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Psalm 42:11, “Why are you downcast, O my soul? Why so disturbed within me?  Put your hope in God, for I will yet praise him, my Savior and my God.”
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This book is dedicated to my precious Lord who has helped me rest in His hope when life seems a bit scary.
 
And to my sweet Jim, Alex, and Scott who daily walk through this journey with me.
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Preface
As the Outreach Pastor at Grace Place in Berthoud, CO, I attend the Willow Creek Leadership Summit yearly.  This devotional was written as a result of a challenge that was given to pray the following prayer:
 


*Used by permission from the Willow Creek Association
 



I prayed the prayer for the first time and thought to myself:  “What are my talents? I don’t have an amazing singing voice and I am not a great theologian, but the prayer says, ‘My Talents.’  What talent do I have to use for God’s purposes?”  Contemplating my talents more, I came to the realization that I love to encourage others.  Nothing makes my heart happier than knowing I have helped someone have a brighter day.  My thoughts went deeper. “God, how can I encourage people more?”  As I continued to ponder these things, I felt a prompting in my heart to write my story. The feelings and thoughts would not go away. Unfortunately, I began to become quite skeptical.  “Jesus, I am not a writer.  I couldn’t even read until I was in third grade!”  It reminded me of when Moses was told by God to go to the Egyptians. 
 
In Exodus 4:10, Moses replies, “O Lord, I have never been eloquent, neither in the past nor since you have spoken to your servant.  I am slow of speech and tongue.” In verse 13, Moses goes on to say, “O Lord, please send someone else to do it.”  The more I questioned, the more convinced I was I had to write my story of God’s love over all these years and how I have grown to trust Him through whatever the situation.  It is my desire that this nudge to share my story will bring encouragement to everyone who reads it.  
 
Over the course of my life, God has nudged my conscience on numerous occasions.  As I look back on those promptings, it is very noticeable that when I chose to listen and act on them, great adventures followed.  Sadly, sometimes I choose to ignore them and miss out on whatever God might have in store.  
 
Now, I am going to listen to this prompting in my heart to write my story.  Read one chapter a day and meditate on the Scriptures and questions at the end of the daily devotional.  My prayer is my journey of learning to trust in God through good and bad situations will bring encouragement to you. 


 



 
Day 1
God Makes Beautiful Things Out of Ashes

 



My Early Journey:  
One warm spring day, with the windows open and the breeze blowing the curtains, my younger brother and I were playing in the front living room.  We overheard Mom in the kitchen arguing with my dad.  She kept pleading with him to stop.  We ran to see what the commotion was all about.  Dad was fighting to swallow a handful of pills while Mom grabbed at his clenched fist desperately trying to stop him.  This image of my father attempting to take his life is one of my first memories.   
 
I’m so thankful that even though Dad struggled with hopelessness and depression, he never gave up.  God used this to make beauty from ashes in our family’s lives by creating empathy in us for people who have dealt with depression and sadness.
 
My younger brother, also a pastor, uses his gift of empathy to minister to the hurting.  My older brother owns a company that makes prosthetic limbs. He enjoys helping those with physical challenges and the difficult emotional struggles that accompany them.  He strives to help amputees realize that life can still be full of rewarding activities.   
 
For years we were very misled to think our dad wasn’t a Christian because he suffered from depression. This is a judgment sadly made by many Christians. Looking back on it now, it must have broken his heart to be judged in that way.  About ten years ago, my younger brother took a position at a church close to my parents’ house, and my parents started attending.  In this church they have found acceptance. They have made many friends, and people love my dad’s sense of humor.  Today Dad uses his gift of empathy to help others. Sometimes he takes ownership of other people’s problems too far, to the point of becoming depressed again, but oh, what beauty from ashes!
 
The struggle our family went through during my dad’s bouts with depression reminds me of an analogy of coal being transformed into diamonds.  It requires intense heat and immense pressure.  When my family encourages others, I can’t help but think that this was due to the “heat and pressure” of our past.  These struggles from the past have now put the desire in our hearts to help others.
 
Elementary school brought my own “heat and pressure.”  I couldn’t read and found it easier to make up stories about the pictures in the books instead of actually reading the words.  It was a struggle.  Finally, in third grade the words began to pop off the page and make sense.  My fifth grade teacher had seen so much progress that she had me tested to move from the lowest reading group to the highest reading group. Happiness filled my heart with the thought that if I could learn to read, anyone could.  It placed a dream in my heart to grow up to be a teacher to help others learn to read.  
 
Christmas during my seventh grade year came with a big present. We were moving from Elsberry, Missouri, to Lawton, Oklahoma. Since my family on both sides had lived in Elsberry for decades, it was exciting to move from the small rural town of Elsberry to a big city.  On my dad’s side, we would be the first family to move away.
 
Dad wanted to find our church home in Lawton and picked Western Hills Christian Church.  We had never attended such a big church.  The church even had a gym and youth group meetings on Wednesday and Sunday nights.  
 
During my eighth grade year, my youth pastor’s wife, Annie Covert, told a story that would impact my life for years to come.  It was a fictitious story of a lady who died and went to heaven.  The lady walked into a room where the Lord was sitting, and she was in awe of how beautiful everything was.  God told her the room represented her life, but He wanted to show her something else.  He walked her over to a window covered by long thick curtains and threw them back.  The lady’s eyes sparkled, and she gasped at what she saw out the window. It was the most BEAUTIFUL thing she had ever seen. There were gleaming waterfalls that cascaded into sparkling pools and lush mountainsides with meadows full of the most iridescent flowers.  She couldn’t believe what she was seeing.  God said to her, “The room we are in represents your life and how you loved me and accepted my grace, but you didn’t fully trust me.  You tried to do so much on your own.  On the other hand, this awesome vista you are seeing through the window represents the beauty your life could have had if you would have fully trusted me with your whole heart.” That story spoke deeply to me. I needed to trust God with everything and know He had a great plan for my life.  
 
Although I had heard the story, my life was much like the lady’s life in the “room.”  Trusting God with all the areas of my life scared me.  I was thirteen and believed I could handle things better on my own.  Most importantly, I decided that my identity was not going to come from Jesus.  A boyfriend was what I needed to prove I was worth something, but God never gave up on me. 
 
The next spring our church planned a ski trip to Monarch, Colorado, and I really wanted to go.  The problem was I had very little money.  My parents couldn’t afford to send me. I had some babysitting money but not enough to pay for the whole trip.  Thankfully, God laid it on my older brother’s heart to pay for the rest of my trip.
 
I wanted to look cool skiing, so I decided not to wear those ridiculous ski goggles.  Little did I know, the sun reflecting off the snow was burning my eyes.  I spent the next two days of the trip in the ski lodge pampering them.  During that time, I couldn’t put my contacts in, and I wasn’t about to wear my glasses. Each lens was as thick as the bottom of a glass Coke bottle.
 
 One night during devotions, the speaker told the story of the sheep and goats from Matthew 25:31-46.  While he told the story, he pointed out some people in the audience as goats and others as sheep.  The sheep were put on the right to go to heaven, and the goats were put on the left to go to eternal punishment.  Well, I sure didn’t want to be a goat and be left behind at the Lord’s coming, so every time he pointed saying someone was a sheep, I would squint at him, point to myself, and mouth, “Me?”  Even though we were just acting out the story, it really hit home.  I feared being rejected by God and longed to be in His beautiful presence like in Annie’s story.  I wanted to be His.
 
Back in Oklahoma, my new conviction would be tested very quickly.  Following Sunday night youth group, a handsome senior asked me to take a ride in his shiny new Camaro.  I couldn’t believe he had asked me out.  Unfortunately, he had more on his mind then just a ride, and sadly I wanted to impress.  I arrived home at 2:00 in the morning, and my mom was still up waiting for me; she was not happy. Trying to sneak in the front door, a spiral notebook came flying across the room at me.  My mom is a sweet and gentle woman.  It was so unlike her to throw anything, but I had pushed her over the edge.
 
Mom had written me a message in the notebook.  Before I could read it, she blurted out, “Kim, I don’t know what else to do with you.  I have tried raising you in the church, and this is what you do? You’re grounded for the next month.”
 
Ashamed, I hung my head. I knew my behavior on this date was not the life I wanted to live, and Mom’s reaction put a stamp on it.  I replied, “Deeper Life is at Ozark Christian College this coming weekend, and I was hoping I could go.”  Deeper Life was a youth rally Ozark hosted yearly.  Youth came from all over the United States to be inspired to go home and make a difference for Christ.  All through junior high, I had anticipated going, and I was finally old enough to go.
 
She replied, “That may be the only thing that can change your life!” 
 
Deeper Life would prove to be the most pivotal point in my Christian life.  God used the experiences that weekend to teach me to put my hope in Him, and He blessed me with new friendships. My life was changed forever.
 
Tenth grade was not only the start of high school for me but a whole new life.  I had decided I was going to take my Bible to school with me. My goal was for it to be obvious where my hope came from, and if others needed encouragement, they would know I would be there for them.
 
My best friend from junior high was appalled.  She informed me that she wasn’t going to be friends with a “preacher woman.”  I tried to reason with her, but she wasn’t going to hear it.  My heart ached with sadness.  I had lost my best friend because of my choice to love the Lord.
 
At youth group that night, my youth pastor set up an open microphone.  He said, “I believe some of you might be struggling and need to talk.”  A little shaky, I went to the mic and asked my youth group to pray for me to have strength to live for Jesus no matter what anyone thought.  In one of my Bible Studies following that night, I read Luke 9:26.  It says, “If anyone is ashamed of me and my words, the Son of Man will be ashamed of him when he comes in his glory and in the glory of the Father and of the holy angels.”  Wow! I was reminded once again that I will stand before Jesus one day, and I want him to welcome me with a big hug and not turn me away.  
 
High school was ending, and I needed to choose a college. I faced a tough decision.  I longed to go to Ozark Christian College to get a degree in Bible and then go to Missouri Southern State University to get a teaching degree.  I wanted to study the Scriptures, so I could bring encouragement to others, and I wanted to teach to inspire kids to dream.  Dad was adamant I should go to the local university to get my teaching degree instead.  He didn’t think it was necessary to go to a Bible college, but I knew there would be lots of perspective Christian husbands there.  It was not only important to me to get a good education, but I wanted to have a strong Christian family.  The Bible says we are to obey our parents, but I really struggled with listening and obeying my dad at that point.  Out of desperation, I called the 700 Club and asked them to pray that my dad would soften his heart to the thought of me going to Bible College. Since I had visited Ozark every fall and spring for youth rallies, the recruitment office started calling.  One fall night my senior year, I remember asking the recruiter to please pray that my dad would change his mind.  To my pleasant surprise, he did!  
 
God truly had made beautiful things out of ashes with my family.  The struggles we went through had brought about empathy in my life to the point I wanted to get a degree where I could share that hope with others.
 
 
 
Hope Filled Promises:  
 
Romans 8:28, “God works all things together for the good to those that love him.”
 
Isaiah 61:3, “And provide for those who grieve in Zion—to bestow on them a crown of beauty instead of ashes, the oil of gladness instead of mourning, and a garment of praise instead of a spirit of despair.  They will be called oaks of righteousness, a planting of the Lord for the display of his splendor.”
 
Genesis 50:20, “You intended to harm me, but God intended it for good to accomplish what is now being done, the saving of many lives.”
 
 
 



Your Journey:  
 
What has happened in your life that might appear to be a “pile of ashes?”  Maybe it was a job loss, a bad choice, a circumstance, a divorce, or a death.  Look closer, and see if you can see anything beautiful coming from the situation.  How is God at work?  Did you meet a friend because of it?  Did you go down a different path?
 
Take a deep breath and write about some of your own issues that have burdened you over the years.  Just as you saw how God showed me He made beauty from ashes in my life.  He can do the same in yours.  The first step could be you need to forgive someone to get the healing started.  This may take years to understand, but in time it will be obvious He makes beautiful things from ashes.



 
Day 2
God Always Shows Up and Is Never Late

 



My Journey of Provision:  
College would be the biggest building block for my faith.  I learned to trust God financially.  This was mainly due to the fact that my parents couldn’t afford to pay for me to go.  I had to totally rely on faith.  During high school, my cousin had given me good advice not to borrow money on loans, and I am so thankful she did.  All I could do was ask God to help me.  With the desire to get two degrees, a degree in Bible from Ozark Christian College and a teaching degree from Missouri Southern State University, school was not going to be cheap.  How in the world would I ever pay for it?  I thought for sure if I worked all the way through high school, it would pay for my schooling.  What a surprise when all the money I had saved only paid for one semester!  It appeared the best way for me to go would be to focus on one semester at a time, not the full five years and two degrees.  If at anytime I couldn’t afford to be there, I would go home for a semester.  
 
Between working, a few scholarships, and a small Pell Grant, I was able to finish my freshman year and the first semester of my sophomore year with no problem.  I had no idea there was a storm brewing in my life during Christmas break that year.   I knew money was going to be very tight for second semester, but I was trying to focus on one day at a time.  Knowing that, I went back to college to work during the Christmas break.  The night before all of the students would return, devastation hit like a tidal wave.  There was not enough money for me to be at school and there was not anything else I could do about it.  My parents had just moved back to Elsberry, Missouri, due to a lack of finances, so I knew I couldn’t ask them to help me.  I cried out to God knowing He was all I had.  Psalm 30:5b says, “Weeping may remain for a night but rejoicing comes in the morning.”   This Scripture verse reminds me of an old saying Grandma had, “It is darkest before the dawn.”  Dawn came that cold January morning with a knock on my dorm room door.  Someone was calling me on the phone out in the hall.  I was pleasantly surprised that my home church was calling me.  They had heard I needed some extra money for college, and they were going to pay for it.  Wow!  As I write this, tears still come to my eyes.  I could not believe I was going to be able to stay at school.  God had provided for me by using my home church to help out.  This was huge.  After all the work I had done to stay in college, it still wasn’t enough.  But, with God all things are possible.  It reminds me of His grace.  It doesn’t matter how much work I do; it still isn’t enough.  He has already redeemed me. His gift of grace and mercy cover me. 
 
Several of my friends had decided they were going to Guatemala with Christ in Youth (CIY) on a mission trip that spring.  My plan was to join them, but my dad said he didn’t like the idea of letting his teenage daughter go to a country where guerilla warfare was taking place.  He refused to let me go.  Instead he encouraged me to talk to the new young pastor in Elsberry to ask him if I could work with him that summer.  Not knowing if the pastor would even be interested, I sheepishly asked him.  He said as a matter of a fact they wanted to open a youth center that summer and even went on to ask me to manage it.  
 
The summer was great.  Several of the teens in town enjoyed helping me go to the local hardware store to get free discarded paint that we used to paint the inside of the building.  We invested in a brand new Nintendo and had a ping-pong table and a pool table donated. Once a week, we made trips to Sam’s to stock the shelves with treats the kids could buy.  Now days these youth centers are very common, but this was back in 1989.  It was a new concept, especially for the small rural town of Elsberry, Missouri.  
 
They paid me for working at the youth center, but when it came time to go back to college, I hadn’t made enough money.  Taking a deep breath, I was at peace.  If I couldn’t go back to Ozark, I could stay and work at the youth center through the fall. To my surprise, someone in the little town paid the $600 so I could return to school.  Again, I was amazed at God’s faithfulness.  God was sending me to my junior year in college, and I wasn’t in debt!  That was the last time I struggled to pay for school.  Never again, for the next three years, would I have any problems financially paying for college.  
 
The spring of my junior year, I felt a prompting to go on a mission trip.  Over the years, I had discovered a love for missions.  Now I wondered if I wanted to do it on a permanent basis.  Talking to God about it, I would pray, “I am willing to use an outhouse and eat bugs.  I just want to serve a missionary family.  God please show me a family I can help.”
 
I made an appointment with Harvey Bacus, the Dean of Missions, and asked him to pray for me and let me know if he knew of any possibilities.  A few weeks later, Harvey called to tell me that there was a missionary coming to town and he wanted me to meet him.  The missionary had a third grade daughter who needed a little tutoring and they knew I was getting my teaching degree.  I couldn’t wait to meet him.
 
The missionary, Max High, came to town and took me to lunch.  After we finished visiting, he said, “My family would like you to come join us for the summer as our intern.”  I was thrilled to accept the opportunity.  He then asked, “Do you know where we live?”  I told him I didn’t, and he proceeded to tell me, “St. Croix.”  Being the Missouri girl I was, St. Croix fit right in with St. Louis, St. Charles, St. Peters, St. Clair, etc.  I didn’t figure it was far from home.  I replied back with a smile and a big thank you.  Again he questioned, “Kim, do you know where St. Croix is?”  As a teacher in training, it was embarrassing not to know everything about geography.  I apologetically said, “No.”  He chuckled and replied, “It is the United States Virgin Islands.”  I couldn’t believe it.  I was going to live on an island for the entire summer.  What a dream come true and to think I was willing to eat bugs and use an outhouse.  He told me the only thing I needed to do was buy an airline ticket and raise $500.  
 
It was March, and I was supposed to fly there on June 2.  My home church, Western Hills, kindly bought my plane ticket.  Unfortunately, I used every penny I earned to pay for college.  In May I sadly called Max and told him I wasn’t going to be able to come.  It was a hard phone call to make, but I knew God would open up another opportunity if that one closed. Max comforted me by telling me to make the journey and not to worry.  On the night I arrived at St. Croix, his family sat me down on the couch and surprised me with a check for $500.  They said, “We only wanted you to have extra spending money when you were here.  If you don’t use it all here, take the rest for college.”  Once again, I was so touched by God and His amazing provision.  To top it all off, I was in paradise for the summer.  Sometimes I would giggle.  God knew I had been working so hard trying to pay for college, and He blessed me with a vacation.   
 
During my first three years at college, I didn’t have a car. Every penny I earned was used for college, so there was no money to buy a car.  Joplin was not a town with a public transportation system either.  It really wasn’t a problem until my senior year at Ozark.  That year I also started attending classes at Missouri Southern.  In the beginning I didn’t think it was going to be an issue.  I would just car pool with other students.  Unfortunately, that only worked for one class.  The logical answer seemed to be to borrow a car from a friend.  Then my friend’s car broke down.  What in the world was I going to do?  Once again God showed up and not too late!  
 
Labor Day weekend came, and God used my brothers to come to the rescue.  Kevin bought me a VW Rabbit, and he sent Kris to help me learn to drive it.  The little car was quite the blessing, but it was a STICK SHIFT!  Dad had tried to teach me how to drive one in high school.  After we sat through a stoplight on a hill 5 times because I couldn’t figure out the gas and clutch, Dad didn’t try to teach me anymore.  Thanks to Kris, I finally succeeded.
 
God proved to me during those years He was always watching out for me and taking care of my needs.  At times it seemed like He wasn’t going to, but God always showed up and He was never late.
 
One of the reasons I chose Ozark Christian College was because I wanted to marry a godly man. God showed His sense of humor when my graduation night came, and I didn’t have a ring on my finger or even a guy in mind.  Chuckling to Jesus, I said, “You’re funny sending me to a college full of Christian men and not introducing me to one that I could be with the rest of my life.  Where am I supposed to meet him now?”
 
Arriving at my baccalaureate, I saw a man tossing a little girl into the air and catching her.  I smiled, thinking he was the little girl’s dad, and softly spoke to God, “That is the kind of daddy I want for my little kids.” The man tossing the little girl in the air was Jim Land.  The little girl was his two-year-old niece, Ally.  God had a beautiful plan for the weekend—that plan was Jim.  He had been raised in a Christian family, believed in Christ, but had never pursued a personal relationship with Him.  On the contrary, he had pulled away from God and was living the party life.  God used difficult circumstances to convict Jim to change his life choices. Two weeks before I was to graduate from Ozark, Jim decided he didn’t have anything to lose by choosing to love the Lord.  It is funny for seven years I had been praying for a Christian husband.  At anytime during those seven years, if I would have met Jim, I wouldn’t have been interested.  But the time was right.
 
At the baccalaureate party, Jim asked his friend Lori if she happened to know me?  She informed him we were roommates.  Lori tried to get me to call him, but Dad had always said a girl shouldn’t make the first move.  He said guys like the challenge of pursuing the girl.  I didn’t pay attention to that piece of advice through college.  Now I thought it was time to listen.  It was really hard not to call or write, but I waited. A month later on June 14, Jim sent me a birthday card.  Elated, I called him back. 
 
On July 4th, Jim and his buddy decided to drive to Joplin to visit me.  They drove twelve hours and arrived at 2:00 AM.  For the first time in my life, I wanted to show a guy EXACTLY who I was.  I greeted him at the door with my Coke bottle glasses, no makeup and my hair sticking out everywhere.  I think his eyes just about popped out of his head thinking, “Oh my gosh, she is the wrong girl.”  In spite of that, we went on to have a great weekend together.
 
Back home in Longmont, Colorado, Jim began praying about going to Ozark.  He knew he had $33,000 of accumulated debt—a new truck, a boat, and a few other toys.  He said, “God, if you want me to go to Ozark, you have to take care of the debt.” He answered Jim’s prayer by providing people to purchase all of his toys.  But he still owed a $1000 signature loan.  He thought to himself, “Well, God almost sent me to Ozark Christian College.”  Interestingly enough, the bank sent the bill to his parents’ house that month instead of his apartment.  Jim’s dad called and told him that he and his mom were going to pay the bill.   In mid August, Jim was on his way to attend Ozark while I completed my teaching degree at Missouri Southern.
 
We dated all through that year and got married on July 25, 1992.  Our first job was a live-in management position at a motel in Wagoner, Oklahoma.  While there, I started to have some female health issues. I called the doctor to have some peace of mind.  The receptionist asked if I had taken a pregnancy test.  Not knowing that could even be a possibility of my health complications, I took a test and was totally shocked when it came back positive. Unfortunately, the doctor put me on bed rest for two weeks.  It was a scary few weeks not knowing if I was going to be able to carry the baby.  God used our church family to bring us food and encouragement.  After two weeks of bed rest, things improved, and I was able to get out of bed. Praise God.
 
Jim and I began to feel the need to purchase a home away from the motel so our little child could have a safe outdoor place to play.  In order to pay for the house, Jim would need to find a job away from the motel, and I would need to continue managing it.  God blessed Jim with a job repairing vacuum cleaners.  He is very talented at fixing things, so this was a good fit for him.
 
We found a cute house with three bedrooms and two bathrooms in Wagoner and began the paperwork to purchase it.  The closing date was set for a week before our baby was to be born.  Perfect, you’d think!  But, another storm in our lives was brewing that would come as a total shock.
 
A month before closing on the house, the owner of the motel was sentenced to prison.  His wife decided she didn’t want Jim and me managing the motel anymore and only gave us one weekend to move.  We had no place to live and I was eight months pregnant.  What in the world should we do?  Would we still be able to get our house?  I was scared to death!  I told myself this must have been what Mary, the mother of Jesus, felt like when she couldn’t find a place to lay her head when she was pregnant.  
 
One of our housekeepers at the motel was also a pastor.  She encouraged me with a Scripture that comforted me then and has blessed me several times since.  She said, “Kim, when Moses was leading the Israelites and they approached the Red Sea, they feared for their lives.  God comforted them by giving Moses the most encouraging speech. Exodus 14:13-14 says, ‘Do not be afraid.  Stand firm and you will see the deliverance the Lord will bring you today…The Lord will fight for you; you need only to be still.’” Once again, I found myself taking a deep breath and asking God what plan He had in all of this.  He had never let me down, and I had to trust Him again.
 
We loaded up all of our belongings and my sweet sister-in-law invited us to live with them until we could get things figured out.  Our car had belonged to the motel.  I called my parents and asked them to bring back my VW Rabbit.  What a gift that they had kept it at their house while we weren’t using it and hadn’t sold it!  My husband’s new boss went to the bank and encouraged them to go through with the loan for our house.  He also gave me a job helping his wife home school, babysit and clean their house.   A week after our daughter, Alexandria Nicole Land, was born, we moved into our first home.  It was scary, but God never left us during that time.  He even nudged the church ladies to decorate an adorable teddy bear nursery for me.  The house needed some tender loving care, so Jim and his brother totally repainted and carpeted the house. 
 
A budget had always been part of my life, but while living at the motel we didn’t pay for housing, utilities or car payments.  We enjoyed having extra money.  Now for the first time in our married lives, we REALLY had to live on a budget. I knew I didn’t want to put groceries on credit, but I remembered how God always provided in the story of Elisha and the widow’s oil in II Kings 4. God provided enough oil to pay her debts, and He would take care of us too.
 
Our groceries stretched every month.  We didn’t always eat steak, but we always had food.   Just as Matthew 6:25-34 promises, God will take care of our needs.  He did then and many times since. This doesn’t necessarily mean our wants but our needs.  To be totally honest, I was always amazed at what was concocted in our kitchen.  Some fantastic cobblers and casseroles came from ingredients I never thought of putting together until we got to the point we had to cook everything in the cabinet.  At one point, I put the following verse on our refrigerator because it gave me such comfort.  Proverbs 30:7-9 says, “Two things I ask of you, O Lord…give me neither poverty nor riches; give me only my daily bread.  Otherwise, I may have too much and disown you and say, ‘Who is the Lord?’ Or I may become poor and steal, and so dishonor the name of my God.”  God always provided for us and has never been late.  
 
 
 



Hope Filled Promises:  
 
Matthew 6:33-34, “But seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well.  Therefore do not worry about tomorrow, for tomorrow will worry about itself.  Each day has enough trouble of its own.”  
 
Philippians 4:19,  “And my God will meet all your needs according to His glorious riches in Christ Jesus.”
 
Psalm 30:5b,  “Weeping may remain for a night but rejoicing comes in the morning.”
 
Proverbs 30:7-9,  “Two things I ask of you, O Lord…give me neither poverty nor riches; give me only my daily bread.  Otherwise, I may have too much and disown you and say, ‘Who is the Lord?’ Or I may become poor and steal, and so dishonor the name of my God.” 
 
 
Your Journey:  
 
Is there a need in your life you need to turn over to God?  Remember He tells us to focus on today and not to worry about tomorrow.  God says in Matthew 6 He will feed the birds of the air and clothe the lilies of the field.  Your Heavenly Father knows your needs.  Take a deep breath and trust Him.  He will show up, and He won’t be late.  If it appears He is late, look closely because He may be sending you in a different direction.  
 
Write to God the things you need to trust and surrender to Him.  Make sure you add dates to the entries and pray about them daily. Watch over a course of time what God does with these prayer requests.   
 




 
Day 3
God Has Plans For Us—DREAM BIG

 



My Journey of Dreams:              
During the first two years of my daughter Alexandria’s life I was blessed to stay home with her, but my heart still longed to be in a classroom teaching.  I couldn’t wait to be there inspiring students to learn to read and dream of their futures.  My struggle learning to read and finally conquering it fueled me with faith knowing with God’s help my students could do anything. 
 
Thinking it was a great way to get my foot in the door, I had started substituting before Alexandria was born. It worked. I got a phone call asking me to take a month long substitute job. Jim and I discussed the offer, and he agreed it was time.  Jim’s sister was living with us, and she could watch Alex.  
 
The substitute position led to a job offer to be a fourth and fifth grade teacher’s aid for the special needs students. One of my students was a little girl who came from a bad family situation.  It broke my heart to know what kind of a life she was living when she went home from school. I invited her to church, but she quickly turned me down.  Another student overheard our conversation and asked if she could go to church with me. I didn’t know much about her life, but I told her if her parents agreed, we would be happy to pick her up.  Assuming she lived in town, I didn’t think it would be a problem to take her to church every Sunday morning.  Little did I know, she lived ten minutes outside of town in the opposite direction from the twenty-five minute drive to church. There were times I would be selfish and think, “Do we really have to go get her?  I want to sleep in.”  My kind husband would always remind me it was worth it—it truly was.  The student spent many nights in our home, and we sent her to a few years of church camp.  Most of her family chose to live lives apart from Christ, but she chose hope in Him.  Today, she has a husband, four kids, a steady job, and a home. I am so proud of her.  She learned to dream big and trust God.  
 
After being a teacher’s aide for one year, I was offered a position to teach a program called “Oklahoma Parents As Teachers.”  OPAT brings teachers into the homes of parents of babies through the third year explaining ways to increase brain development in their children.  I loved working with the mothers and starting programs to help the teenage moms in our community, but I still longed to have an elementary classroom.  God had a special blessing on the horizon, however, during my time as an OPAT teacher. He taught me great things about baby brain development before He gave me one of the greatest joys of my life.  
 
At the conclusion of my first year of teaching OPAT, the BIG surprise came.  I was pregnant with our second child.  God knew that even though I really wanted to teach, my life wouldn’t be complete without one more baby.  On January 13, 1999, my son, William Scott Land, was born.  What a treat!  
 
Teacher interviewing season started, but for the first time I was content at home loving on my children.  THEN the phone call came.  A friend of mine was hired as a librarian at a small country school where a middle school literacy position was available.  She called to see if I wanted to interview for it.  I jumped at the opportunity and took the job.  For seven years I had waited for this opportunity, and now God had given it to me.  What a privilege! Even though I loved teaching at the small country school, I missed all of my teacher friends back at Wagoner Public Schools.
 
On the completion of that year, I received another phone call.  It was from an administrative friend at Wagoner Public Schools.  She said there was a first grade opening and asked me if I would like to interview.  I couldn’t believe it.  My dream was finally coming true to teach in the school district where I wanted to teach.  That fall I was back in Wagoner teaching first grade.  
 
The next spring came with a bit of a scare.  There were fewer kindergarten students than first graders so the school wouldn’t need as many teachers.  Had I made a mistake leaving the small country school to come teach at Wagoner?  Would I be able to find another job?  God had a surprise for me.  A team of administrators wanted to interview me for a third grade position instead.  I had no idea that teaching third graders would be my favorite teaching position.
 
My desire was to teach my students to dream.  Over and over I would ask them what they wanted to go to college to learn and joked with them that one of them needed to create a car that runs on water. Sometimes I would giggle when my little third graders already had college dreams and their older brothers and sisters hadn’t even started thinking about college yet.
 
Many of my students were on Free and Reduced Lunch. Some students had never ventured to nearby Tulsa, let alone taken a trip out of the state.  I wanted them to see there was more to life than Wagoner, Oklahoma.  If only they could see more of the world, maybe they would dream to do bigger things.  
 
The first year I taught third grade, we had more money than usual, so I decided to give the kids an incentive.  Each child had an individual reading challenge through the Accelerated Reader Program. This program gives a child a score for reading a book and taking a comprehension test. Once they reached their individual goal, their name would go in a drawing for an all expense paid vacation with my two children and me.  Jim wouldn’t be able to go, but the student and a female relative could join us.  We were planning to go to Precious Moments Chapel, the St. Louis Arch, Holiday World, and a few other places, all expenses paid.  My students were excited.  Who would win the trip to go with Mrs. Land?  All year long I prayed about which child would win the drawing.  I thought of the different kids I hoped would be able to see more of the world than just the small town of Wagoner.  The day came to draw a name.  All the children were sitting on pins and needles as I pulled a name from the box.  I couldn’t believe the name I pulled.  The little girl was the homeroom mother’s daughter.  They had traveled quite a bit, but her name was the one that was drawn.  At first, I was a little disappointed.  I really wanted to tour some child around the United States that had never traveled outside of the state.  Reminding myself that I had prayed about this drawing all school year long, I said her name to the class.  There were gasps throughout the room as some thought I had pulled her name on purpose.  Smiling, I reassured myself that this was just one step in this little girl’s life of dreaming; hopefully there would be bigger dreams than receiving an all expense paid trip with her teacher.  
 
Inspiration never ceased in my classroom.  The next school year I was blessed to have Dylan Cannon in class.  Dylan was the first student I had who attended my church.  I had known Dylan for a few years and couldn’t wait for class to start.  It didn’t take long for me to realize Dylan was a very smart and gifted child.  I remember telling him when he grew up he could go to Stanford, Yale, or Harvard if he continued working hard in school.  Dylan surprised me by contacting me on Facebook, and said he was the Valedictorian of the Wagoner Class of 2012. He went on to say that I was one of the only teachers who ever told him that he could achieve such things.  He informed me that he wouldn’t be attending Harvard or Yale, but he would be attending OSU to get a degree in chemical engineering.  I was so honored to hear what he had achieved and to think so much of it came from someone teaching him to dream at such a young age. 
 
The 2003 school year would be my last year to teach at Wagoner, but it was the icing on the cake for my teaching career.  In October of that year, I realized I had seven special needs children in my class.  As I looked down the hallway of the other eight 3rd grade classes, it appeared each of the other classrooms only had one or two special needs children.  Our school believed in full inclusion.  Full inclusion is when special needs students remain in the traditional classroom for all of their educational instruction.  It is believed they will learn better by watching the other students do the tasks.  I went to the principal and asked if some of the special needs children could be shifted to other classrooms.  He declined, stating that it was a little late to move students.  Going back to my class, I felt frustrated.  I knew that I also had several gifted kids in my class; but taking a deep breath and thinking about it, I thought maybe I should try to use the Peer Buddy System.  This would mean taking some of my high functioning students and pairing them with my low functioning students.  Many of the low functioning students couldn’t read, but then I remembered I had the same problem when I was a child.  I honestly believed if I could learn to read, then any child could.  The sweetest gift of my teaching career happened at the conclusion of that year.  We were having different students read around the classroom on a hot humid day in May.  I asked, “Who would like to read?”  A young boy who hadn’t been able to read when the school year started raised his hand.  Remembering how much I had hated to read in public as a little girl, I didn’t want him to be embarrassed.  I asked him if he was sure, and he assured me he was.  As a teacher, I knew at the end of third grade we were really reading early fourth grade level books.  I didn’t want him to stumble over the multi-syllable words in front of all of the students.  But he was determined to read.  He began and didn’t make any mistakes. He was reading large words for his age.  Tears began to well up in my eyes as I heard him read.  When he finished, I asked if his peer buddy had helped him?  He said that he had done it all on his own. What a blessing to see how God had used my struggle of learning to read to encourage this little boy to dream he could do it too!
 
 
 
 
 
Hope Filled Promises: 
 
Proverbs 3:5-6, “Trust in the Lord with all your heart and lean not on your own understanding; in all your ways acknowledge him, and he will make your paths straight.”
 
Jeremiah 29:11-14, “’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 a hope and a future.  Then you will call upon me and come and pray to me, and I will listen to you.  You will seek me and find me when you seek me with all your heart.  I will be found by you.’”
 
Ephesians 3:20, “Now to him who is able to do immeasurably more than all we ask or imagine, according to His power that is at work within us.”
 
 



Your Journey:  
 
What dreams do you have?  Who can you inspire to dream?  Nothing is too big for God to handle.  I believe that when these dreams have a good purpose, God blesses them to come about.  Sometimes God may say to wait for a while as He prepares us for the answer, but many times He answers “Yes” in His perfect timing.  



 
Day 4
Have No Fear The Lord Is Here

 



My Journey of Security:
Over the course of our married life, we have lived in various houses.  At many times we were nervous about being able to sell one or if an offer would go through on another.  During that journey, God taught us that He was always with us and would never leave us.
 
After living in our Wagoner house for six and a half years, we decided it was time to sell our home and move to Muskogee where Jim worked.  He spent a lot of time there; and when he drove home, it was a twenty-five minute commute.  Our church was also in Muskogee, and we wanted to be closer to church friends and become more involved.  It only made sense to try to move there.  We looked around and found a condo we could rent.  The thought of not having to do yard work and upkeep really appealed to us.   It seemed to be a way to have more family time. 
 
Our house went under contract in Wagoner so we signed a six-month lease on the condo.  Three days before the closing we received a call from our realtor who apologetically told us the buyers financing had fallen through.  WHAT?  What were we supposed to do now?  Could we get out of our lease? What was it going to cost?  How could we afford two house payments?
Talk about fear!  During that time God comforted me with Matthew 6:34.  God said He would take care of everything and I shouldn’t worry about tomorrow but instead focus on today.  Taking a deep breath, I would tell myself, “If God has taken care of me for thirty-one years, He isn’t going to drop me now.”  To this day whenever something stressful comes up, I still tell myself, “If God has taken care of me for all these years, He isn’t going to drop me now.” In other words, God Almighty is not ever going to fail the people who love Him.  He is with us through whatever situation we go through. No matter what the crisis, He is there holding us and working. God continued to work with our housing situation. Five months later the realtor called and said she had another contract on the house.  Thankfully that one was successful.  
 
Living in the condo didn’t turn out to be as great as we had thought.  We realized our kids didn’t have any place to play outside unless it was in the parking lot, and that wasn’t safe.  The management company also didn’t put a high priority on maintaining the condos.  Weathered windows and worn out linoleum in the kitchen weren’t exactly our ideal living situation.  Not that those things are unlivable, but we were paying them to maintain our home.  With the house in Wagoner sold and the condo not working out, it seemed like a good time to buy a home in Muskogee.
 
We picked our favorite neighborhood and began looking at the home selector guides.  All of the houses seemed to be $10,000 out of our price range.  On one scouting occasion, we decided to turn to the left off of the main street instead of our typical turn to the right.  There was a beautiful house for sale by owner.  Arriving home, we called and found it was $15,000 less than the other houses we had seen. The interior of the two year old home included ceramic tile floors, vaulted ceilings, walls painted in beautiful colors, and one room decorated for small children.  It was lovely and became our new home.  
 
Jim had advanced at work and was the owner’s right hand man at B Sew Inn.  They had opened six stores throughout Oklahoma, Missouri, and Arkansas.  He was working on commission.  I was teaching school, and everything seemed great.  Then 9/11 shocked us all.  Jim’s commissions quickly dwindled.  We managed living there one more year, but his lengthy hours at work and small paychecks were taking a toll.  There wasn’t enough money to help pay for extra babysitting, house cleaning, or yard work; and Jim was too busy to help.  Our kids weren’t seeing their dad much, and we needed a big change.  Jim agreed something had to give.
              
The best solution was to put the house up for sale and for Jim to look for another career.  In one week it sold for $16,000 more than we paid.  In Oklahoma houses usually don’t increase in value like that.  What a testimony of God’s provision one more time!
 
With the house selling so quickly, we didn’t know exactly what to do.  Jim flew to Indianapolis to job shadow my older brother at his prosthetic business for a week to see if it would be something that he would like to pursue.  After spending the week there, Jim didn’t feel like it was the right fit for him.  Alex had a gymnastics coach who was a respiratory therapist, and he asked Jim to come job shadow.  After checking out that field, the bodily fluids grossed him out.  In the mean time, Jim became interested in physical therapy and settled on training to be a physical therapist assistant.   He would go back to school full time, and I would support the family on my salary.  While we were figuring out Jim’s career path, we had moved into a friend’s rental house.  The $600 rent was going to be too expensive so we found a two-bedroom apartment.  
 
The apartment worked for a time, but we were thankful when interest rates dropped to 6%.  We could afford a house if we were careful.  Scoping out available houses, we started on East Broadway looking for an address on West Broadway.  As we drove down the street, we passed by a house for sale by owner.  Jotting down the number, we figured we would call later to inquire the asking price.  When we arrived at the address on West Broadway, there was no way we would feel comfortable raising our kids in that neighborhood.   We rushed home to call the other house.  The lady told us the asking price.  It was a few thousand more than we had wanted to pay, but she encouraged us to come and have a peek.  She had purchased the house intending to live there a long time and had replaced all the linoleum with ceramic tile and remodeled most of the house.  The only thing that hadn’t been redone was the laundry room and patio.  After completing all the work, she met a new husband from Missouri and was going to be moving. Although the house was adorable, it was over our budget.  A little disappointed, I told her we loved it but couldn’t afford it.  She could see the potential of our family in the neighborhood.  One of her concerns was for her elderly neighbors on each side of her home. Wanting to sell the house to someone who would respect and watch out for them, she surprised us and dropped the price to what we could afford.  What a gift! 
 
Once we moved in, we retiled and painted the laundry room and built a patio.  Whenever we couldn’t find Scott, we would look outside and see him chatting with our two senior citizen neighbors.   We continued to see God’s provision on a daily basis. At one point our dryer quit. We were still only living on my salary.  There was no extra money for a dryer, and we didn’t want to go into debt.  I knew God would somehow provide, but I had no idea how.  That night our small group from church had a party.  The host was a good friend of mine, and I asked her to pray for us to somehow replace our dryer.  She laughed and said they had thought their dryer had quit, so they ordered a new one.  When the new dryer was delivered and installed, the technician discovered the breaker had been blown and their old dryer was fine.  They had kept the new one but had the old dryer sitting in the garage.  She offered it to us so she could get her car back in out of the weather. The men loaded, delivered, and installed it that night.  Once again, God had shown up and taken care of us.
 
Since all of our family had moved from Oklahoma, we spent Christmas break visiting both our families.  My family lived in Missouri, and Jim’s family lived in Colorado.  Our children begged us to move to be closer to family.  Their request lay heavy on our hearts.  Was God prompting us to move?  Jim felt he would have more opportunities in Colorado than he would in Missouri.  He did some research and found his physical therapist assistant training wouldn’t be accepted in Colorado, so there was no reason to stay in the program.  After numerous conversations between Jim and our brother-in-law in Colorado, he and Jim decided to open a business installing home security systems.  It seemed like a great business to start due to the housing boom.  God provided him with an apprenticeship in Oklahoma that lasted a couple months to learn the ins and outs of the business.  In April I turned in my resignation as a teacher, and we put our house up for sale.  We tried to sell it ourselves, but we didn’t have any takers.  So we called our realtor friend and asked him to sell it for us.  How in the world would we ever make enough to pay him his fees?  We knew we had to trust God that all would be OK.  
 
The house had been on the market for one week.  I went on a field trip with my students, and Jim went to work in Tulsa.  Neither one of us had a cell phone, but two realtors showed the house that day.  Both of their clients liked the house and began a bidding war.  That afternoon when I got back to the school, I had a message to call the realtor immediately.  He informed me due to the bidding war, the house sold for $2000 more than our asking price.  We had made enough to pay the realtor and for our move.  Amazing!  Over and over again, God taught us not to fear.  
 
We learned a beautiful life lesson from all of this.  As long as we have the Lord and our family is together, we can live anywhere.  We don’t have to have a big fancy house. 
 
 
 
 



Hope Filled Promises:  
 
Hebrews 13:5b, “Never will I leave you, never will I forsake you.”
 
I Peter 5:7, “Cast all your anxiety on him because he cares for you.”
 
Isaiah 41:9-10, “I took you from the ends of the earth, from its farthest corners I called you.  I said, ‘You are my servant’; I have chosen you and have not rejected you.  So do not fear, for I am with you; do not be dismayed, for I am your God.  I will strengthen you and help you; I will uphold you with my righteous right hand.”
 
Isaiah 43:2, “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 52:12, “But you will not leave in haste or go in flight; for the Lord will go before you, the God of Israel will be your rear guard.”
 
Your Journey:  
 
Are you going through anything today that you are scared about, and you do not know how God is going to take care of it?  Maybe you feel like He isn’t present.  Memorize the Hope Filled Promises and BELIEVE.  Tell Satan he has no authority in your life or the situation because Jesus dwells in you.  Don’t listen to his lies.  James 4:7-8a says, “Submit yourselves, then, to God.  Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.  Come near to God and he will come near to you.”
 

 



Day 5
Make My Mist Matter—Use Me
 
 



My Purpose Journey:
 
Many mornings I lift my hands up to the Lord and say, “Use me.  Do something with me. Take this life of mine and use me.”  This is much like the scene in the mini-series Roots where Kunta Kinte’s father held him up to the Lord.  I want my life to be dedicated to the Lord and used. What a thought to think God Almighty can take our simple messed up lives and use them to do great things for His kingdom.  The secret is to listen to God throughout the day, after I pray for Him to nudge my heart, and not be too busy to neglect His promptings.  When I pay attention beautiful things follow.
 
After our move to Colorado, I taught school in Ft. Collins and worked as a volunteer in the Children’s Ministry Department at church.  During the Christmas season that year, the Children’s Ministry decided to take the month of December and show various cartoons such as Rudolph and Frosty to the kids.  When Christmas week came and another cartoon was shown instead of telling the true Christmas story, I was angry.  You have to know me.  I don’t get frustrated very easily, but I was mad.  I thought to myself, I can show these cartoons to my students in a public school classroom, BUT I can’t say anything about Jesus.  Why are we wasting this valuable hour watching these shows instead of talking about the true hope of this world?  Feeling a nudge that I had to do something, I went to the Children’s Ministry Director and told her I had a great Christmas cartoon at home that told the true meaning of Christmas and asked if we could show it.  She agreed.  A few days later she called and asked if I would be interested in directing Vacation Bible School that summer?  What a surprise! Pastor Bill Hybels of Willow Creek Community Church calls this a “Holy Discontent.”  It is when a person gets so fed up with a situation he won’t stop trying to change it until he succeeds to make this world a better place.  In this particular situation getting to tell the children the true hope of this world was succeeding at making this world a better place.
 
While preparing for Vacation Bible School (VBS), I worked closely with the Children’s Ministry Director who was preparing to take VBS to Madera, Mexico, on a mission trip.  The Director was to take her family and go with six others on the trip.  Unfortunately, a few days before they were to leave, her husband developed a bad infection and landed in the hospital.  My family stepped in to lead VBS on the mission trip. As I mentioned before, I was asking God to “use me,” so I had to trust God when the opportunity came.
 
God presented another pleasant surprise when we returned home.  The church offered me the Children’s Ministry Assistant position.  My teaching job at Ft. Collins had ended and none of my teaching interviews produced jobs, so this was a great offer.  I could still substitute and work part-time at the church.  What a gift to come from my frustration!   After working as the Assistant for five months, the Children’s Ministry Director switched jobs and I became the Children’s Ministry Director.  My heart giggled as I thought about how I had trusted God when taking the job.  The Assistant job had come with a pay cut.  Now, I had been offered a full time, well-paid job.  
 
All the years I worked with students, there was a quote that always stuck in my head: “They don’t care how much you know, until they know how much you care.”  I wanted these kids to know I loved them very much.  How could I show them beyond smiles and encouraging words when they came to church?  The previous Children’s Ministry Director said, “Why don’t you go have lunch with the kids?”  That sounded like a great idea.  I put together a calendar and told them they could sign up for lunch with me.  To my pleasant surprise, the calendar filled up quickly.  The kids loved when I came to their schools on Thursdays for lunch.  They introduced me to all their friends.  The other kids would always ask, “Are you their mother?  Their aunt?  Why are you here?”  It really said a lot to the other kids and to school personnel that I had come.  The next year I realized instead of having different students sign up, it was best to say I was going to go to a specific elementary school on certain dates.  Then I could see more people and no one felt left out.  If I knew a certain child was struggling with an issue, I would change my plans to get to that child’s school. 
 
Alex entered high school, and I noticed there were several teenagers that had aged out of my ministry who weren’t attending adult church.  I thought, “What could be done to help these kids know God absolutely loves them and so do I?”  Praying that prayer, I asked God how He could use me to help. An idea came to my mind.  Since I was off on Mondays, I could cook lunch for my daughter and some of her friends.  Hopefully this would encourage the students and get them back to church.  Every Monday would come, and I would prepare a nice meal for the kids.  My favorite was serving them on pretty dishes and making sure we had a dessert to top off the meal.  The kids loved it, but I knew there were still others at the high school I needed to encourage.  I asked my daughter if I could invite them to lunch.  We started in the fall of 2010 with eighteen students and finished the year with twenty-five kids coming every Monday to lunch.  A friend of mine said, “Kim, you can’t cook for all of those kids anymore.  You are going to have to ask for some help from the other moms.”  She knew it was difficult for me to provide a main dish, a side, and a dessert each week for so many.  During 2011 the lunch grew to 40 kids.  
 
It was at that time that the fifth student passed away in a sixteen month span at our high school.  Two passed away from cancer, one had a heart condition and two committed suicide.  After the last girl took her life, I was devastated.  I thought, “God what can I do to encourage these teenagers?  My heart breaks for them.”
 
As usual, a little idea popped into my head.  Monday lunch would be happening later that day.  When they arrived, I wanted to look into their eyes and let them know there was hope.  How could I do that?  My house goes in a few different directions. There are short dividing walls I couldn’t see over which would have kept me from seeing all of their eyes. It occurred to me that I could stand on a chair and maybe see all of them.  It wasn’t tall enough.  Maybe the four-foot ladder would work?  It was too short.  There was a six-foot ladder in the garage.  I would try it.  It worked.  Folding it back up, I tucked it behind a couch in the upper living room.  Once all of the kids got their lunch and found a seat, I pulled out the ladder.  Climbing to the top in my high-heeled boots, I couldn’t wait to encourage the kids. Some of the students who could see me probably thought I was one crazy lady.  Once I reached my perch, I cleared my voice and began to tell the teenagers how much I loved them and how God had plans for their lives. My hope was there wouldn’t be any more teenagers totally giving up in our town.
 
My son and a group of friends were sitting around our kitchen table a few days later.  One of the young boys asked me, “Ms. Kim, did she go to hell for taking her life?” I replied, “I have no idea where she is spending eternity because God is the judge. He knew her heart and all of the struggles she was going through. It’s not my job to judge her.”  When I wake up in the morning and say, “Use me,” it is fun to see the conversations He allows me to have.
 
Monday lunch started with fifty kids and grew to sixty during the 2012 school year.  My house became a little small to accommodate all the high school students, so we moved the lunch to our church.  God continued to provide with moms cooking and many big cash donations coming in because people believed in feeding and loving on the teenagers. This was confirmation from God that my move from Children’s Pastor to Outreach Pastor was fitting.
 
One of the outreach opportunities I have worked closely with over the last few years has been Christmas in Berthoud.  Christmas in Berthoud shows love and support to our community during the Christmas season.  It starts with various activities in town, which raise money to provide Christmas funds, food, and gifts to hurting families. My favorite responsibility of the whole event is being the recipient coordinator.  This gives me the opportunity to call each family and hear their story of why their school, church, or friend nominated them.  Their stories always touch my heart. 
 
When I talk with each of the families, I enjoy sharing this story. One Christmas Dad hadn’t worked for a while.  Mom was working at a daycare, and the guys in the house had caught a lot of fish to keep food on the table, but there was no money for Christmas.  Dad had suggested maybe we not celebrate Christmas that year, but that broke Mom’s heart.  We already weren’t going to be driving back to Missouri to celebrate the holiday.  She wanted at least one thing to be special. Mom went to each of us and asked what was one thing was we wanted for Christmas?  Kevin wanted a special calculator for his math class.  Kris thought a new pair of jeans would be a nice gift.  My one and only desire was a new digital watch.  To our surprise on Christmas morning, we each received the one thing we asked for and a crisp $20 bill in our stockings.  You see, Santa knew things are cheaper the day after Christmas.  Mom took us kids to the mall and I purchased a pair of blue corduroy pants and blue leather shoes to go with the sweater Grandma had sent me for Christmas. 
 
There were many Christmases that I received big presents, but my favorite Christmas is this one when we didn’t have a lot.  Thirty years ago when it happened, I would have had no idea I would be encouraging people with this story later in life. II Corinthians 1:3-4 explains this well, “Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and God of all comfort, who comforts us in all our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we ourselves have received from God.”
 
Local ministry is only one part of my job.  Global outreach is another big responsibility. I started going on mission trips in eighth grade.  That was one of the great gifts my parents gave me when we went as a whole family to the Navajo Indian Reservation.  There have been mission trips to plant churches, several trips to the Dominican Republic, a trip to St. Croix, a trip to Turkey, a trip to South Africa, and many trips to Madera, Mexico.  The one thing I have learned over the years is if I have a willing heart for God to use me to love on people around the world, He always provides the money.  He owns everything.  It isn’t bad stewardship to use the money to go on a trip.  He owns it already.  It is His.  He is the one who provides, so we can go.  Our faith grows because we have to trust Him to provide all of the money for us to go somewhere.  If our heart is right and it is His will for us to go, He will provide everything we need. Everything is on loan from Him.  He kindly lets us use whatever we have.    
 
In 2008 I attended a Willow Creek Leadership Summit and felt it laid on my heart to go to Africa on a mission trip.  That morning I had read James 4:14, “Why, you do not even know what will happen tomorrow.  What is your life?  You are a mist that appears for a little while and then vanishes.”  I pictured spraying my perfume and watching the mist vanish. The thought came to me, “Oh my gosh, that is my life.  I’m only here for a little while and then I am gone.  God, what do you want to do with my life?  I really want to go to Africa, but I don’t have the money.”  
 
Leaving the Conference, I couldn’t wait to discuss going to Africa with my husband.  Jim said he didn’t mind if I went but we didn’t have the money for me to go.  There is a man in our church who started a ministry called the Moriah Centre in Swaziland, Africa.  The Centre teaches children ages four to eight in English.  This gives them a better foundation for their education in English since that isn’t their native tongue.  He was planning a trip the next year.  God provided money quickly for me to get a plane ticket, but about two months before we were to leave, I still needed money for shots and food.  Once again God nudged my heart.  This time it was to send a letter to 100 people asking them to send me $5, the cost of a cup of coffee, to help pay for my trip.  With that small amount of support, I could be in Africa.  In one week I had $1300.  God provided plenty of money for the journey.   
 
I often share this story with others and tell them just to purchase a passport, and God can send them anywhere quickly. When people want to go on a mission trip with our church, we encourage them to send support letters.  This last summer a teenage girl sent out her letters and got back an extra $2000.  We used the extra money to work with Nourish the Planet to pay for an aquaponics system we built at Camp Huapoca in Madera, Mexico.  An aquaponics system is where water with fish in it is run through water lines on to plants that are growing.  The water is full of the waste from the fish and has minerals the plants need.  This all happens in greenhouse grow beds to maximize plant growth throughout the year.  Who would have known we were going to need the extra $2000 but God Himself.  Thanks to Him we were able to help teach the people of Mexico a way to be self-sustaining. 
 
Every day is an adventure when I ask the Lord to use me and make my mist matter to do something for His kingdom.              
 
 
 
Hope Filled Promises:  
 
Isaiah 6:8, “Then I heard the voice of the Lord saying, ‘Whom shall I send? And who will go for us?’ And I said, ‘Here am I.  Send me!’”
 
James 4:14, “Why, you do not even know what will happen tomorrow.  What is your life?  You are a mist that appears for a little while and then vanishes.”
 
II Corinthians 1:3-4, “Praise be to the God and Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, the Father of compassion and God of all comfort, who comforts us in all our troubles, so that we can comfort those in any trouble with the comfort we ourselves have received from God.”
 
 
Your Journey:  
 
Is there something God is putting on your heart that He wants to use you to do?  Are you scared because of finances or your age or something else?  God has put talents and dreams in you.  Whatever the simplest thing or most difficult thing He might lay on your heart to do, step out and do it.  You won’t be disappointed.  “Make Your Mist Matter” and do something.
 



 
Day 6
Above All Else—LOVE
 




My Journey of Learning to Love Others:
 
Have you ever known someone who would pull up to a roadside fruit stand and want all of the bruised and messed up fruit?  My dad is a person who does this.  He has a good friend who owns a fruit and vegetable stand.  Whenever he passes by her wooden lean-to, he has to stop and see what she has.  He knows that even though others may not see the value in the old fruit or vegetables, there still is great worth to them.  Old bruised peaches make awesome peach cobbler. Over ripe tomatoes can be turned into tasty spaghetti sauce, and messed up apples can become sweet chunky applesauce.  God is  like that.  He sees bruised, over ripe, messed up people and sees potential in them.  It takes a lot of love to look beyond our issues, but He still gives us a chance.
 
Perceiving potential and loving others didn’t come naturally to me the way it does to God.  For me, it all began on a field trip to Daniel Boone’s home in second grade.  God used my mom to teach me a very difficult lesson.  There was a girl in my class who had lice often, was dirty and overweight.  Many of us children were mean to her.  Mom had seen her mistreated over the short years I had been in school.  Knowing we are to treat others as we want to be treated, Mom wanted to make a difference.  The teacher put Jamie[1] in my mom’s group to take the tour.  All day long Mom showed her kindness.  When we climbed on the bus to go home, Mom sat with Jamie. NOT ME.  Mom pulled out a pack of Juicy Fruit gum and began sharing with Jamie.  How frustrated I was!  Leaning over the seat, I jabbed Mom on the shoulder with my finger and insisted she give me the pack of gum to share with my friend.  She refused and responded there was a pack in my sack lunch and this one was for Jamie.  For weeks I was angry at Mom for being so kind.  God used Mom’s empathy for Jamie to teach me a big lesson to treat others as I would want to be treated.  She knew how it must have hurt Jamie’s heart the way she was treated, and Mom truly made a difference in her life that day.  I can’t say I instantly started treating others the way I would want to be treated; but when I haven’t, God jabs my heart really hard because of the example I have seen in my mom and in Jesus.  Sometimes not treating others as I would want to be treated has been in the form of judging people.
 
My Pastor teaches it is our responsibility to bring people to church and it is God’s responsibility to develop a relationship with them.  It is also God’s job to judge them and not mine.  Releasing this task to God has taken pressure off of me realizing my judgment of people isn’t needed.  God loves all people and wants to help them through their difficulties in life.  He sees their potential and doesn’t look down His nose at them.  The Lord wants me to see their potential, too. 
 
Sometimes people enter into my church who aren’t dressed the same way I am.  They may smell like alcohol, be involved in prostitution, living the homosexual lifestyle, be in an adulterous relationship, or have their finger nails painted black with tattoos all over their arms and gauges in their ears.  It is easy to look down my nose at them because they look unlike me or they struggle with issues different than mine.  Then I think about my mom’s example of her love for people and how Jesus said to treat others as I would want to be treated. The fact of the matter is maybe the very ones I so easily accept in church struggle with gossip or greed or hatred.  These things are just as damaging and separate us from a meaningful relationship with Christ. The people I may have rejected were interested enough in God they came to church seeking Him.  They may have had to overcome some of their own fears to come.  How could I ruin it by being rude?  God needs all of us to show others His love.  How great it would be if we actually did! 
 
A young lady came into my office.  Broken from being mistreated at work and the fears of her past, she asked if we could talk.  As she began to tell her story about her father and other loved ones taking their lives, judgment could have filled my heart with why those things had taken place.  Instead compassion came over me with tears in my eyes thinking about my past and knowing this could have been me.  All I could think about was the hope Jesus had brought into my life knowing He had plans for me and wasn’t going to fail me.  Knowing the comfort I had received from Him, I wanted to comfort her.  She knew these things but just needed someone to reassure her.  A friendship began in my office that day. Christ loves all of us so much.  That is the hope people need to hear.  Not judgment.  This young lady went on to become my intern.  It has been a pleasure watching her shine.  I can’t help but smile knowing God created empathy in me to make me want to love her and help her find her potential.
 
Thanks to Mom teaching me to love others as I would want to be loved, my kids have followed the example. Over the years, I have seen them reach out to friends who come from troubled backgrounds and bring them to church. My kids saw hope in Christ and wanted to share that joy with others.  
 
Watching their openness for so many years, I decided we needed to host a foreign exchange student.  Reading through the various portfolios, one boy stood out to me.  His father came from Sudan and his mother came from Switzerland.  Knowing a little bit about Sudan, I wondered if he had a Muslim background.  His folio said he was an unbeliever.  What an opportunity to show him the love of Christ! If Jesus still walked on this earth, I knew He would show him love just like He did for so many in the Bible.  People would say, “Why do you want a non-Christian in your home?  You’re always at church. Won’t that bother you?”  I always replied back, “I just want to show him love.” Someone even said, “Aren’t you worried about your children and the effect he could have on them?”  I knew I had to trust God and pray we had made a powerful enough impact on our children that it wouldn’t turn them from God. It always touched my heart to think how much God loved our foreign exchange student that He would lead me to his portfolio and the knowledge to trust.  I can’t say our student accepted Christ before he went home, but I hope he remembers being loved by a Christ follower.  
 
God has reminded me His love is not partial to political parties, nationalities, incomes, or judgmental attitudes.  He longs for a relationship with all of us.  His greatest desire is for each to choose to love Him back.  When we die, we will see the choice we made to love Him or not to love Him was the only decision that mattered while we were here on earth.  While we still live God desires His children to love the people of this world and help guide them to hear His truth.  My personal desire is to listen, obey, and show His love to everyone around me.
 
 
 
Hope Filled Promises:  
 
Mark 12:29-31, “’The most important one,’ answered Jesus, ‘is this: ‘Hear O Israel, the Lord our God, the Lord is one.  Love the Lord your God with all your heart and with all your soul and with all your mind and with all your strength.’  The second is this: ‘Love your neighbor as yourself’ There is no commandment greater than these.”
 
I Corinthians 13:13, “And now these three remain: faith, hope and love.  But the greatest of these is love.”
 
I John 4:7-8, “Dear friends, let us love one another, for love comes from God.  Everyone who loves has been born of God and knows God.  Whoever does not love, does not know God, because God is love.”
 
 
Your Journey:
 
Have you chosen to have a relationship with God?  Is God prompting your heart to show His love and acceptance to someone?  Is there someone you have been judging?  Remember it isn’t our responsibility to judge.  It is only our duty to invite people to church so they can build a relationship with Jesus.  Is there someone you need to invite?
 



 
Day 7
Praise Him Through the Midst of a Storm

 



My Toughest Journey:
Have you ever written a letter, got it all sealed up and ready to mail, then something BIG happened?  You had to open the letter back up and add the rest of the story to the letter.  Well, that is what happened to me with this devotional.  I thought everything was completed, and I was ready to submit it. Then…my life fell apart.  The whole purpose of my writing was to encourage people and help them find hope.  With life spinning out of control, I just didn’t know if I was the person to send out such a work.  
 
My son had become totally hopeless wondering what the purpose was to all of the suffering in this world.  My daughter informed me that she and I had real problems and needed to see a counselor, and my husband became very discouraged with everything that was going on with our family and his work.
 
This wasn’t supposed to be happening to my family.  I married a Christian for heaven’s sake!  Our family was supposed to grow up to be the amazing all American family that never had any problems - at least not these problems!  God was teaching me a valuable lesson. I longed to encourage people, and the very people I should be most encouraging to, were feeling totally hopeless.  Doubts once again crowded my thoughts.  If my own household was in despair, who was I to think I could bring hope to anyone else?  Miserable, I set the manuscript aside and sought the Lord.  My heart was breaking for my family.  
 
During those dark months of my family’s anguish, I was reminded of a friend whose family truly did fall apart.  She had a vibrant four-year-old boy with lots of energy.  One day he decided to play in the front yard of their home.  Not paying attention as four year olds do, he accidentally ran into the neighborhood street.  A car drove by all too quickly hitting him as he played.  His earthly life was taken from him that day.  
 
A few months of grieving passed, and the mother noticed that her young school aged daughter was frequently ill.  She took her to the doctor.  The devastating diagnosis came - her daughter had cancer.  As the girl crossed her teenage threshold, she passed on to be with her Heavenly Father.  After all the agony of losing two children, my friend’s husband left her.  Sitting in a quiet coffee shop, I asked her how she made it through life with so many sad things happening to her.  The response she gave was heart warming.  She said all she could do was look for the blessings in life.  God was still doing good things around her when all seemed to be going bad.  This is the way life so often is.  God is still at work even when life seems to be crashing down all around us.  He makes beauty from ashes.  She learned to praise Him in the midst of life’s storms.  
 
In the Old Testament whenever the Israelites faced scary situations, they praised God.  Every time He took care of them.  Frequently it states in II Chronicles, Ezra, and Psalms, “Give thanks to the Lord, his love endures forever.” As the people praised Him, God swooped in and did amazing things.  In II Chronicles 20, Jehoshaphat and the Israelites had no clue how they would defeat the huge army of Moabites and Ammonites.  They began to praise God, and Jahaziel said in verse 15, “Listen Jehoshaphat and all who live in Judah and Jerusalem! This is what the Lord says to you: ‘Do not be afraid or discouraged because of this vast army.  For the battle is not yours, but God’s.’”  They worshiped God and rested.  The next morning when they arrived at the battlefield amazement met their eyes.  While the Israelites had been worshiping the night before, the Ammonites and Moabites had destroyed one another.  The battle had been won by the Lord while the Israelites stood still and praised Him!  
 
God was teaching me valuable lessons.  This life is going to have battles even if you are a Christian.   It isn’t going to be perfect.  Jesus is the only flawless person and being in heaven is the only place where pain and struggles cease to exist.  Then He taught me I needed to make sure I focused on fighting the battles that were mine and not the ones that belonged to others. Most importantly He showed me the only way I would ever have peace in this life is to seek and praise Him. Putting these lessons into practice, I began to quiet myself with my Bible and journal writing a prayer of thanksgiving to God. More and more thanks flooded my mind.  It hit me that while I was being still and praising Him, my blood pressure was settling down and peace was filling my heart.  
 
 Isaiah prophesied the coming of Jesus and described Him in Isaiah 9:6 saying, “And he will be called Wonderful Counselor, Mighty God, Everlasting Father, Prince of Peace.”  Jesus became my Prince of Peace during those hours of praising Him.  As it became colder outside, I would find myself turning on the warm fireplace and placing a soft pillow on the hard bricks.  It became my personal sanctuary to worship Him.  Bible and journal in hand, I couldn’t wait to meet Jesus so peace would fill my heart.  Looking back on everything, I wonder if God didn’t have me hold off on the book to add this realization.  The only way to get through difficult times is through hope in Christ and praising Him in the midst of a storm.  
 
Things are going much better with my family. My heart gives thanks for what we went through because I believe we learned to value each other a lot more.  I pray my story of faith and trust in Christ has encouraged you.  God has given each of us a story.  I am no one special; I just took time to write it down. If God nudges you to share your story of His hope and love with someone, my desire is that you will take the challenge.  Chances are you won’t be disappointed!
 
 
 
Hope Filled Promises:  
 
II Chronicles 20:21, “Give thanks to the Lord, for his love endures forever.”
 
Psalm 42:11, “Why are you downcast, O my soul? Why so disturbed within me?  Put your hope in God, for I will yet praise him, my Savior and my God.”
 
Matthew 11:28, “Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest.”
 
I Thessalonians 5:16-18, 23-24, “Be joyful always; pray continually; give thanks in all circumstances, for this is God’s will for you in Christ Jesus…May God himself, the God of peace, sanctify you through and through.  May your whole spirit, soul, and body be kept blameless at the coming of our Lord Jesus Christ.  The one who calls you is faithful and he will do it.”
 
 



Your Journey:
 
Take five minutes to find a quiet place.  Begin writing things you want to thank the Lord for.  You can start with things like your family, a job, and a house, but don’t stop with those things.   Think deeper.  Thank him for things you see, you hear, you eat, how your body systems work, etc.  He loves this praise.  Try to focus on Him during this time and allow His peace to fill your heart.  
 
If you are not already involved with a church family, I encourage you to find one.  I’m so sorry to say the church will not be perfect because it is made up of imperfect people.  Only Jesus is totally perfect, but He knows we need those fellow brothers and sisters to help us through this life.  We need them when we are down and discouraged and to rejoice with us when times are good.  
 
Seek Jesus and praise Him then watch how Hope Happens!
 

[1] Not her real name
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