardened by bitterness, I could not carry this pain anymore. I was desperate to find an answer and to release the pain.
 

A week later, Grace Church had a conference filled with joyous worship and passionate love. In the atmosphere of worship while I was laying against a back wall seeking the Lord, He spoke. I asked the Lord, “Why? Why, when I am trying to forgive and trying to let go, am I unable to do so?” I told the Lord, I was stuck… I didn’t know how to move from this place of pain. I told the Lord, the wounds were too much for me to bear. I asked the Lord, “How??? How do I find healing? How do I find peace? How does forgiveness really work?”
 

The Lord’s answer was found on the cross. "Jesus said, “Father, forgive them, for they do not know what they are doing.” And they divided up his clothes by casting lots." (Luke 23:34, NIV) Jesus didn’t say “I forgive them.” He asked his Father to forgive them. In my spirit, I heard this. 
 

“Father, I can’t forgive them. I am unable to forgive them. I have tried to forgive them. I don’t know how to forgive them. Father, You forgive them. You are able. You know how. In my spirit, Holy Spirit – You forgive them. It is too much for me Lord. I can’t. You forgive them.” In that instant, peace flooded over me, and I knew I had received a treasured revelation. I had surrendered to the will of the Father. 
 

Shortly after that revelation of forgiveness, I met with Pastor Mark. I asked him this question. How do I rebuild my life? He asked me to go to the children’s church and help out there with Pastor Susan. But more than that, he spoke something deep into my spirit. He told me that I “belonged” at Grace Church.
 

I struggled with that word. I didn’t want to belong. I wanted to run away. I wanted to rebuild on my own. I was still only at Grace Church because the Lord had told me to “see it through to the end,” and I knew I was not yet at the end. After this meeting, I began to help in the children’s church and I began to help Grace Church with their website. At least, I felt, I was doing something worthwhile by helping. 
 



 
 


Healing Trusts



 
 

My heart was on the road to healing when the next test of love came my way. It was the test of trust. I was approached in the hallway by someone I was just beginning to get to know. She pulled me aside and started to speak. “I really like you, so I want to warn you to be careful of Mary (one of Pastor Mark’s leaders). I just don’t want you to get hurt by her.” A few weeks later this same person came to me and told me outright that Mary was deceptive and that she was going to hurt me.
 

These statements caused such turmoil in me. What if Mary really didn’t care? I had shared so much of my pain and hurt with her. She had prayed with me. She told me she cared. What if she really was playing games with me? What if her love wasn’t real? What if she was manipulating me? What if I was only a project to her? I kept praying and asking God to help me sort out these feelings.
 

Eventually the answer came to me. I needed to make a decision. I had no way of knowing who was telling me the truth. But I did not want to give in to a spirit of fear and suspicion. It is better to trust and love and be hurt again than to not trust and love. I made a decision that Mary had my permission to hurt me, but I would be open anyway. I would continue to open my heart to her and I would continue to trust her as a leader.
 

When I made that decision, the Lord spoke almost audibly and said “You have reached the end.” I knew instantly that the Lord meant the end that he spoke of when I was kicked out of First Church and sent to Grace Church. At that time he told me to “see it through to the end”. And now I had reached the end? The end was this quiet moment in a worship service when I gave Mary permission in my heart to hurt me, but I would still love and trust? What kind of ending was this I wondered?
 

So I asked the Lord, what next? If this was the end, now what? The Lord spoke and said, “Now you get to choose.” I knew that before me was a choice. I did not have to stay at Grace Church, I could choose to leave. I knew in my heart that the Lord wanted me to choose to stay at Grace Church. He wanted me to not only be obedient but willing, as well, to embrace the place where I was. "If you are willing and obedient, you will eat the best from the land;" (Isaiah 1:19, NIV)
 

To choose to become willing, even wanting to stay, was far more difficult than merely enduring to the end. I asked the Lord for a willing heart to take me into the next step of this amazing journey.
 



 
 


 Healing Belongs and Doesn’t Fear



 
 

Now that I had chosen to stay at Grace Church, the next step became obvious. My heart was not right with Pastor Mark. I had told him I didn’t trust him. I was consumed with fear. Every time he came near me to say anything to me, I felt fear churning in my stomach. I would have to bind the spirit of fear just to hear what he was trying to tell me.
 

I was trying to deal with the fear, but it was a huge battle. One day my friend Mary asked about the heaviness she sensed in my spirit. I told her how tired I was of fighting, but I didn’t know the answer. I felt like there was no answer. How could I stay when I feared the Pastor? How long before the spirit of fear manifest into ungodly actions or words that would affect others? 
 

I had a meeting with Pastor Mark and Mary to talk about the fear I was fighting. I was scared even to be in the meeting. The Lord had spoken to me enough about the fear that I knew it was I who needed to change. The first part of 1 John 4:18 says that “perfect love drives out fear.” (NIV) Many times we quote that part only. We believe that if the other loved us more, then we would not fear. But the Lord brought me to the second part of 1 John 4:18. “The one who fears is not made perfect in love.”
 

I needed to change. I wasn’t yet made perfect in love. Because I feared Pastor Mark, I knew that my love for him was not complete. I took responsibility before the Lord for my fear. I asked the Lord to help me. And now I was face to face with Pastor Mark talking about fear. I was scared.
 

Very patiently, from a heart of love, Pastor Mark spoke with me. He spoke about identifying the root of the fear. He hit really close to home when he spoke of accusations and betrayal. I knew the root was in the pain of the betrayals and the fear that Pastor Mark would also betray me. I was too fearful though, to tell Pastor Mark what I feared. 
 

After the meeting, I began to write my thoughts about fear to Mary. I needed to answer the question of what I feared, and writing seemed the safest way. This is part of what I wrote after the meeting. This is how I felt at the time the Lord was dealing with my fear.
 

I fear that when I do make a mistake, I will be condemned. I know that I am not perfect and that I make mistakes. When I make a mistake, I want to learn from it.  When I make a mistake, I want to go back and make things right. What will Pastor Mark do when I make a mistake? What will he do when I disappoint him?

 

I fear pouring myself out, because when I do, the voices of accusation arise against me. Will Pastor Mark protect me and stay committed to seeing this through with me or will he dump me and discard me? (the fear is not from the accusations, but from being discarded)

 

I fear that Pastor Mark looks at me with whatever "glasses" Pastor Joe gave him. If you look at people with suspicion and question their motives, then even when they do what is right, it is perceived as wrong.

 

I fear that I will never find a place that I fit…. I can't ever be content living a "normal" Christian life… I will never be content sitting in a pew and coming to church… There must be more….

 

I fear dreaming because my dreams have been shattered… because I have been condemned for my dreams… Do my dreams have a place at Grace Church? Is there a place for me here??? Can I dare to dream again? Are my dreams safe here? Anytime I think about those dreams, tears are never far away.

 

 A few days later, the Lord brought me back to those questions, except He reversed them. The Lord asked me to answer "my questions" as if they were Pastor Mark's.
 

What will I do when Pastor Mark makes a mistake? What will I do when he disappoints me? And the answer is that I would give grace and mercy. I would work through it.

 

What will I do when the voices of accusation come against Pastor Mark? Will I be committed to seeing this through or will I dump and discard him? And the answer is that I would see it through and stay committed.

 

Will I look at Pastor Mark through the eyes of what Pastor Joe did to me? If I look at Pastor Mark with suspicion and question his motives, then even when he does what is right, it is perceived as wrong. The answer is that I have no right to look at Pastor Mark through eyes of pain. The answer is that I must look at the Christ in him and trust the good that God is working in him.

 

Then the Lord asked me: If I am willing to extend that love, grace and loyalty towards Pastor Mark, why should I believe any less of him towards me? What is my answer to the Lord? And the answer is that I must believe that Pastor Mark walks in love, grace, and loyalty.

 

I needed to make a decision and choose to believe that Pastor Mark was walking in love and I had no reason to fear. Then the Lord spoke to me. "I will set up shepherds over them who will feed them; and they shall fear no more, nor be dismayed (shattered/broken), nor shall they be lacking,” says the Lord." (Jeremiah 23:4, NKJV) 
 

I now knew that I had been given a shepherd who would help me heal and grow. It was time to trust.
 



 
 


 Healing Treasures People



 
 

I had been praying and asking the Lord daily to heal my heart. I was asking the Lord for a few things: a heart that was walking in love and unity with Pastor Mark, the ability to trust again, an opportunity to choose to trust, a place to pour myself out with abandonment, a place to belong, and a place for my gifts. It was a very big wish list. 
 

By now, I realized that God’s mercy was very great in my life. It would have been so easy to walk away in my wounds and allow bitterness to move in. But instead, over the course of the year at Grace Church, I had come to love and trust the people. I had chosen to trust. I had chosen to agree with Pastor Mark that I “belonged” and I was rejoicing.
 

Now the Lord began to work on the rest of those prayer requests. If I belonged with Grace Church, I wanted to be unified in heart with Pastor Mark. I was still not doing the things God had called me to. I still wanted a place to pour myself out with abandonment, and find a place for my gifts. So the Lord spoke to me and said “treasure the people around you.”
 

I asked the Lord, “Why”? His answer was simple. "For where your treasure is, there your heart will be also." (Luke 12:34, NIV) Treasuring the people around me will give me a heart that is one with those people. When my heart is unified with Pastor Mark, the rest will follow. We don't pour ourselves into places or even vision, but into people. Our destinies lie in the life we bring to others. "Oneness" gives me a person and people to which to give myself with abandon.
 

When I treasure the people around me and my heart goes to what I treasure, then love begins to flow. “You have such a place in our hearts that we would live or die with you." (2 Corinthians 7:3, NIV) I knew that the Lord wanted me to grow and to love freely without restraint, just as Paul made his appeal, "We have spoken freely to you, Corinthians, and opened wide our hearts to you. We are not withholding our affection from you, but you are withholding yours from us. As a fair exchange—I speak as to my children—open wide your hearts also." (2 Corinthians 6:11-13, NIV) 
 

I was being called to fully open wide my heart to the people around me. And the key to moving my heart towards that openness was to treasure the people. A treasure is highly valued, greatly prized, precious, beloved, cherished, and highly esteemed. A treasure, once found, is clung to diligently. It is cared for fondly and nurtured in the commitment of time.
 

My heart began to be filled with greater love as I saw the people at Grace Church and Pastor Mark as treasures in God’s Kingdom. I began to look at them with honor.
 



 
 


 Healing Learns God’s Purpose



 
 

My heart was on the road to healing. I was happy to be at Grace Church. I loved the people at Grace Church. I knew in my heart that I esteemed and honored Pastor Mark and his leaders. I knew that without them, I may never have learned to love and to trust. I knew that I had received great gifts of love from them.
 

However, The Lord and I both knew that there was still a dark area in my heart. It was the pain of the call. I had tried so hard and I had failed. I had tried to do everything with excellence and I had failed. I was not in anywhere close to doing what I was called to do. I did not know how to move into the five-fold ministry. I did not think it was possible anymore. And yet the call still burned and ached deep in my heart.
 

The pain of the loss of all my dreams was more than I could bear. Tears were never far away when I heard a message of purpose and destiny. I wanted to run away because right now, I had no purpose. My destiny was always beyond my reach.
 

One morning, as I was praying yet again about the calling that was so dead, the Lord spoke. “The purpose of the call is intimacy.” “Isn’t it enough”, He asked, “for the call to have drawn you close to Me?”
 

As was my habit, I asked the Lord to show me what He meant from His Word.
 

"Jesus went up on a mountainside and called to him those he wanted, and they came to him. He appointed twelve—designating them apostles—that they might be with him and that he might send them out to preach and to have authority to drive out demons." (Mark 3:13-15, NIV) 
 

I think the King James, makes it much clearer though.
 

"And he goeth up into a mountain, and calleth unto him whom he would: and they came unto him. And he ordained twelve, that they should be with him, and that he might send them forth to preach, And to have power to heal sicknesses, and to cast out devils:" (Mark 3:13-15, KJV)
 

The first thing I learned is that I wasn’t called to ministry. I was called to be with Jesus. I was called to follow Him. There is a progression. 
 

It starts with a call to follow Jesus. It starts and it ends with Jesus. 
 

After the call, Jesus ordains. The word ordain here means to make, to produce, to form and to fashion. The purpose of the call is not to be in ministry. The purpose of the call is to become like Jesus.
 

Finally, after being called, after following hard after the call and after Jesus… finally after going through the process of being made, formed and fashioned…. Only then does Jesus send. And when He sends, then He gives authority.
 

And so the Lord asked, “Isn’t it enough for the call to have drawn you close to Me?”
 

I had to think of what had happened in the last eight years. Being stripped of everything gave me time to spend in the Word. For the last three years I had spent so much time in the Word that I read the Bible cover to cover with in-depth studying four times each year. I spent 3-4 hours daily reading and praying and studying with the Lord.
 

And now the Lord was asking if this was enough? Was it enough if I never preached again? Was it enough if I never led another team on the streets again? Was it enough if all I did was spend time with Him?
 

I prayed.
 

Lord, I am sorry. I failed to recognize the purpose of the call. I failed to recognize that all You want from me is all of me. Lord, it is enough. I am grateful Lord that you chose me to spend time with You and to learn from you. Work in my life Lord and make me, form me, into everything you want me to be. I love You!
 

It was enough… it was enough to move me to the next stage of this amazing journey….
 



 
 


 Healing Becomes Desperate



 
 

It was enough to know that God only wanted me. However, that knowledge alone did not erase the deep pain in my heart from spending eight years pursuing the call of God and failing. Here I was, having done all things with excellence, and I was not preaching. I was not teaching. I was sitting in a pew. Every time someone preached about destiny, I wept. I wept because I knew I wasn’t doing what the Lord said I would do and I wept because I didn’t know how to change the current situation.
 

I became desperate. I was desperate for this ugly place of pain to leave my heart. I knew I needed the peace of God to fill that emptiness, but I did not know how to find that place of peace.
 

A few months earlier, a book came into my possession – The Path of a Prophet by John Mark Pool. I knew I needed to physically see and hear him. His road of loss was so similar to mine and he had made it through to the other side. I wanted just to believe that if God could do it for him, God could do it for me also. 
 

I had watched his itinerary for many months, but he was always too far away on the East coast. One day I looked and his itinerary had an addition. It was the closest by far that he would be to me. He would only be 500 miles away. I was desperate.
 

I knew that this pain that wouldn’t yet let go was the last dark wound in my heart. I knew that the healing of this was the last step to my wholeness and my recovery from the wounds of the last eight years. I knew that I could not move forward until I was healed. So, I was desperate.
 

So I made plans to travel 500 miles. As the date of the trip approached, I received an unusual prophetic word. It was unusual for me because over the last eight years, all I was told regarding my call was that I was not fit for ministry. The manner in which I received the word was also unusual. Grace Church was having a large conference with internationally known speakers. One day, in a hallway, I was passing one of the speakers. She was a prophet. She grabbed my hands and started praying. She was silent for a few moments. Then she spoke over me. She told me that I had been in preparation for many years but that there was a mantle of spiritual authority that I was picking up. It was a generational mantle that had been dropped that I was receiving. This mantle would influence many for generations.
 

It was a really BIG word. I was shocked because it was the first positive word affirming my calling. With that word stirring in me, I went and travelled 500 miles with the children’s pastor of Grace Church (Pastor Susan). Because of the very deep and personal nature of this trip I did not want to be alone and I had asked her or Mary if they would accompany me. Both had been a tremendous source of healing and I knew that I might need their support as God continued to work healing in my life.
 

When we arrived, I knew something profound was going to happen because we were in a barn in the middle of corn fields in the middle of nowhere. I did not want to get out of the car, but Pastor Susan gave me some much needed strong encouragement. We were too tired that first night to receive much and the next day we talked a lot. The question Pastor Susan asked me was, “Why were we here?” What was I looking for? It did seem odd to travel 500 miles for only 3 evening sessions in a barn in a corn field.
 

I answered her. I told her I was looking for the key to unlock and heal this last deep pain in my heart. I did not know what God would do, but I expected something.
 

The next evening (Friday), the man of God preached about desperation. Later that evening, he spoke to me and told me that even if others had told me I was not intimate with the Lord, that indeed I truly was intimate with Him.
 

On Saturday (the last full day there), we were called to meet privately with the prophet. He began to talk to me about the call of God on my life. He spoke to me at length about the things the Lord wanted me to do. Although this was wonderful knowing that God still wanted to use me, it did not heal the wound.
 

I left the meeting and wondered if I would get the key I was seeking. There was only the last evening session left. After the preaching that evening, I went up to say goodbye to the man of God and to thank him for the time he spent with me. I was grateful, but had not yet received what I was searching for.
 

He held my hands and began to pray and he gave me my key. Spirit to spirit the key was placed into my heart and it opened and released the pain. All those eight years of pain were worth every tear.
 

I was in this place now because I had followed and obeyed God. I was now in the right place and the right time. My past had honored God. I had not missed God in those last eight years. I was in God’s grid. It was enough.
 

It made it all worth it. To know that even though it was so hard, I had not failed. I had honored the Lord in these last eight years of suffering. Knowing that I had glorified the Lord, even when I had nothing, made the pain of the last eight years worthwhile.
 

I had my key. My pain was released. My heart could heal.
 



 
 


 A Few Words About My Physical Healing



 
 

In the earlier section about the fire and the furnace, I shared about the last part of the furnace which was fighting the witchcraft injury to my hand. That battle was being waged in the same 14 months that this healing process took. While my heart was healing, I was struggling with desperation for the life of my hand. I was at a place where the doctors could do very little for me.
 

Just before I began to receive the prophetic words reaffirming my calling and my destiny, I received a prophetic healing word. During a conference at Grace Church, a word of knowledge came to the speaker. He publically described in great detail the injury to my hand. He spoke of my scars on my right hand. He described the rod and the length of the rod in my hand. Everyone who knew me knew that he was talking about me.
 

That evening, the incurable complications to the surgeries were healed. My pain was gone. My fingers began to move and I received my healing. That night began to set the stage that the past was behind me and I would indeed move forward from the pain and the suffering.
 



 
 


Healing the spirit



 
 

It is the Lord’s desire to heal the body, the mind, and the spirit. As I had progressed through these various stages of emotional and physical healing, God drew me to Himself. It was time for a revelation that He too would heal my crushed spirit. God chose to begin this process with a vision that began in church during a time of worship. 
 

I was worshipping and enjoying the time. All of the sudden while my eyes were closed, I got a whiff of the incense of heaven. It was as real as smelling freshly backed chocolate chip cookies. I had never smelled that heavenly fragrance before. As I inhaled, I was carried away into a vision or a trance and then I was gone.
 

 I found myself in a room in heaven. It was so real. The room was beautiful and full of light that had no source - it was just there. There was incense filling the atmosphere like a thick cloud. I was told by a voice, which I knew belonged to Jesus, to inhale deeply. He told me that the incense was like anesthesia. I did not understand what that meant, but I did what I was told. I began to inhale very deeply. I felt pleasantly calm. As I kept inhaling, I was told that intercession made this possible. There were people who prayed for me that made possible what I was experiencing now. I did not understand or comprehend how this could be so real. I saw the censer (which was full). I saw the atmosphere filled with the incense.
 

The Voice then asked if I wanted to get rid of the last of the wounds inside of me. I had no fear because the Voice was filled with Love and also because the incense was so intoxicating. I said “Yes”. Inside, I thought, who would refuse the voice of the One who was speaking? So, in the vision, I found myself laying on an operating table anesthetized by the incense of heaven. Then, I was opened up from top to bottom and a hand reached deep inside of me and pulled out little black strings. 
 

I knew those black strings represented my woundedness and my brokenness. I knew what was happening reflected a deep healing in my heart and in my spirit. After all the wounds were gone, I again heard the Voice like thunder. And the Voice told me to start speaking because I was given a word. As I began to audibly speak, I was given a word for my life. 
 

This word I was given was that all things were being made new, that I shouldn’t look at the past, and my future would be good. God told me that my steps were ordered by Him to bring me to this moment of time. He told me that I had a purpose and "belonged" at “Grace Church”. I was to keep my eyes fixed ahead. He told me, from this point forward, I was in a new day. 
 

All that evening, I felt incredibly intoxicated in a very good way. I felt so much peace and joy. I also could "see" in a way I never could see before. I was babbling like a crazy person as we drove in the car. Everywhere I looked, the natural and the spiritual were morphed and blended together. I could see the angels riding on horses next to the car. I could see the celebrating angels and the warring angels. I could hear the rocks and the earth harmonizing with heaven as they declared that "He is coming". I could look at cars and see the demons attached to them as we were driving. I could see so very clearly.
 

 I spent time asking God to speak to me about all this from His Word. I wanted to understand what had just happened to me from the perspective of God’s Word. 
 

God confirmed the incense. "And the Lord said to Moses: “Take sweet spices, stacte and onycha and galbanum, and pure frankincense with these sweet spices; there shall be equal amounts of each. You shall make of these an incense, a compound according to the art of the perfumer, salted, pure, and holy. And you shall beat some of it very fine, and put some of it before the Testimony in the tabernacle of meeting where I will meet with you. It shall be most holy to you. But as for the incense which you shall make, you shall not make any for yourselves, according to its composition. It shall be to you holy for the Lord." (Exodus 30:34-37, NKJV)
 

 
 

Scacte, according to the International Bible Encyclopedia, is also Myrrh. Myrrh when inhaled can be used as an anesthesia. Onycha oil is a healing and antiseptic agent. For more than 200 years, hospitals have used an alcohol solution of this oil as their primary antiseptic. Dissolved in ethyl alcohol, it is called Benzoin or Tincture of Benzoin. It is the smell of this tincture that used to give hospitals their peculiar "hospital smell." Frankincense also had healing qualities. Frankincense also was found to have another unusual trait. In May 2008, Johns Hopkins University and the Hebrew University of Jerusalem determined that frankincense smoke is a psychoactive drug that relieves depression and anxiety. That attribute explains why my perceptions were altered. The last ingredient, galbanum, is useful for healing wounds. Finally, they all smell absolutely wonderful together.
 

 As for the word I spoke in heaven, the Lord gave me these Scriptures:
 

"You have heard these things; look at them all. Will you not admit them? “From now on I will tell you of new things, of hidden things unknown to you." (Isaiah 48:6, NIV)
 

"See, the former things have taken place, and new things I declare; before they spring into being I announce them to you.”" (Isaiah 42:9, NIV)
 

"See, I am doing a new thing! Now it springs up; do you not perceive it? I am making a way in the desert and streams in the wasteland." (Isaiah 43:19, NIV)
 

 There is a promise of newness and restoration. Healing is the first step on the road to restoration. Healing established the beginning of the new day.
 

I think everything I saw in the morphing of the natural and spiritual was an effect of the incense. I do enjoy being intoxicated in His Presence, but I want the presence of the Lord to change me. I know I am different today. I feel different. My circumstances haven't changed, but I have changed. The things I am doing (or not doing) have not changed, but I have.
 

 As I was praying about all these things, the Lord spoke about outcomes and destiny. He told me that it doesn’t matter what we do or don’t do. What matters is who we are as we do it. We can do one thing yesterday as the person we were yesterday and get the outcomes of yesterday. But today, I can do the same thing as a different person, and the outcomes will be different because I am different. 
 

 Because of the healing my spirit, I am able to focus on what is before me, even though it is unknown. When the spirit heals, the past becomes the seed for the future. As we heal, we understand that the Lord has directed out paths. He turns the bad into good. He is in charge. In His Presence uncertainty is cast away and replaced by confidence that nothing separates us from His love, and nothing stops us from our destiny. 
 

 
 


 The Healing Road in a Nutshell



 
 

The road of healing is not an easy one, but it is necessary. For me, I needed to do these things:
 

• Realize I had done everything I could and there was nothing more for me to do

 


• Share my pain, become transparent to church leaders

 


• Acknowledge to leaders the effects of my pain, my broken heart, my distrust of leaders, and my lack of belonging 

 


• Seek God, Seek God, Seek God, and stay the course

 


• Forgive deeply 

 


• Resist the temptation to distrust new relationships because of my past failed relationships

 


• Become willing to allow people to hurt me… to start loving from my heart

 


• Receive the words into my spirit from Pastor Mark that the word curses were broken and that I belonged

 


• Dealing with the fear of Pastor Mark that he could hurt me

 


• Learning to treasure Pastor Mark as a gift of God into my life

 


• Desire God alone and become desperate

 


• Let God heal your spirit. Trust Him. Surrender to Him.

 



Your healing will not come from being in ministry and the works you do before God. Your healing will come from the attitudes and choices you make before God in the midst of your fire.
 

Perhaps you could still say I am in the fire. Why? Because in the natural nothing seems to have changed. I am still not in ministry. I am still not doing some of what I am called to do. I still do not have what I spent eight years pressing in for. My call is to preach and teach. My call is to be in the five-fold ministry described in Ephesians 4:11. I spent eight years preparing for this and pursuing this call. At this moment, I do not know how I will find the path that moves me into fulfilling my call.
 

But I am not in the fire. I have found Love and Joy. Peace and Patience are my companions. Goodness, Kindness, and Gentleness follow me every day. Faithfulness and Self-control enable me to move forward every day. It is the story of Daniel.
 

"He said, “Look! I see four men walking around in the fire, unbound and unharmed, and the fourth looks like a son of the gods.” Nebuchadnezzar then approached the opening of the blazing furnace and shouted, “Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego, servants of the Most High God, come out! Come here!” So Shadrach, Meshach and Abednego came out of the fire, and the satraps, prefects, governors and royal advisers crowded around them. They saw that the fire had not harmed their bodies, nor was a hair of their heads singed; their robes were not scorched, and there was no smell of fire on them. “(Daniel 3:25-28, NIV)
 

What is the smell of fire? The smell of burning flesh is very distinctive and strong. It is not pleasant. When we are in the fire and we become bitter or angry, it is the smell of fire. When we are frustrated or see others as the source of our frustration, it is the smell of fire. When we become discouraged or depressed, it is the smell of fire.
 

“…and there was no smell of fire on them.” When we are in the fire and can still love, we smell like Jesus. When we have God’s peace, we are untouched by the fire. When we see God as the author and perfecter of our faith, understand that He is in control of the fire and bless and worship Him in the fire, we will not smell like the fire. When our hope, our expectant trust in God, His Word and His promises stands strong despite our circumstances, we will not smell like fire. When the Joy of the Lord is my strength, I will not smell like fire.
 

My circumstances have not changed, but I have changed. I may be in the fire of delayed answers. I may be in the fire of delayed purpose and delayed destiny, but there is no longer the smell of fire on me. I am with Jesus and that is all that matters.
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