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To the wounded, the struggling, and the victorious, 

may God touch your heart afresh with His healing 

words of love. In these pages, we share our stories 

with you, praying God will use them to draw you ever 

closer to Himself—the great Physician and man’s tru-

est Friend. 

 

“I have come that you may have life, and have it to the 

full.” ~ Jesus, John 10:10 (NIV).  
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There’s a story of a baby elephant born into bondage, a 

heavy chain tied to his ankle. For years, this is all he 

knows. If he tries to move right, his chain holds him back.  

 Running is not an option. 

 Perhaps, while bound by his chain, he gazed out 

into lush green pastures, wondering what it would feel like 

to run unhindered,  

  

to feel the cool breeze flow over his young body.  

 But alas, such freedom is not for him.  

 The ever-clinking of his chain is a constant re-

minder, he was born into bondage, and in bondage he will 

die. Unless someone sets him free. 

 And so, he resigns himself to his fate, content to 

reside in the shadows, venturing only to the end of his 

chain, soaking in whatever warmth he can from  
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the distant sun. To catch a passing whiff of the fresh 

growing flowers, but a few steps away.  

 Thinking he can never find freedom, he surrenders 

his dreams of what might be and gives in to what is. 

Never knowing his freedom, full and glorious freedom, is 

yet within his grasp. If he would just keep his eyes on his 

keeper, the one who one day will purchase freedom for 

him and all the other elephants in his herd.  

For you see, one day, at just the right time, the 

keeper looks down on the elephants within his care. Oh, 

what a mess they’ve made of things! Oh, what lies they 

have come to believe! Lies like they will never experience 

true joy, or true love, or true freedom. In fact, this dream 

of freedom has become so elusive to them; they haven’t 

even made the request.  

A request the keeper would gladly grant, if they 

would only turn to him.  

But they don’t, because their minds are too mud-

dled by their pain, their disappointment, their fears.  
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So, the keeper seeks them out, climbing into their cage and 

breaking the bondage himself, giving everything he has to set 

them free. But as he leaves, he notices a peculiar thing. These 

creatures who once dreamt of freedom, who are now severed 

from their chains, continue to remain in bondage. Sitting in 

the meadow—the meadow he longs to share with these timid 

creatures—the keeper asks why.  

“Oh, why My children, do you continue to cling to 

that which I gave all to free you from? Look to Me. Come to 

Me. Trust in Me. 

 “Allow Me to heal the deepest recesses of your heart 

and set you free.”  

For when the Son sets  you free, you shall be free indeed.   

*** 

 Jennifer Slattery writes for the ACFW Journal, Christ to the 

World Ministries, and Internet Café Devotions. Her work has 

appeared in numerous compilations and publications. You can 

find out more about her and her writing by visiting her devo-

tional blog: http://jenniferslatterylivesoutloud.com 
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A Deep Thirst 

By Jennifer Slattery 

 

Affra pressed against the warm earthen walls of her 

den, an empty water jugs at her feet. Benyamin snored behind 

her. All of Samaria had long since awoke, and still he slept, 

dried saliva caked around his gaping mouth.  He was nothing  

like the man she’d hoped to marry, back when she dreamt of 

such things. Not that it mattered. He’d never marry her any-

way. Why should he, when she gave him what he wanted each 

night, only to be tossed aside come morning? But at least she 

didn’t have to beg for food, except on rare occasion when 

Benyamin grew bored.  

The late morning sun trickled through her window, 

casting long shadows across her dirt-packed floor. Outside the 

streets bustled with activity. Ladies young and old passed by, 

carrying earthen vessels to the community well. They giggled 

while they walked, their chattering words punctuating the air. 

Affa inched closer to the window and peaked out at 

the village streets. A young girl glanced up, and for a moment 

their gazes met. But then the girl smirked, her eyes cold, 

taunting.  

Fighting back tears, Affra plunged back into the shad-

ows of her home, before anyone else saw her. The words spo-

ken a few days ago when she dared ventured to the market 

replayed in her mind again and again until they swirled to-

gether into one condemning voice. 

“Her fifth husband left her, and still she beds with an-

other. And for what? A piece of stale bread?” 

For a piece of bread? She glanced at the cracked walls 

around her, then to the kneading trough, empty save a fine 

dusting of flour. No, for less than that. For a roof overhead 

and companionship, not that Benyamin offered much of in 

that regard. 
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*** 

Jesus stopped and shaded His eyes from the mid-

morning sun. His disciples gathered around him, awaiting or-

ders. 

“I need to go to Samaria.” He gazed toward the distant 

horizon. 

“Samaria, my Lord?” Peter’s forehead wrinkled. “But 

You said we would head to Jerusalem, God’s chosen city. 

Why…they are…” He and the other disciples exchanged 

glances. 

Jesus spun around and locked His gaze on Peter. “They 

are what? Barbarians? Half-breeds? You would rather extend 

our journey, walking through the wilderness, than come into 

contact with these people? Does God cause the sun to shine 

only on the Jews?” 

Dust swirled behind Him as he continued on, leaving the 

disciples to scurry after him. By the time they reached the 

Samarian village of Sychar, the sun blazed high in the sky and 

sweat streamed down their faces.  Upon reaching the commu-

nity well, Jesus sat and stretched His dusty feet in front of Him.  

“Go into the village to buy food.” He flicked his hand 

toward the earthen dens below. 

“Yes, Master.” The disciples left, head swiveling right 

to left as if afraid an unforeseen plague would somehow launch 

upon them. 

Jesus chuckled. His disciples had much to learn before 

they could understand the ways of God. 

*** 

The lump behind Affa stirred. She turned, lifting her 

gaze to meet Benyamin’s, hoping to see the spark that filled his 

eyes on the night when he first drank of her love. Instead, he 

met her with a scowl and dark, shadowed eyes. 

“I’m thirsty.” With a grunt, he pushed himself to a sit-

ting position, his bloated stomach protruding like that of a preg-

nant heifer.  
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His thick, black hair hung in long clumps on either side of his 

fleshy face. “Bring me some water.” 

Affa peered into the jugs beside her, then lifted one and 

tilted it to the side. A few drops of liquid accumulated in the 

corner, not even enough to wet Benyamin’s tongue. “I will get 

more.” Grabbing one jug with each hand, she dashed out into 

the hot sun. 

 She walked quickly, eyes down, steeling her heart 

against the hateful stares and haughty whispers she knew she’d 

soon encounter. Rounding the corner, she startled and nearly 

dropped her vases when a gnarled hand gripped her tunic. 

Charcoal eyes stared back at her beneath thick gray 

brows. “Are you looking for a place to lie tonight, my beautiful 

little pomegranate?” The man pulled her closer and slipped his 

hand beneath her tunic, his thick, callused fingers scraping 

against her calf. 

“Get your filthy hands off me!” Heart thrashing, Affa 

jerked away. She quickened her step. What if any of these men 

ogling her chose to take her by force? No one would come to 

her aid, and afterwards, they would claim she invited it. Who 

would believe her protests to the contrary? Men! She spat on 

the ground and scurried up the hill toward the community well, 

dust swirling around her feet. 

Reaching a clearing, she stopped, her already tense 

stomach twisting as chills crept up her spine. Before her sat a 

man with olive skin, dressed in a long, dusty tunic.  

She spun around, searching the  trail for any sign of 

movement, then turned back to the man. If she returned home 

without water, Benyamin would beat her, and yet, if she stayed, 

this man could do far worse.  

But certainly nothing that hadn’t been done before. Men 

could do as they wished to her body, but they couldn’t break her 

soul. Never show weakness, never show fear, and never, never 

let them see you cry.  

 She refused to give them that satisfaction. 

Breathing deep, she squared her shoulders and length-

ened her stride until she met the man face to face. 
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He glanced up and held her gaze. “Please give me a 

drink.” 

 She swallowed past her dry throat. “You are a Jew, and 

I am a Samaritan. Why are you asking me for a drink?” Her 

hands trembled as she stared at her dirt covered feet. 

 “If you only knew the gift God has for you.” The words 

drifted toward her like a gentle breeze, penetrating to her very 

soul. “And who you are speaking to, you would ask Me and I 

would give you living water.” 

Living water? What strange words, and yet, they stirred 

inside of her a thirst that came not from her throat but from her 

very soul. She shook her head. “Sir, You don’t have a rope or a 

bucket. And this well is very deep. Where would You get this 

living water?” 

“Anyone who drinks this water,” the man motioned to 

the well, “will soon become thirsty again. But those who drink 

the water I give will never thirst. The water I give becomes a 

fresh, bubbling spring within them, giving them eternal life.” 

She inched further, suddenly unable to look away. 

“Please sir, give me this water!” 

The man’s eyes softened. “Go and get your husband.” 

 She stared at her feet once again, tears welling behind 

her lashes. “I don’t have a husband.” Bitterness filled her heart 

as she prepared herself for the slew of accusations about to be 

hurled her way. 

 “You’re right. You don’t have a husband—for you have 

had five husbands, and you aren’t even married to the man 

you’re living with now. But his love fails to satisfy. It only 

leaves you more empty than before.” He grabbed both her 

hands in His, and she looked up into moist eyes. “My love will 

fill you to overflowing. My love, sweet child, will set you free.” 

 “My Lord!” Falling to her knees, she bowed her head, 

tears streaming as a glorious peace filled her to her very depths. 

As His love swept over her, a sweet freedom filled her, pushing 

out her fear and shame.  

*** 

 By Jennifer Slattery http://jenniferslatterylivesoutloud.com 



 

Give the Savior a Call 

 By Beth Farley 

 

We enter in His kingdom of grace 

Where all of our burdens are laid down, 

Feel the warmth of His cleansing blood, 

Where a smile replaces my frown.  

 

I am no longer compelled to search, 

For the happiness that I need, 

My Savior has supplied everything 

I am truly at peace and freed. 

 

The life I’ve been living, without direction or cause, 

I felt caught up in a trap, 

Oh the peace and grace my LORD supplied 

I can now rest upon HIS lap. 

 

Don’t try to understand the trials, 

This will only confuse and destroy you all, 

Just reach out to the high heavens 

And give your healing Savior a call. 

 

*** 

Beth Ann Farley lives in Kansas City, 

MO with her husband and six grown chil-

dren. She writes for bookfun.org; Too’n 

town magazine and the Mid-Continent 

Public Library.  

 She also co-hosts, with four other 

ladies, Living by Grace, a faith-based 

Facebook community. Visit her online at: 

http://firsthalfday1.wordpress.com 
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At the End of the Needle 

By Jennifer Slattery 
 

How does a kid 

raised in a loving, God-

fearing home end up on 

the streets a heroine ad-

dict, desperate for a few 

slices of bread?  

I imagine Bobby 

Doffner asked himself 

that very question on the many lonely nights spent on 

the streets of California. It certainly wasn’t how he envi-

sioned himself. Maybe he was rebelling. Maybe he’d 

just quit trying.  

Because he learned early on, no matter what he 

did, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t do enough, 

be enough. He was a sinner to his core, and he had no 

one but himself to blame.  

“I was raised in church, dedicated by my parents 

as a child,” Bobby says. “I’m the youngest of five, so by 

the time I came around, my family had been going for 

quite some time.  

“We went to church on Sundays and Wednes-

days. Didn’t drink. Didn’t read the newspaper or watch 

television on Sundays.” His life was regulated by 

rules—rules that, if followed, could somehow earn favor 

with God. “Rain, sun, snow or sleet, my dad would do 

down on Sunday mornings. In the winter, he put chains 

on the old bus and drove through town to pick up kids 

and take them to Sunday school.” But it wasn’t enough. 

To his young, watching eyes, his dad was the 

epitome of love and grace—of living out the Christian 

faith. The only problem—the church didn’t see Bobby’s 

dad the same way.  

Photo by Rodrigo Valladares 
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In fact, they wouldn’t even let him join their 

church, at least, not as a member. Because he smoked 

cigarettes. To young, impressionable Bobby, this trans-

lated as: he wasn’t good enough. Not good enough for 

church, not good enough for Christ. 

 During his teenage years, a time when most kids 

feel isolated from their parents and disconnected with 

themselves and the world at large, this hit especially 

hard.  

 So, he gave up. And walked away from religion 

for many, many years.  

` Floundering for a place to fit, a place to matter, 

he joined the army at the close of the Vietnam  

War. While serving, he got hooked on heroine. “It 

started off as a weekend partying thing, then, as drugs 

do, they just get a hold of me and took over my life.” 

He ended up on the streets of California a short 

time after, falling further and further into his addiction, 

further and further into despair.  

Further and further from God.  

 Then Thanksgiving came around. “I’d been on 

the streets maybe six to eight months,” Bobby says. “I’d 

get part-time work to make money, support my habit—

sell drugs, whatever. That day in particular, I was living 

in a cardboard box outside an orange grove.  

John 10:10 “The thief comes only to steal and 

destroy, but I have come that you may have life 

and have it to the full.”  ~ Jesus 
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I had 13 cents in my 

pocket and a bag of 

potato chips.” 

 He left the 

grove, the filth of his 

cardboard home sur-

rounded by the 

beauty of life-

symbolizing blos-

soms, and wandered 

the streets. He felt 

utterly, desperately 

alone. No where to go. No one to see. Not caring if he 

lived or died. In fact, while his family back home 

feasted on turkey and mashed potatoes, all Bobby 

wanted was a few slices of bread so he could make a 

potato chip sandwich.  

That was the extent of his hope. That and  an-

other hit of heroine.  

“I walked up to this lady’s house and knocked on 

her door.” Opening his filthy, dirt-crusted hand, he 

showed her his meager coins. “I told her I had 13 cents, 

and could I buy three slices of bread.”  

The lady looked at him for a moment, God stir-

ring her heart, allowing her too see not the dirty, un-

shaved man standing in front of her but instead, a child 

of God, created by God’s own hands—a man God loved 

infinitely more than Bobby could  imagine. The woman 

dashed inside and returned, not with bread, but with a 

feast—a platter of turkey and dressing and everything 

on it.  

Bobby thanked her and took his platter, his heart 

still too shrouded in pain, in shame, in self-loathing, to 

recognize the hand of God reaching out to him, and he 

went and ate his meal. Alone.  

Soon after, belly filled and emptied, he took 

Photo taken by Jennifer Slattery, hands modeled by 

Ashley Slattery 
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a valium. “Maybe subconsciously, I was trying to kill 

myself.” Or maybe he was just trying to escape the pain 

and that intense emptiness that ate at his soul.  

 But God wasn’t ready to let him go, and He used 

that moment—the moment when Bobby was at his low-

est—to bring him aid. Freedom.  

 “They took me jail. I was locked up for three 

days and didn’t even know it.” But while in jail, he got 

clean, and a week after they released him, he hitchhiked 

back to Iowa. Back home, to where his parents had been 

waiting, fervently praying, for for his return.  

“I was nineteen, came walking up the driveway 

in the middle of winter wearing flipflops, jeans, and a 

cut-off vest. And the door was swung open wide, as al-

ways.”  

 They welcomed him home not with condemna-

tion or rebukes, but instead, with open arms and open 

hearts. They demonstrated grace.  

A grace that, like Christ, says, “No matter what 

you do, no matter what you’ve done, whenever you turn 

to Me, I am here. I will never turn you away.” 

Because it isn’t about us. “It has nothing to do 

with what we do,” Bobby says. “It has nothing to do 

with how good we are. It’s a gift that was given to us. 

That’s the true gospel.” 

Through love and grace, Christ set Bobby free 

from addiction, condemnation, and hopeless, allowing 

him to grab hold of the abundant life Christ promised.  

Today, Bobbly uses his freedom to help bring 

freedom to others. On Wednesdays, Sundays, and Fri-

day nights, you’ll find him down at Takin’ it to the 

Streets in Omaha, a ministry that serves Omaha, Ne-

braska’s working poor and homeless.  

There he points the wounded, addicted, and 

hopeless to the freedom found only in Jesus Christ.  
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Find out more about this Christ-centered, hope-filling 

ministry at http://www.takinittothestreetsomaha.org or 

visit them at 422 S. 24th Street, Omaha, NE.  

 

© Jennifer Slattery  

http://jenniferslatterylivesoutloud.com 

Bobby Doffner praying with an Omaha homeless man 



 

Washed Clean by Beth 

Farley   

 

I’m showering in the 

Holy Spirit, 

Getting cleansed by His 

Blood, 

O’ wash the filth from 

every area, 

My sins are thick as mud.  

Oh Jesus, how worthy YOU are of my praise and glory, 

My hands are lifted up high unto YOU 

Majestic rain cometh down and wash away my tears, 

I feel more complete and genuinely new. 

Continue to draw me unto YOU 

I’ll search Your Word to further my walk, 

Flipping the Bible pages one by one, 

Your sweet Holy Spirit begins to talk. 

I’m bathing in some cleansing water, 

Being purified by His Name, 

Wash the filth from my stained body, 

Release me from my shame. 

*** 

Beth Ann Farley lives in Kansas 

City, MO with her husband and six 

grown children. She writes for book-

fun.org; Too’n town magazine and 

writes for the Mid-Continent Public 

Library. She also co-hosts, with four 

other ladies, Living by Grace, a faith-

based Facebook community. Visit her 

online at: http://

firsthalfday1.wordpress.com 
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Burned 

By Melissa Finnegan 

 

 “You’re sure it’s in there?” Julie clasped the cell 

phone in her hand and 

headed to the garage. The 

July sun beat hot on her 

head. Great, a sweltering 

Fourth of July concert to-

night. Her fingers would 

slip right off her oboe if she 

wasn’t careful. 

 “Yes. I’m sure mom 

stored it in the garage.” 

Kari, Julie’s sister, insisted 

on digging out Dad’s old 

flag, a forty-year-old family 

heirloom that no one had seen in ten years. Today of all 

days.  

 “I’m headed out now. I’ll call you if I find it.”  

 “When you find it.” Kari, always the optimist. 

“How are you doing today?” 

 Julie froze, her fingers curled around the door-

knob on the side of the garage. Why did Kari have to 

ask? Couldn’t she get through the day without talking 

about it? “Fine.” 

 “Yeah, right.” Kari’s light voice floated over the 

connection. 

 “It’s been two years. Shouldn’t I be fine by 

now?” That’s what everyone expected—she should be 

past the divorce, past the heartache. But darkness fol-

lowed her, especially on July fourth, the day Derek left 

to grab an extra bag of chips and never came home. 

 Julie  gazed at the empty backyard. No swing 

set, no toys, all the things that should be a part of her life 

but weren’t. 
 15 
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 “Sis, I love you, you know that. But you need to 

let God in, let Him heal you. He’s the one man who 

won’t let you down.” 

 “He let me down when He didn’t stop Derek 

from leaving.” Julie swallowed back the sob that threat-

ened to rip from her throat.  

 “You really feel that way?”  

 “Yes, I do.” She pushed open the door and 

walked into the dim garage. “Now, if you want me to 

find that flag, I need to get looking. I have  a concert in a 

couple of hours.” 

 “Okay. I can’t wait to see you playing again. It’s 

been too long.”  

 “Thanks, I’m really looking forward to it.” She 

loved playing her oboe, had dreams of performing with 

an orchestra all her life. Then she met Derek. He swept 

her off her feet, and she gave it all up. They got married 

when Julie was only twenty. He left three years later.  

 “Alright. Talk to you later.” Kari interrupted 

Julie’s pathetic thoughts.  

 “See ya.”  Julie ended the call and scanned the 

piles of boxes mom collected over the years.  

 Mom. Julie missed the long chats they used to 

have. All the hopes Mom had that Julie would give her 

the first grandchild. When that didn’t happen Mom gave 

words of encouragement and love but none of it mat-

tered. Julie would never allow herself to get burned 

again.  

 If only she could have one last conversation with 

Mom, maybe she could let go, but that wasn’t possible. 

She died almost a year ago.  

 Time to get to work. Fortunately Mom had been 

pretty organized. In the left corner, Julie found  boxes 

labeled Fourth of July. The words seemed to mock her. 

She couldn’t escape the date. A day of independence 

had become a prison sentence.  
 16 
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 She reached for the top box and brought it to the 

cement floor. She lifted the cardboard flaps. Sparklers. 

Ugh. Another bad reminder of July fourth.  

 Sparklers were not Julie’s friend. She glanced at 

the white line of skin on her arm. The scar had faded 

over the years but was still there. She hadn’t played with 

sparklers since the age of seven when a spark blew back 

and burned her arm . Every year after that Julie watched 

the others kids have fun while she stayed far from any-

thing the might hurt her.  

 Pretty 

much what she did 

with people. 

 She closed 

the lid, no flag in 

that one.  

 Sweat ran 

down her forehead. 

She lifted her hand 

to wipe it away 

then reached up for 

another box.   

 With a plop, the box hit the floor, and Julie’s cell 

phone sang a tune. A text. Probably Kari wondering 

what was taking so long, even though only five minutes 

had passed. 

 Julie grabbed the cell and checked her messages.  

 Ryan. What did he want? Hadn’t she made it 

clear she wasn’t interested? 

 Want 2 go out 4 ice cream after the concert? 

 No. He had been asking her out ever since they 

started practicing for the concert. He was an excellent 

trumpet player, she’d give him that. But that was all 

she’d give him, never a piece of her heart, and that 

seemed to be what he was after.  

 Julie typed back a quick reply. Can’t. 
 17 
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 You have other plans? 

 Seriously, give it a rest. No. But I have to work 

tomorrow.  

 It’ll b quick. 

 Sry. 

 She set the phone down. He needed to give up 

and move on. There were plenty of women who would 

love to date him. He was talented, good-looking, a 

Christian, a nice guy, 

funny. He could even be 

charming when he wanted 

to be.  

 Julie sat on the 

dirty floor. Ryan’s blue 

eyes filled her mind and 

the way he cocked one eye

-brow up when he waited 

for her to answer a ques-

tion, which was usually, 

“Want to go out?” 

 She shook the 

thought away. Time to 

find that flag before Kari 

really did text her. 

 The box before her had a Bible inside and noth-

ing else. Strange. Why would Mom put a Bible inside a 

Fourth of July box? 

 Julie lifted it out and flipped through the pages. 

Two years had passed since she read a Bible or went to 

church. An envelope floated from between the pages 

onto the floor. She picked it up. Written in Mom’s fa-

miliar handwriting was one word: Julie. 

 Okay, what was Mom up to before she passed? 

She was so weak towards the end, the cancer had taken 

over her body.  

 Unless… 
 18 
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 Julie’s phone sang again. She snatched it up and 

tried to control her breathing. Kari had to have some-

thing to do with this. 

 Did u find it yet? 

 Julie could play her game. No, I haven’t found 

the flag yet. 

 No the letter and Bible? 

 She clutched the phone in her palm. Yes. 

 Have you read it? 

 No. 

 Well, read it. Bye. 

 Julie didn’t want to. Why would Kari wait until 

now to give her a letter Mom wrote?  

 Sweat rolled down Julie’s back. She’d need to 

shower before the concert. She didn’t have time for this. 

 The letter in her hand stared back at her. She 

wanted to read Mom’s words more than anything but 

she didn’t want to give into her sisters meddling. Yet the 

desire to hear Mom again overrode everything else. She 

gently lifted the flap of the envelope, pulled out the 

treasured possession, and began to read.  

 Dear Julie, 

 Kari has instructions to give you this let-

ter whenever she thinks you need it. I will trust 

her judgment to decide when. Hope you don’t 

mind me being sneaky. 

 I know Derek leaving you has broken 

your heart. I have watched you struggle to get up 

and put on a happy face for me. Thank you for 

trying so hard to make my last days comfortable 

and full of joy. You have done well, and I am so 

proud of you.  

 I need to tell you something I never had 

the courage to tell you before because I felt like 

a failure, but I see now I should have told you 

the truth a long time ago.  
 19 
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 Before I met your father, I was married. I 

was eighteen. The marriage didn’t last long be-

cause the other man left me. I was crushed and 

promised to never give my heart to anyone ever 

again. But a few years later I met your father, 

and I couldn’t resist. He stole my heart.  

 If I kept my promise, I’d never have had 

you or Kari. Never would have known what real 

love was. It was in loving that I found freedom. I 

see now how God worked all that hurt me for my 

good. 

 I want you to find the same truth, to ex-

perience that same freedom, to have the love you 

were always meant to have. You must love and 

let others love you, then you’ll be set from your 

heartache. I promise you this is true. 

 I hope you will consider my words. Free-

dom from the pain is right in your hand.  

 I love you with all my heart, 

 Mom 

 Julie brushed the tears from her eyes. Oh, Mom! 

Why didn’t she tell her before she died?  

 Sure, Mom met Dad and fell in love but God 

might not want the same thing for Julie. Maybe she was 

supposed to be alone. 

 In loving there is freedom. Could it be true? 

Could Julie really find freedom from her pain by allow-

ing herself to be loved and loving others? Honestly, she 

hadn’t been very loving in a long time. Look how she 

treated Ryan. 

 Ryan. Her chest tightened and her stomach 

flipped. When did those feelings begin?  

Were they always there? 

 Julie’s phone sang.  

 Have u read it? 
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 She couldn’t respond. She didn’t know what to 

say. Derek had still left. Fourth of July was still the 

worst day in her life. Did Mom really think a few words 

would change everything she felt for the last two years? 

 Julie pushed herself up from the dirty floor and 

brushed off her backside. She returned the box to the 

shelf and bent to grab the Bible and letter. The Bible 

laid open on the page the letter had been placed in. A 

verse was highlighted. Julie picked up the Bible and  

scanned the words.  

 John 8:36:  So if the Son sets you free, you are 

truly free. 

 Julie choked back a sob and brought her hand to 

cover her mouth. She wanted to be free, free from the 

pain and negativity that filled her mind. She wanted to 

love again.  

 She slammed the Bible closed. 

--------- 

 Julie stepped out of her Taurus, reached behind 

the seat, grabbed her oboe case, and shut her door.  

 Her shower earlier did little to wash away the 

pain Mom’s letter stirred up. Her mind raced with 

thoughts, none of which she could take the time to sort 

through. She had to survive the evening without talking 

to Ryan and bury herself in her air conditioned house 

after the concert.  

 Dusk settled over the park where the amphithea-

ter was located. Unfortunately, relief from the heat did-

n’t seem like a possibility. Humidity was high. 

 She strode toward the stage and kept her eyes 

scanning the crowd for Ryan. Just to avoid him, of 

course, but what was the racing heartbeat all about? 

 The stage was noisy with everyone tuning their 

instruments. Julie planned her arrival only a few minutes 

early and it seemed to work. She climbed the stairs at 

the same time the conductor took the platform.  
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 Perfect. 

 Julie found her seat and assembled her oboe as 

quickly as possible. She could tune as she played.  

 Her eyes had a mind of their own, and she found 

herself glancing back at the trumpets. Ryan lifted a hand 

and gave her a lopsided grin. Unwanted flutters beat 

against her chest. No, she couldn’t allow herself to feel 

that way about him. Could she? 

 With a slight nod in his direction, she turned 

away and focused on the notes in front of her.  

 Tonight they would play Handel’s Music for the 

Royal Fireworks. Although they had been practicing for 

months, tonight would be the first time to perform the 

piece with actual fireworks. Julie looked across the river 

that ran through the park. The fireworks would erupt 

from that location in time to the music. What a display. 

Even she couldn’t deny the energy that coursed through 

her. 

 The orchestra ran through the piece twice and 

then had twenty minutes to wait until the performance.  

 Hopefully Kari had arrived and Julie could waste 

time talking to her. She descended from the stage and 

walked among the concert-goers.  

 “Hey, baby sister.”  

 Julie turned and was immediately embraced by 

Kari. 

 Kari pulled away and leveled her gaze with her. 

“You’re not mad at Mom and me, are you?” 

 She wanted to say yes, but she wasn’t, not really. 

Since reading the letter something inside her seemed to 

be letting go. Even though it scared her, she liked the 

new lightness surrounding her heart. “No, I’m not mad.” 

 “I hope you will listen to Mom. You always did 

when she was alive, listen to her now.” Kari’s eyes 

shone with tears.  

 Julie’s nose stung from holding back her own  
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tears that threatened to spill over. “We’ll see.” 

 “You’re so stubborn.”  

 “I learned it from you.” Julie laughed. 

 “Whatever.” Kari drew her into another hug.  

 The other members of the orchestra began taking 

their seats. “I have to go.” 

 “Break a leg.” Kari squeezed Julie’s arm. 

 She sat. Within minutes the conductor came on 

stage and the music started.  

 Her heart burst along with fireworks that erupted 

in perfect time with the music. As the oboes and French 

horns played their featured section, which was much 

quieter than the rest of the piece, the fireworks were less 

intense. She became lost in the moment. Her fingers 

moved freely over the keys of the oboe, no worries, no 

mistakes, just abandonment to the beauty of the music. 

When was the last time she let go of everything and en-

joyed her world and the people in it? 

 In love there is freedom. Love others, let others 

love you.  

 The words whispered in her heart in tempo with 

the three-four minuet. Mom’s voice so clear, as if she 

stood next to her.  

 Tears pushed against her eyelids until one found 

freedom and fled down her cheek. She could barely 

squeak out her notes as her throat constricted. She had 

been a prisoner most of her life. First with sparklers, 

which was really silly, and then with people.  

 Julie sucked in a big breath as the orchestra 

launched into the finale, the fireworks soared in red, 

green, purple, blue, white, and in that instant, she finally 

let go of all she held onto for so many years. Let it all 

fly into the air with the display of light above her head 

and disappear. As if she had given her fear to Heaven, to 

God. He alone could set her free. She couldn’t do it in 

her own strength.   23 
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 With the last note, the audience let loose with a 

thunderous applause. Julie’s mouth spread into the big-

gest smile she’d allowed in two years. She brought her 

hand to her face and wiped away the wetness that still 

lingered from her tears. 

 The conductor bowed and turned to the orchestra 

to stand. When Julie straightened herself after taking her 

bow she turned to the trumpets. Ryan stared at her and 

gave her a wink.  

 Flutters again. But this time she didn’t try to stop 

them. Heat rushed to her face. Could she trust him or 

would she get burned again? 

 She sat back in her seat and took her oboe apart, 

cleaned it, and put the instrument away. It had been too 

long since she played. She really did miss being part of 

a large group and making music together.  

 “Any chance you changed your mind?” 

 She closed her case and looked into Ryan’s blue 

eyes. Her heart skipped. He was so handsome. 

 “Have you been crying?” He knelt  beside her 

and placed a hand over hers. 

 “Yes, but they’re happy tears.” She didn’t dare 

go into all that occurred that day. Maybe eventually she 

could share that with him, but not yet. 

 “Well, good. I’m glad.” He smiled. “I have a lit-

tle present for you.” 

 Julie was about to protest when Ryan handed her 

a box of sparklers with a rose lying on top. Did he know 

about her fear of sparklers? He couldn’t. 

 “I figured even if you wouldn’t go out to get 

some ice cream with me, you might enjoy playing with 

sparklers.” Ryan lifted one eyebrow at her as she  24 
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reached out to take the gift. 

 “Thanks, that’s very sweet. I was actually going 

to tell you—” 

 “Hey sis, awesome job.” Kari came jogging up 

the stage. 

 Julie stood and hugged her sister. “Thanks. It 

was so much fun.” 

 “Who’s your friend?” Kari rested her hands on 

her hips. 

 “This is Ryan, Ryan this is my sister Kari.”  

 “Nice to meet you.” Kari extended her hand with 

a playful smile.  

 “You too.” Ryan shook Kari’s hand.  

 Kari turned to Julie. “Want to come hang out for 

a while?” 

 It was now or never. “Actually, Ryan asked me 

to get  ice cream. I was hoping the invitation is still 

open.” 

  Kari and Ryan’s eye grew round but they recov-

ered quickly. 

 Ryan nodded. “Absolutely.”  

 “Okay, then. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.” Kari 

leaned in for hug and whispered in Julie’s ear, “Call 

me.” 

 Julie watched her sister walk away and tried to 

stop the smile that didn’t seem to want to go away.  

 “Did you mean that?” Ryan reached out to take 

Julie’s hand. She slipped hers easily inside his, a perfect 

fit.  
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 “I did.” 

 “Well, let’s go.” 

 She grabbed her oboe case with her free hand. 

 “Hey, maybe after the ice cream we can light the 

sparklers?” Ryan guided Julie off the stage through the 

crowd. 

 He had no idea what he was asking her to do. 

Julie turned toward him and smiled even wider.  

“That sounds like a great idea.” 

*** 
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Freedom 

By Tanya Eavenson 

 

 Have you ever felt burned by a loved one, a 

friend, or a church member?  

 Sometimes those closest to us can hurt us the 

most. Rejection and betrayal are two words most of us 

know from experience.  

 In Burned, Julie had been unsuccessfully holding 

on to her tattered life with her own strength. She could-

n’t see a way out of her hurt. She was in prison, chained 

by the pain and the reminders of what should have been. 

 During these times in our lives, God comes near. 

He reminds us who He is, how much He loves us, and 

reassures us. 

  He has a plan for our lives. But we have to be 

willing to allow Him to break those chains of hurt and 

grab hold of the future God has in store for us. 

 

John 8:36 So if the Son sets you 

free, you are truly free. 

*** 

Tanya Eavenson is a published 

author who enjoys coffee, choco-

late, and helping her husband in 

the ministry.  

 

To find out more about Tanya and 

her novels, visit her website 

at http://

www.tanyaeavenson.com/  

 

Her debut novel, Unconditional, 

tells of love that conquers all:  
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He will fight for her at any cost... 

 

Elizabeth Roberts can't remember 

her past, and the present is too pain-

ful. She turns to nightclubs and 

drinking to forget her infant daugh-

ter's death, her husband's affair. 

 

When his wife's coma wiped out the 

memory of their marriage, Chris 

Roberts found comfort elsewhere. 

He can't erase his betrayal, but with 

God's help he’s determined to fight 

for Elizabeth at any cost.  

 

She wants to forget. He wants to 

save his marriage. Can they trust 

God with their future and find a love that’s uncondi-

tional?  
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Bound by These Four Walls 

By Jodie Bailey 

Sometimes, life is going just fine. You’ve got 

your plan and you’re working it. You know where 

you’re going and how to get there. The dates are all pen-

ciled in on the calendar. Life? Got this. It’s all good. 

And then a nuclear bomb explodes and every-

thing changes. Plan gone. Calendar blown to pieces.  

Life?  What just happened? 

That was me. At eighteen, I’d figured everything 

out. Early admissions letter to Agnes Scott College near 

Atlanta? Check. Career path toward becoming a college 

literature professor?  Check. Bags packed. Clothes 

moved. Dorm supplies purchased. All that stood be-

tween me and my future was the walk across the stage to 

accept my diploma.   

That graduation walk was one of the last 

“normal” days of my life. Less than a week later, my 

best friend and I were two hours from home in the hos-

pital with food poisoning. That’s sort of a benign thing, 

but the after effects were anything but routine, the result 

of events that happened to me ten years before. 

When I was ten years old, North Carolina experi-

enced one of its worst natural disasters. Twenty-four 

tornadoes ripped through two states. One was two miles 

wide, and several struck within miles of our home. We 

weren’t directly involved, but the devastation left un-

seen fingerprints on my subconscious.  

 My parents divorced seven months later when 

my mom left to pursue a whole different life and to be-

come a whole different person than the one I knew. 

What do I remember from that time? That I was okay.  

As far as I can recall now, it was odd at first, but it did-

n’t have a major effect on me. At least, I didn’t think it 

did.  

 Until I hit sixth grade the next year. Somehow, those  29 
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two events from 1984 merged into one. For months I 

fought going to school, convinced a tornado would 

sweep everything away from me. I’d panic at the door of 

the house, unable to make my feet walk to the bus stop, 

especially if it was a cloudy day. It took everything my 

dad—and, at times, my grandmother—had to get me 

into school.  But I made it and, one day over the sum-

mer, that fear simply vanished.   

But that was just the beginning. At some point in 

my life, even before 1984, I learned showing negative 

emotion was weakness, that asking for help wasn’t 

something you did. When bad thing happened, you sol-

diered on, smiled at the world, acted okay. To this day, I 

can’t pinpoint where that lesson originated.  

 My dad told the story many times of me as a 

child, taking a giant sip of hot chocolate that clearly 

scalded my mouth. Yet I sat, tears welling up, refusing 

to let anyone know I was hurting. 

 That’s how I handled everything: the person I 

looked up to who verbally and emotionally abused me, 

my mother’s admissions to things  that my teenaged self 

could not properly internalize, the suicide of a childhood 

friend…  In they went, packed down on top of one an-

other while I smiled to the world and fell apart when 

alone.  At best, I’d show the emotion, but articulating 

why was nearly impossible. All I knew was that I was 

lonely, messed up, and sad. 

 Until that trip to the hospital with my best friend. 

When we returned home, she felt fine within a couple of 

days, but my illness lingered. The nausea wouldn’t go 

away.  

So I spent the first couple of weeks of summer at 

the house, reading, watching TV, and eating very little 

because I sure didn’t want to repeat that trip to the hos-

pital. 
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 I went to a friend’s wedding in late June and had 

to get up and leave in the middle of the ceremony, heart 

pounding, hands sweating, stomach roiling…  Surely it 

was a lingering symptom of food poisoning, even 

though it had been weeks, right? And then it happened 

again at the mall. 

And again at church. 

 By July, I 

was drifting around 

the house, staying 

up all night, sleep-

ing all day, refusing 

visits and phone 

calls from my 

friends. I’m not sure 

what I thought was 

going to happen. I 

just knew I became 

terrified any time I 

left the cocoon of 

those four walls.  

 Somehow, it 

all ran back to that 

trip to the hospital, 

and I knew walking 

out the door pretty 

much guaranteed 

physical illness and 

pain.  

 My dad did 

the only thing he knew to do. He offered to take me to 

my favorite Chinese restaurant. Deal. It had been weeks 

since I’d eaten well. I’d dropped to a dangerously un-

healthy weight, and this actually sounded like just the 

thing. I got dressed, walked out the back door, got in the 

car...  31 
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And lost my mind.   

At eighteen years old, I tore out of that car like death 

was chasing me, locked the door to my bedroom and closet, 

and hid in the far corner behind my clothes, as frightened as 

if a tornado barreled into our front yard…  but with no idea 

why. 

Suspecting anxiety was the culprit, my doctor pre-

scribed a medication that left me practically incapacitated. 

All my body could do was lie on the couch and stare at the 

TV. Sure, my brain stopped spinning, but it didn’t do me 

any good when there was no physical way to even walk to 

the kitchen. 

 Desperate, we tried a counselor and yet another doc-

tor, this time, a psychiatrist. I remember sitting in his office, 

wondering how I got from honor student to this, begging 

him not to give me more pills that would wreck my life. Be-

cause, trust me, life was wrecked. 

 Scholarship gone.  Plans destroyed.  Calendar 

cleared. 

 All of my friends had packed and moved on, yet 

there I sat, a prisoner in my head. This doctor prescribed a 

different medication and, once it kicked in and my wonder-

ful Christian counselor sat patiently with me, things 

changed. I started college in my hometown, feeling the 

whole time like a complete failure, but at least out of the 

house.  

As it turned out, God had bigger things than I had 

planned when I made all of those plans without consulting 

Him.  Because I wound up “stuck” in town, I met the Eng-

lish professor who taught me a whole new level of love for 

the written word. I received an education that I truly believe 

was second to none. And I met my husband, who married 

me in spite of the fact that my head was still exceptionally 

scrambled. 

 See, despite of the fact that I’d walked out my front 

door and started living again, I still treated my emotions 
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 like a stuffed suitcase. Things still got crammed in and later 

leaked out in the most inappropriate of ways. 

 All told, I battled for ten years. Ten years of lying  

awake at night, of avoiding situations that made me uncomfort-

able, of living with fear constantly peering over my shoulder, 

waiting for a weak moment to leap. I developed a security blan-

ket, carrying Bible verses in my pocket wherever I went so I 

could reach down, touch them, and know God had me no matter 

what.   

It was about seven years in when I first discovered 

Jeremiah 29:11 (NIV):  “‘For I know the plans I 

have for you,’ declares the LORD, “plans to pros-

per you and not to harm you, plans to give you 

hope and a future.’”  My heart gripped that verse 

until it hurt.  I screamed it at God, cried it to Him, 

begged it of Him.  With all my heart, I believed 

He could heal me.   

I just wasn’t sure if he would. 

 In late 2001, I met a friend who was lead-

ing a Bible study on spiritual warfare, so I sort of 

gamely wandered along with her. Let me tell you, 

if she had told me ahead of time all that God was 

going to do to me in that class, I’d have flat out 

told her no. It would have slam overwhelmed me.  

 But over the course of the next three 

months, God taught me about Him and His Spirit.  

He taught me the truth of Ephesians 6:12 (NIV):  

“For our struggle is not against flesh and blood, but against the 

rulers, against the authorities, against the powers of this dark 

world and against the spiritual forces of evil in the heavenly 

realms.  

 Healing came to me nearly twelve years ago. Yes, there 

are days when Satan tries to creep in by taking the form of my 

old way of thinking, but the ultimate truth is that I am victorious 

through Jesus Christ who loves me and defeated my enemies.  
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Freefall: With 

one accusation, 

army officer 

Cassidy Matthews's name, repu-

tation—and life—are on the 

line. A Special Forces soldier 

insists  Cassy's Fort Bragg-based 

unit is smuggling drugs. The 

accuser? Cassy's handsome, 

stubborn ex-husband, Major 

Shane Logan.  

 Shane knows Cassy is 

innocent, which is why he's sure she's being set up to 

take the fall. Proving it, though, means working to-

gether…and trying to ignore the feelings they still share. 

The closer they get—to the truth and each other—the 

more the danger grows from a ruthless criminal who'll 

stop at nothing to destroy them both.  
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Paralyzed  

by Joanne Joy Underwood 

  

“Good ole WASP stoicism,” my dad calls it. Al-

though I grew up in a stable, safe, and comfortable home, 

my family wasn’t very affectionate, close-knit, or touchy-

feely. We didn’t talk much about personal things. That lack 

of openness and demonstrativeness carried into my adult 

life, leaving me with a need to be loved that I had trouble 

filling. 

After college I got a job and soon met my future 

husband, Greg. We married a little over a year later. 

 When I met Greg, I found a lover and best 

friend. He made me 

laugh. We could talk 

deep into the night. 

He told me often that 

he loved me and that 

I was the most beauti-

ful woman in the 

world. I responded 

that if he kept saying 

that I might just start 

believing it. 

There was just one 

problem. He had a 

drug addiction. He 

used crack.  

 His usage was 

a l m o s t  a l w a y s 

brought on by drink-

ing too much. He didn’t do it if he was sober. Mostly, he 

drank too much on the weekends. He would drink and then 

take off to get crack, then come back and stay up all night 

and sleep half the day.  
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At first, I was fearful and worried, but I thought it 

wasn’t serious and that he would get over it. We were still 

young. He couldn’t possibly want to continue his habit 

once we started a family, right? 

Fear of loss kept me from leaving, telling anyone, 

or demanding he get help. The time we spent together 

when he wasn’t drinking or using was almost always en-

joyable, so I put the pain and fear in a box and stoically 

closed the lid tightly. 

We lived two lives. One where everything was 

fine and happy, another where he was using and every-

thing looked dark.  

I can’t tell you how many nights I cried. I felt 

abandoned. I wondered how he could say he loved me one 

night and leave me the next. 

My life was an emotional roller-coaster. I suffered 

a lot of depression. I tried to keep him happy and manage 

his moods because if he felt better, he would be nicer and 

closer to me. 

I became resigned to the situation. I was paralyzed. 

I stayed paralyzed for almost 18 years. 

John 5:8 says, “Then Jesus said to him, ‘Get up! 

Pick up your mat and walk.’” 

Like the paralyzed man at the pool of Bethesda, I 

had no one to help me into the healing waters. I had no 

one because I didn’t ask and didn’t tell.  

No one knew, not even Greg’s parents. He was a 

master at keeping his secret life secret. And I helped him. 

He always kept a job and paid the bills. He was liked and 

respected. Even our boys didn’t know! 

Over the years as I kept the lid on this secret, my 

husband’s sin became my own. As long as I did nothing, I 

would never be free from it. I felt so guilty about allowing 

this to happen under my roof, so close to my children, 

 36 



 

without their knowledge. 

So how did I get from paralysis to walking freely 

again? 

 In Psalm 139, the psalmist says, “If I say, Surely the 

darkness will hide me and the light become night around 

me,’ even the darkness will not be dark to you; the night 

will shine like the day, for darkness is as light to you.” 

The problem with living two lives is that eventually 

the dark side starts to seep into and infect the good side. In 

the last few years we were together, he began to get became 

more withdrawn and depressed. His bursts of anger in-

creased and scared me. His drinking got heavier. We didn’t 

have those late night talks anymore. The boys and I tiptoed 

around him. 

For the first time, I confided in a few friends. I snuck 

out to Al-Anon meetings. My friends wrapped me in the 

love and grace of Christ and walked with me through in-

credibly painful months. 

I finally mustered the courage to confront Greg. I 

chose my words carefully, and said them as calmly and with 

as much love and grace and truth as I could. I told him I 

loved him and accepted him for who he was, but couldn’t 

accept what he did. I went for help: started counseling, 

talked to my pastor, leaned on friends. I pleaded for him to 

get help, too, but he wasn’t willing. 

He completely shut down. His silence and hostility 

grew unbearable. Over the next couple of months, we gin-

gerly tried to make up, talk a little, understand each other. 

We had good days and bad, but we never got to the core 

problem—his addiction. 

A few months later, another conflict arose and all 

hell broke loose, literally. From that point until later that 

year when I finally told the boys the truth and we moved 

out, he barely spoke to me, except to hiss nasty things under 

his breath. He glared at me and avoided me almost 
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completely. We took a trip to the Rocky Mountains, dur-

ing which I was a complete non-entity. 

 My older son started asking a few questions the 

year before, and I told him his dad drank too much. Once 

we moved out, I told the boys the complete truth. A lot of 

things for them fell into place about their dad’s behavior. 

I hoped once we moved my husband would want 

to get help to get his family back. My purpose was not to 

end the marriage, but to revive it. It didn’t work out that 

way.  

 Although I waited, hoped and prayed he Would do 

an about face, we are now divorced.  

It was final just two days after what would have 

been our 20th anniversary. It has now been four years, and 

he still refuses to talk to or see anyone, even our boys and 

his parents. 

But what God has done throughout this experience 

has overshadowed the pain and loss. He has set me free 

from bondage! Not bondage to marriage––I grieved the 

loss of it––but bondage to sin.  

I have come to know the reality of His great love 

and grace. I have never felt so sure of God’s will and as-

sured of His love for me. He has poured out His love 

through the support and prayers of friends and family. He 

pulled me up out of a pit that I had been stuck in for many 

years and got me moving forward.  

In Angela Thomas’s book When Wallflowers 

Dance, she writes: 

“There is a difference in the woman who is saved 

and getting by as best she can and the woman who 

is saved and living every day of her life filled by 

the power of the Holy Spirit. The first woman is a 

carnal Christian. And the one is a spiritual woman. 

If we stay with our illustration, we’d say that the 

second woman is dancing.  
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The first one continues to walk according to her 

old desires, and the other is being led by the Spirit 

of God. There is only one degree of choosing that 

separates these women. But as it turns out, one de-

gree makes all the difference.”   

 

I realized that, although I thought of myself as 

spiritual, and had a great desire to live a Spirit-filled life, I 

was just getting by. Until I obeyed God and voiced my 

opposition—with truth and love—to something I had kept 

silent about for decades. 

Once I left, I felt I was being carried along with 

the Lord going before me. It was all out of my hands, and 

I was truly safe 

in His perfect 

will. The image I 

shared with a 

friend at the time 

was of a leaf be-

ing carried along 

the top of a rush-

ing stream.  

I was the leaf 

and the stream 

was Living Wa-

ter.  

The Lord has 

shown His love 

and care for me 

and my boys in 

amazing ways over the past few years, through deep 

friendships, including those who let us live with them for 

eight months, caring for us and walking with us.  

This allowed me time to get my bearings and to 

grieve my marriage.  
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Giving yourself room to breathe and grieve is so 

healthy! And so painful. But I resolved to allow myself 

whatever feeling came along, without embarrassment or 

trying to bury it.  

 My friend-

ships at church be-

gan to deepen and 

grow. I began at-

tending women’s 

Bible study for the 

first time. The Beth 

Moore study we did, 

The Psalms of As-

cent, was just what I 

needed at the time 

and became a very 

personal journey.  

I wondered what I 

was going to do for 

work and began to search job opportunities. I figured I 

would need a full-time job to support the boys. But God 

had other ideas. A long-time friend called and asked if I 

would work with her a few hours a week. 

After a few months, she suggested I get more cli-

ents like her so I could work from home and have a flexi-

ble schedule.  

She connected me with others and now I continue 

to work virtually on websites, events, publications, data-

bases, email marketing, editing... whatever clients need 

help with. It still amazes me that I am doing this and never 

planned it.  

My church has been such a support to me and the 

boys. The men have been role models and helped my sons 

grow into godly, caring young men. For years I kept a 

pretty low profile, in keeping with my isolated life.  
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 Now I am excited to be involved and “out there”, 

involving myself in many ministry opportunities. I even 

got up in front of 100-plus women in my church and 

shared this story with them! 

God has been there, making a way for me, sup-

porting me through his people, every step of the way. 

 Today, my sons are two fine young men. They are 

strong in the Lord, and we have worked through issues 

together.  

 Not long after I stepped into the joy of my new life 

with my Heavenly Husband, God saw fit to bring into my 

earthly life a new love. He has given me a godly man who 

has suffered similar pain and loss, whose first love is the 

Lord. It shows in all he does and says. He has three boys, 

and by the time this message is published, we will be mar-

ried and a family of seven. I look forward to serving our 

Lord together. 

 God is faithful to restore all the locusts have eaten 

(Joel 2:25).  

*** 

Joanne Joy Underwood lives n 

Southern California with her hus-

band, two sons and three step-

sons. She enjoys beading and 

reading, spending time with her 

family, and growing in the Grace 

of the Lord.  
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In Christ 

By Joanne Joy Underwood 

 

Fearful became COURAGEOUS 

 

Defeated became VICTORIOUS 

 

Unloved became Loved 

 

Confused became TRUTH 

 

Hopeless became HOPEFUL 

 

Anger became PEACEFUL 

 

Remorse became FORGIVEN 
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Hidden Memories by Kelly Liberto 

 

The door was made of cheap, brown particle board. At 

age nine, I stood at my twin brother’s bedroom door, anxious 

to play with him and his friend. Excitement filled my belly to 

go explore the backyard filled with trees and surrounding 

neighborhood. We had worked hard moving into our new 

home that spring and now it was time for fun. 

For years, my childhood memories were filled with 

family dinners, celebrations, and a house filled with my 

brother’s, sister’s, and my many friends. My parents loved to 

throw parties, and we had so much fun in my growing up 

years. 

 My memory failed me after 

the door opened and I 

stepped into the dark room 

that morning. I remembered 

my brother wasn’t there, but 

his friend was. The game he 

had for us to play changed 

me forever. 

 What I can remem-

ber is suddenly gaining 

weight and wearing 

“chubbies”. Being afraid of 

the dark and other boys. Be-

ing unable to participate 

with other people. 

Feeling ugly and bad. 

It never occurred to me that there was a link between 

the empty memory and this change in my personality and 

physical appearance, mental capability. 

My ability to concentrate lessened. With each passing 

year, academia became a chore where I would shake with 

anxiety when a teacher called my name. 
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My face burned with shame whenever anyone called attention 

to me. Even if it was to answer a question in the classroom. 

A friend from the city came to our community pool 

and stood next to me to talk. My fear was so profound, I said 

something unintelligible and dove in the pool to get away 

from him. Poor guy probably never knew why I ran from him. 

The running continued through years of marriage, 

children, and always, always reading and writing. Books were 

an escape from the painful awareness that I was “damaged 

goods” and people would somehow find out sooner or later. 

 I was labeled a “snob” by many who misunderstood 

my walls of self protection for arrogance. 

That didn’t stop me from having friends, though. I was 

so afraid to be alone in my childhood home, I made sure I had 

many different friends. 

Years later, there came a time for me to face my for-

gotten memory. The fear intensified after being miraculously 

healed from cancer in 2001. My body was healed from the 

chemotherapy, God’s people praying, and God delivered me 

from the cancer. 

I believe my fear of being discovered as a dirty person 

provided a way for the enemy to oppress me with the disease. 

In April 2001, I was in my “prayer” closet, and I had a 

vision of a dark cloud entering my body. After I told my hus-

band, we prayed, and I forgot about it until two weeks later 

when I sat across from my ob/gyn for a routine check up with 

my fifth pregnancy. We had three beautiful daughters and one 

miscarriage that had become a molar pregnancy five years 

earlier. 

This pregnancy, though a shock, was welcomed as 

each of our babies were. The specialists assured us it was safe 

to have other children.  
Unfortunately, this pregnancy quickly turned into a 

cancerous situation.  
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He mentioned the word choriocarcinoma and contacted 

the oncologist who had treated me for the molar pregnancy in 

1996. 

I think it was the loss of this baby that undid me and all 

the walls I had built up over the years to present the all American 

girl I felt I was supposed to be. 

Instead of a new blessing to our home, I was fitted with a 

port to carry poison to three tumors in my liver. Thirty years ago, 

I would have been placed in a hospital. But, I had a family with a 

two-year-old to raise. So, I pulled up my bootstraps and trudged 

my way through the chemo. 

Meanwhile, hundreds of prayers were going up for us 

through the fight. My husband Sam knows people all over the 

world from his job as a chemical engineer. He has managed multi

-million dollar projects for a global fortune 500 company where 

he works. 

He is my hero. Sam stepped into powerhouse prayer war-

rior mode, laid hands on me in my Muslim doctor’s office, and 

took authority over the enemy and the disease. The doctors could 

not say when I would be healed or if indeed I would overcome the 

disease as it tends to go into the lungs and the brain. 

The oncologist told me he was going to give me five of 

the strongest medications he had so  I would survive. Two months 

into the chemotherapy, my hair started falling out. I was nauseous 

and weak. I also had tremendous pain in my back.  

A friend drove me to a large gathering of believers in a 

mega church to hear a pastor speak. During that time, there was 

personal prayer for those who wanted it. 

I waited until the end of the day for my time of personal 

prayer. When I felt weak, I would go into the prayer room and lie 

down on the chairs there. 

One woman prayed this over me: “You have been around 

this mountain before. (I knew it was the molar pregnancy she was 

talking about.)  
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“And the Lord says, THIS time you are going 

around the top with Him.” 

She continued to prophesy over me and said the 

trial I was going through would be over in three months. 

This gave me the faith to believe God would de-

liver me from the disease. And, I went home to Sam, we 

both listened to the tape they had given me and we be-

lieved God would set me free! 

Two cycles of the chemotherapy were supposed to 

bring my HCG level down 11%. My levels came down 

98%. The oncology nurse called our home to tell us of the 

miraculous news. 

In three months to the day of my diagnosis, I was 

declared cancer free.  

Our God is so good as to not leave me with just 

being free from the disease. The beauty of going through 

that time of suffering led me to face the “dark” memory 

the enemy had been oppressing me with for years. 

 In 2003, I went through hot flashes, severe symp-

toms of nursing a baby and only one year later, at age 41, 

chemically induced premature menopause. 

 It seemed natural that the severe hot flashes, mood 

swings, sleeplessness and panic attacks would be after ef-

fects from the drugs as well as the trauma of battling can-

cer. 

 A dear friend of mine from my church asked me if 

I would like to go through biblical counseling courses 

with her. I was receiving invitations to speak publicly 

about my deliverance from cancer and found myself un-

able to answer some of the questions others were asking. 

 The first year of training was a concentrated effort 

to counsel myself. The idea is to take one of life’s  
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problems and put it under the microscope of scripture to 

find the root of this problem. Then, Scripture is applied 

thereby solving our problems God’s way. 

 It wasn’t hard for me to target the area of my fear 

at this point as it was all consuming. 

 Through the support of my husband, family, and 

church, I came to understand that the root of my fear was 

indeed caused by the molestation I experienced as a child 

and the lies that I believed as a result of that event. 

 It was not an easy process as memories surfaced 

and I sought out prayer and scriptures to overcome my 

fear. One of my favorite scriptures during that time was 

Psalm 34:4-7: 

  I sought the LORD, and He answered me; 

    He delivered me from all my fears. 
 Those who look to Him are radiant; 

    their faces are never covered with shame. 
 This poor man called, and the LORD heard him; 

    He saved him out of all his troubles. 
 The angel of the LORD encamps around those who fear 

Him, 

    and He delivers them. 

 This scripture along with many others became the 

weapons God gave me to face every fear and lie that had 

me bound. 

 Three years later, in 1998, I received a certificate 

of biblical counseling in spite of many difficulties that 

arose during that time. All I can say is that God allowed 

me to get through the program and receive an A in the 

process. 

 My counseling times have been a joy as I have 

seen hearts healed, souls restored, and marriages repaired. 

The joy of the Lord as my healer and deliverer has gotten 

me through many of the obstacles and trials I have faced 

in life.  
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 God’s power is 

available to all of us by 

Christ’s work on the 

cross, and His forgiveness 

of our sins. He forgave 

me, so, I forgave my 

abuser. Somewhere down 

the line I’m thinking this 

boy must have been 

abused.  

 In Luke 6, Jesus said, “Do not judge, and you will 

not be judged. Do not condemn, and you will not be con-

demned. Forgive, and you will be forgiven. Give, and it 

will be given to you. A good measure, pressed down, 

shaken together and running over, will be poured into 

your lap. For with the measure 

you use, it will be measured to 

you.” 

 As God has given me 

freedom from all bondage in 

Him, so, I pray you will be set 

free from anything that is keep-

ing you from living a life victo-

riously in Him. 

 

©Kelly Anne Liberto, April 13,  

2013 
 
Kelly Anne Liberto is a Chris-
tian Author, Speaker and Bibli-
cal Counselor. 
Visit her online for more of 

God's Stories 

at www.kellyliberto.com 
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Delivered by Melissa Finnegan 

 

Kelly shared Psalm 34:4-7 with us. Take a minute 

and read those words again, pause at each comma or period 

and let the words settle over you. 

  I sought the LORD, and he answered me; 

    he delivered me from all my fears. 

Those who look to him are radiant; 

    their faces are never covered with shame. 

This poor man called, and the LORD heard him; 

    he saved him out of all his troubles. 
 The angel of the LORD encamps around those who fear him, 

and he delivers them. 

 

 One day my son lost his library and reading books 

from school. I looked everywhere for them, and he did too. 

We had no idea where else to look. I was about to write the 

school a letter to admit his irresponsibility when one night, 

as I was putting him to bed, he jumped up, ran to his 

dresser, got on his knees, and pulled the missing books out.  

 We cheered and laughed that we didn’t think to look 

there before. I asked him what made him remember and he 

didn’t know, he just did.  

 A lesson can be learned here, as Kelly showed in her 

story.  

 My son left the comfort of his bed and got on his 

knees and bent low. That is when he found the missing 

items. Perhaps this is what we need to do more often. 

 We need to leave what is comfortable. It could be 

our bad moods, our nice clothes, certain friends, addictions, 

bad relationships, toxic thoughts. Those things might not 

sound comfortable to some people but when you’re in dark-

ness there is a strange comfort found in the things that bring 

us down.   

 Run from our comfort and get on our knees, bend 

low and seek God with our whole heart and there   49 
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we will find him. Jeremiah 29:13 tells us when we seek God 

with our whole heart we will find Him. 

 As my son didn’t know what made him remember to 

look under the dresser, one day you can laugh when people 

ask, “What made you finally fall on your knees?” You can 

shrug and say, “I don’t know, I just did, and I have never 

regretted it.” 

 I don’t know what might be holding your back, 

keeping you from living a truly free life in Christ but I want 

to urge you to run from the comfortable and bend low be-

fore your Savior. Humble yourself and allow Him to set 

your heart free. Remember, what the enemy intended to 

harm you God will use for good (Genesis 50:20). 

 

*** 

Melissa Finnegan 

lives with her won-

derful husband and 

two amazing chil-

dren in Southern 

Michigan, where she 

writes to give others 

hope.  

 

She loves shar-

ing Genesis 5020 

stories with the 

world.  

You can read her 

Genesis 5020 and 

many others at:  

 

http://www.5020genesis.wordpress.com/ 

 50 

http://www.5020genesis.wordpress.com/


 

Stitches in Love 

By 

Gail Pallotta 

Rose’s heart sank to her toes as she fanned herself. 

Grandma Jackie tilted back in the rocker, her pale face such a 

contrast to the red-flowered upholstery where she’d laid her 

head. Her blank blue eyes appeared to stare out the living 

room window without seeing the ripe fruit on the peach tree 

or the red rhododendron in the yard. 

Rose expected to smell the scent of peach cobbler 

wafting through the house. Grandma loved to cook and often 

took gourmet dishes to shut-ins. Today, she looked like one, 

and the room had a sick, stale odor to it. Rose bent down and 

touched Grandma’s thin hand. The skin stretched over bone 

and bulging blood vessels. What had happened to the 

Grandma who taught her to jitterbug? 

“Hi. I’m home for the whole month of June. I’m com-

ing to visit you every day.” 

Grandma Jackie lifted her head ever so slightly toward 

Rose, but didn’t utter a word. No signs of life flickered in her 

eyes. 

 Rose stood and weakness swept over her like a hurri-

cane coming ashore. She let herself out and locked the door 

with the key Grandma Jackie had given her seven years ago—

the year Rose turned sixteen. Sobs erupted from the depths of 

her soul as she slipped into her two-door coupe and drove to 

143 Broadway. 

 Within minutes she walked toward the white-

columned two-story home while she bent double holding her 

stomach. It was a hot, dry day in Springdale, Georgia. No 

breeze stirred, the humidity as high as a kite. Air conditioning 

caressed Rose’s face when she opened the front door.  

 Clearing the foyer, she hurried up the oak staircase to 

her room. Tears flooding her eyes blurred the flowers on the 

pink and green comforter as she stepped to it and fell face-

down on the bed. Amy, Rose’s mama, had called last  51 
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week about Grandma Jackie’s health. Rose could hear her dis-

tressed words now. 

“Mama hasn’t been the same since Dad died. She’s 

been slipping away little by little. The doctors say nothing is 

wrong other than high blood pressure and cholesterol, but 

she’s just not herself. I’ve hired Miz Mary Clark, a local care-

taker, to come during the day to make sure she takes her 

medicine and to tend to her personal needs.” 

That’s why Rose had come home to see Grandma 

Jackie. It was worse than she had suspected. There must be 

something someone could do. She sat up and wiped her 

cheeks. What if she picked the peaches off the tree and told 

Grandma Jackie to make a pie? No. The last time Rose talked 

to Grandma Jackie on the phone she’d told Rose cooking at 

the homeless shelter wore her out. 

Doing things for others pleased Grandma Jackie, but 

maybe she’d reached a time when she needed others to do 

something for her. What? She liked to read, but that wouldn’t 

make her want to live. Sweat popped out on Rose’s forehead. 

What did Grandma Jackie love enough to get up and do every 

day? 

Rose balled her hands into fists and beat them on the 

pillow. Tears started building again, but she had to be strong 

like Mama and Dot. Stay focused. Would Grandma e-mail 

and blog if she had a computer. Rose 

couldn’t help but laugh. Some Grand-

mas maybe, but not her Grandma, the 

one who loved to sew and quilt. 

 Rose gasped. That was it. 

Grandma loved to quilt as much as she’d 

once loved life itself. She’d made quilts 

for the needy, quilts to raffle off to sup-

port charities, and quilts for the elderly 

in nursing homes. She’d given it up 

when Grandpa Joe grew ill five years 

ago, but the community needed her quilts. It was a   52 
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wonder no one was asking for one. 

Excitement ran through Rose like electricity. She 

bounded off the bed, throwing items from her closet  

floor. The teddy bear Jake Wells, her fiancé, gave her when 

they went to the county fair in high school landed softly on 

the pale green carpet.  

 She picked it up, hugged it and set it gently back in the 

closet. She tossed out two old tennis shoes and a pair of swim 

fins. Finally. There it was, stuffed in the corner like a useless 

sack of clay with no potter. 

Rose’s hand trembled as she pulled open the white 

ribbon drawstring on the red velvet bag. The scraps, the treas-

ures Grandma had given her, lay neatly folded, stacked and 

compressed. There must have been a hundred. Her enthusiasm 

dwindled like a flame dying. She couldn’t sew. 

But Mama could. If only she would take the time. 

Rose rushed from the bedroom and made tracks to Amy’s 

Flower Shop, which sat beside the house in front of acres of 

hot houses. The back door squeaked when Rose opened it. 

Mama stood in front of the only clean space on the 

large work counter, floral picks, shears and clay to her right; a 

stack of foam blocks, tape and the hand mister to her left. 

With her smooth, long hand she held a brown-eyed Susan. 

She picked up the shears and snipped the flower at an angle 

then plucked another from the pile in front of her. 

“Oh, my heart just can’t bear it. You have to help.” 

Rose’s mother jumped then turned to face her. “I 

thought you were the UPS delivery person, setting the sup-

plies I ordered beside the door. What on earth are you talking 

about?” 

“Grandma Jackie. I went over there this morning. She 

looks awful.” 

“Honey, your eyes are swollen and red. Have you been 

crying?” 

“How can I not cry with Grandma Jackie in the shape 

she’s in, just sitting like a zombie in that rocking   53 



 

chair? Oh, how can you stand it? She’s your mother. You 

have to do something.” 

Rose’s mama stuck two of the yellow flowers with 

brown centers into a green vase then moved them around. 

“What else can I do? I’ve taken her to the doctor. He’s pre-

scribed medicine, and I’ve hired Miz Mary to make sure she 

takes it.” 

“Oh, don’t you see. She needs a reason to get out of 

that rocking chair. If you’d make a quilt top—“ 

Dot appeared out of thin air. She put her hand on her 

trim hip. 

As upset as Rose was, she hadn’t noticed Dot. The 

woman had helped Mama in the shop and in the house for as 

long as Rose could remember. 

“Miss Rose, how do you think your mama’s going to 

get out all these orders for flowers and make a quilt top?” Dot 

ran her thin hand through her dyed blonde hair. “All that edu-

cation hasn’t helped you a bit. What’s that fancy degree 

you’re gettin’ over at the University of Mississippi?” 

 Mama glared at Dot. “When she graduates she’ll have 

a PhD in education.” Mama lifted her chin. “She’s going to be 

an elementary school principal. She’s not going to stand on 

her feet all day like I have.” 

Dot’s blue eyes widened. “That’s my point. She’s took 

leave of her senses thinkin’ you can do anything more than 

this.” 

“I’ll help. I promise I will. I can’t sew, but—“ 

“Right. You’re sweet as molasses, but you can’t do 

much of anything.” Dot blew out her mouth. 

Rose couldn’t hold back her tears. “Yes, I can. I’ll do 

whatever Mama tells me.” 

“You look like your mama with all those blond curls and 

those big blue eyes. Built like her too, nice and trim like a 

model, but when it comes to gettin’ anything done, you gone 

and took after your daddy.” 
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Mama knitted her eyebrows. “Doa-ah-att. There you 

go again insinuating Ralph’s not a productive person. He got 

up at four-thirty this morning and left at five o’clock to de-

liver wholesale flowers to the florists we service. He’ll be 

back in three or four days.” 

 Mama picked up another brown-eyed Susan. “I think 

Rose may be on to something. Mama would as soon quilt as 

eat when she was younger. If there’s  anything that might give 

her the will to live, quilting could. Let’s make one top to get 

her interest. We’ll tell her we need it quilted by the July fourth 

picnic a month from now to get her moving. As long as the 

design’s not too complicated, we can finish it tonight.” Mama 

held the flower in mid-air. “But what are we going to use for 

scraps?” 

Rose wiped her eyes. “I have Grandma Jackie’s.”  

Mama snipped the green stem and added the flower to 

the arrangement. “Yes, in that bag she gave you when Dad got 

sick. I’d forgotten about that. Okay, pick up the material and 

batting. After you’ve washed and pressed the fabric, come get 

Dot. The two of you can get started.” 

“Least we don’t have to cook Ralph’s supper. We can 

work on the quilt top and fix us a sandwich.” Dot hung her 

head. “I hate ta’ see Miz Jackie in the shape she’s in too. I’d 

like us to do this, Miss Rose, as long as you do your part, so 

your Mama won’t be completely exhausted.” 

Rose hugged Dot. “I will. You’ll see.” 

 Dot had worked for the Moores for twenty-nine years. 

Five years older than Amy, Dot had married Troy Raines be-

fore she finished high school. By the time Dot turned twenty-

two, Troy had left her with three kids to raise. Grandma 

Jackie hired Dot and let the children and her live rent-free in a 

little apartment built onto the side of the flower shop. Dot had 

always been like a protective older sister when it came to 

Amy. 

 Having her around was almost like having two Ma-

mas, but there was only one Grandma Jackie, and   55 



 

she’d made a point of letting Rose know Rose was special. 

When Rose was in high school, Grandma Jackie took her 

shopping all the way to Atlanta for the latest styles. She talked 

Amy into letting Rose go places Amy might not have let her 

go. Grandma Jackie and her best friend, Nellie Jones, took 

Rose and three friends to the beach at Gulf Shores, Alabama, 

the summer before they started high school. 

She had to be all right. Rose left the house, went to the 

fabric store, returned then washed and pressed the material 

within two hours. By now, Mama probably had convinced 

Dot the quilt was a great idea. 

Rose opened the back door to the shop. “Dot, I’m 

ready to cut out the squares.” 

Oh, yeah. Dot was all smiles.“I’m a comin’.” 

The two of them sat on the gray commercial carpet in 

Amy’s sewing room and pulled the scraps out of the red vel-

vet bag. 

Dot fingered the last piece of material, brown with a 

tiny green line in it. She put it back in the bag. “That’s for an-

other quilt. We gotta’ keep this simple. What were you think-

ing?” 

“Let’s use red, white and blue squares and put fire-

works in the middle of the quilt. We’ll create an explosion of 

colors from lots of scraps. Each one of them means so much 

to Grandma Jackie.” Rose scooted the bag underneath the 

wooden table Mama used for cutting patterns. 

“I don’t give you enough credit. You’re smart like 

your mama. I’ll make several patterns to use to create the the 

fireworks. Are you sure you can cut all those little silvers?” 

“Yes.” 

“Of course you can. I’m sorry. I don’t mean to be so 

hard on you.” 

“I understand. I know how Mama wears herself out 

working, and I know how much you love her.” 
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Tears welled up in Dot’s blue eyes. “She coulda’ 

thrown us out when Miz Jackie gave her the shop. Why the 

day I heard Amy had taken over my heart nearly stopped. I’ll 

never forget it.” 

“Mama wouldn’t do that.” 

Dot blinked. “I know she wouldn’t. I’m so grateful to 

her.” 

“Things have worked out fine for both of you.” 

“Yes. All right, here’s the pattern, and here’s a pair of 

scissors. I’ll be cutting squares while you snip slivers. Maybe 

we’ll have this done when your mama comes in tonight.” 

“We will.” Rose sat on the floor and cut as precisely 

as she could. She recalled the origins of some of the scraps, 

but drew a blank with others as she thumbed through them 

then cut pieces off as many swatches as possible. 

The machine hummed as Dot sewed together all of the 

squares. The ones with tiny pieces of multi-colored shades of 

blue, green, gold and red shot up in the fireworks image. 

Rose stood and stretched, arching her back, as her 

mama entered and plopped down in the white wicker chair in 

the corner. 

“Let me get my breath for a minute.” Amy wiped her 

forehead. 

Dot got up. “I’ll sew or make sandwiches.” 

Rose jumped like she’d been stuck with a pin at the 

thought of Dot halting work on the quilt top. “Keep sewing, 

and Mama, you rest. I’ll fix the food. Do you want me to call 

you or bring it here?” 

Mama got up, meandered to the sewing machine and 

peered at the squares. She glanced at Rose. “We’ll eat in 

here.” 

Within twenty minutes Rose placed a tray of sand-

wiches and lemonade on the wooden work table and set three 

plates. Dot brought folding chairs from the small closet, and 

they sat down. 
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Mama took a bite of her turkey sandwich. “This is so 

good.” She lifted a corner of the bread. “You put pineapple on 

here.” 

Rose raised her eyebrows and nodded. “I’m glad you 

like it.” 

Mama took another bite. “What should we do about 

the border? Something simple.” 

“I bought enough material to make two sides white, 

one red and one blue.” 

“That’s a great idea.” Mama swallowed the last of her 

dinner. “I’ll add the border.” She cut her gaze at Rose. “If 

you’ll press it in the morning, we’ll take it tomorrow after-

noon after church.” She looked from Rose to Dot. “Would 

you like to go with us?” 

“Sure.” 

#        #        # 

Rose, Dot and Amy tip-toed into Grandma’s living 

room. She sat tilted back in the red-flowered rocker like yes-

terday, her face pale, her eyes distant. Rose wondered if she’d 

moved, though Miz Mary would have made sure she’d taken 

her medicine and gone to bed. 

Rose carried the top, folded with the fireworks pattern 

exposed, and laid it in Grandma’s lap. “We want you to quilt 

this for our July fourth picnic.” 

Grandma raised her head, a puzzled look flickering in 

her blue eyes. Then she touched the material, ran her hand 

over it, leaned over and stared. She straightened up slowly 

and glanced from Rose to Amy then Dot. 

She fingered a piece of light green polished cotton, 

and tears pooled up in her eyes. “I made a dress for Amy out 

of this when she was five years old.” 

“I remember. I loved it.” Mama’s eyes got misty. 

Grandma’s thin hand moved to a piece of royal blue 

satin. “I wore a dress made out of this when Joe and I went to 

his Christmas office party in 1992.” 
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“And this gold—” Her breath hitched—“my dress for 

your wedding.”  She reached out and hugged Mama. 

“I’ll be right back.” Dot stepped out of the room then 

returned with the wooden quilting frame. 

Within an hour Mama and Dot had set it up and had 

the quilt rolled on it with the fireworks displayed.  Grandma 

Jackie sat down in a chair, picked up a needle, and pushed it 

up and down with her nimble fingers and repeated the action, 

pulling the thread through, creating a rhythm as she sewed 

tiny stitches equal distances from each other. 

“God bless that quilt,” Dot said. 

#      #      # 

Thursday Rose walked in Grandma Jackie’s living 

room with a basket of peaches she’d picked off the tree in the 

front yard. “I’m going to make a peach cob—“ Joy ran up her 

spine like lightning as visions from the beach trip she’d made 

as a teen with Grandma and Nellie popped in her head. There 

sat Grandma’s best friend. “Hello, Nellie.” She rushed over 

and gave her a hug. 

Nellie stopped working her chubby, wrinkled fingers. 

“You gonna’ cook us a pie with those?” 

“Yes, you ladies keep quilting. I’ll be in 

the kitchen.” 

Nellie’s guttural laugh rang out, happi-

ness dancing in her brown eyes. “Sounds 

good. We’ll finish this quilt and go to the 

picnic with you and your family. I’m 

sewing a new top for us. When you go 

back to school, Miz Mary will get our 

lunch.” 

Rose took happy steps to the kitchen. 

*** 

Award-winning author Gail Pallotta has 

published articles, poems, short sto-

ries,and books.  
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Some of her articles appear in anthologies while two are in 

museums. Her new book, Stopped Cold, is a best seller on All 

Romance eBooks.  

 

Gail’s latest release is titled 

Stopped Cold: 

 

Teens solve real problems in the 

real world in Stopped Cold, a 

sports mystery with suspense, first 

love and spiritual talk. The heroine 

walks through a drug-filled sub-

culture with her friends to find 

criminals and learns that she does-

n’t have to be number one in any-

thing for God to love her. 

 60 



 

FREEDOM TO FORGIVE  

by Elizabeth Veldboom 

 

 “Uugh, I’m so sick of you!” I said, gritting my teeth 

and shooting to my feet.  

 My sister Tori stared at me in shock, while everyone 

else at the MaryKay Party shifted uncomfortably in their 

chairs and avoided looking at me.  

 Too angry to care, I stomped to the front door and 

slammed it behind me. Hot, fury-filled tears slid down my 

face as I leaned against the car outside, waiting for my mom 

to come with the keys so we could leave.  

 I looked at my feet as the reality of what I’d just done 

hit me full force. Had I really just lost my temper at a 

MaryKay party? Embarrassed myself in front of all those peo-

ple? Worse, I’d embarrassed my sister, too. This was her 

party. Her house. Her friends. And I’d just yelled at her in 

front of all of them.  

 I felt like my anger towards her was right. But con-

fronting and humiliating her in front of a crowd, at her invita-

tion? That wasn’t right at all. If my heart was heavy before, it 

sank straight down to my toes now.  

 now.  

 Even worse, the Lord had gently warned me earlier 

that night not to come to this party. But I hadn’t listened. 

What reason did I have not to go? Besides, my mom had re-

quested I come along since she didn’t know anyone. What 

kind of daughter would I be if I refused? Now I’d embar-

rassed her too.  

 I’m sorry, God, I prayed 

as we drove home. I’m so sorry. 

I should have listened to you. 

That was wrong. But I’m just so 

tired of it all. I couldn’t take it 

anymore!  

 Tori and I had always 

been very different. While  
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she excelled at sports, I couldn’t be happier than between 

the pages of a book. While she was outgoing and asser-

tive, I was shy and usually timid. Tori also suffered from 

something called RAD, or Reactive Attachment Disorder.  

 Basically what it meant was that Tori couldn’t 

have normal, healthy relationships. Because of that, I 

could never understand where she was coming from, and 

often felt like we were more strangers than sisters. I’d al-

ways looked up to her when I was younger, and I desper-

ately missed those days when we were close.  

 If I was honest, it was because I loved her so much 

that it hurt so much when she’d ignore my birthday or say 

mean things about me to her friends.  

 But I’m not one for confrontation, so I’d carefully 

taken the time to lock my feelings away where no one else 

could see them. Or so I thought until the day of the 

MaryKay party when a slight on my sister’s part caused 

all those feelings to come flying out front and center. One 

day while journaling, I felt God pressing it on my heart to 

forgive Tori.  

 God, I know you’re right, and I know I’ve done 

things that need to be forgiven too, but I don’t know if I 

can. I wouldn’t even know how. I know what forgiveness 

means in a technical sense, but how do you even begin to 

really experience it? I mean, I say I forgive her. I don’t 

really treat her bad or anything. We’re not close, but I’m 

certainly not mean to her.  

  His tone was gentle, but also firm. Forgiveness 

isn’t just for her. It’s for you, too. Unforgiveness is just 

experiencing the hurt over and over again. Continually 

reliving the pain in your memories and heart. Does that 

make any sense? Why would you want to live your life that 

way?  

 Well, He kind of had a point there. But God, it’s 

not fair. She’s hurt me over and over again. Don’t you 

care about justice, too? Haven’t you seen?  
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 I sensed a patient smile. Forgiveness is a choice. 

You can either trust me and give over these feelings and 

memories to me, trusting that if you do what I ask you to 

in my Word you’ll experience peace, or you can keep 

holding onto these emotions and live in bondage to them. 

And how will holding onto anger help anyone? There is 

no healing in anger, dear one. Only in love. So which will 

you choose? Love and freedom? Or anger and hurt?  

 He was making way too much sense. But I’d held 

on to these feelings for so long. I almost felt entitled to 

them now. Like they were a part of me. I guess I’d also 

thought that maybe, by feeling angry, the hurt would go 

away.  

 Could it be like He said? That love was what 

healed-not anger? Could it be that freedom was found 

through releasing these emotions and feelings of injustice 

into God’s hands rather than hanging onto them?  

 It’s your choice.  

 Yes, it was. And I knew the right one to make. I 

dropped my head and laid it all in the Lord’s hands, telling 

Him I was choosing to love and forgive. I gave to Him all 

the ugly emotions I’d held on to for so long, and told Him 

I trusted Him to take all that was painful and transform it 

into something beautiful.  

 And in that moment, it happened. Freedom like I’d 

never felt before. Joy cascading down my soul in an end-

less waterfall of grace. I wanted to laugh and cry all at 

once.  

 It was as though chains had fallen from my wrists. 

How was it I’d never experienced this kind of freedom 

before?   

 “Because there is only healing in love,” I whis-

pered to myself.  

 The next day when I looked at my sister, I saw her 

for the first time in ages. No longer did she look like just a 

stranger. No longer did she seem so distant. Now she     63 



 

was just my sister, and closer than I ever dreamed.  

 In America we value the many rights and freedoms 

that have been given to us through the blood of brave 

men, from freedom of speech to freedom of religion. But 

let us not forget one of our greatest freedoms of all, given 

to us through the blood of a merciful Savior: the freedom 

to forgive. 

*** 

Elizabeth Veldboom is a small 

town girl who fell in love with the 

cadence of words at a young 

age. She has been previously pub-

lished in places like Chicken Soup 

for the Soul: The Magic of Moth-

ers and Daugh-

ters and Guidepost's Angels on 

Earth Magazine. Visit her online 

at 

www.thefearlist.wordpress.com - 

the place that is for the faint of 

heart.   
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 We hope you’ve enjoyed our stories, devotions, 

and poems. More than that, we hope and pray that each 

one in some way drew you closer to Jesus Christ, our Sav-

ior and Redeemer.  

 If you belong to Christ, you have been set free. 

The One who created you and set the world in motion has 

redeemed you and given you everything you need to live a 

victorious, glorious, ever-abundant life. 

 If you haven’t turned to Christ as your personal 

Savior, know He is waiting. All you need to do is turn to 

Him. Let Him know you are tired of living in bondage. 

Ask Him to give you His life-giving freedom.  

 John 3:16 “For God so loved the world that He 

gave His one and only son that whoever believes in Him 

will never die but will have eternal life.” 

 

To surrender your life to Christ and receive the free gift of 

salvation He offers, all you need to do is confess and be-

lieve: 

 

Romans 10:9 If you confess with your mouth that Jesus is 

Lord and believe in your heart that God raised him from 

the dead, you will be saved.  

 

*Acknowledge your sin and need for a Savoir 

 

*Believe Jesus Christ’s Son died to set you free 

 

*Confess Him as Lord—boss—of your life and choose to 

follow Him 

 

If you’d like to find out more about what it means to live 

as a Christ-follower, please contact me, Jennifer Slattery, 

at jenniferaslattery@gmail.com 
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