


 



In the Kitchen  - Gift Ideas – by Marcy Lytle 

Just in case you’re thinking about Christmas and wondering what to get your friends and family, 
I thought of all the things I use in the kitchen that I have loved using, loved receiving, and would 
make lovely gifts for others.  I love reading lists that others put together of their favorites.  So 
since we shared apple recipes over in the Seven for You column, I thought on this page for this 
month, I’d share some kitchen items that would make GREAT gifts, should you need to be 
inspired with ideas! 

Fresh pasta and sauce – I love Texas Gourmet Pasta and any other freshly made pasta I find 
at Farmers Markets.  These make great gifts, wrapped together with a jar of fresh pasta.  Wrap 
both in a pretty dish towel, and you’re done.  Some of the cutest dish towels are hand stamped 
ones by a lady I met at a festival. 

A new cookbook – I have been buying new cookbooks for the last few years whenever we go 
on vacation.  I often choose recipes from the internet, but it’s SO FUN to look through an actual 
hands-on cookbook.  There’s a favorite I have for baking, written by a woman that is still winning 
blue ribbons at state fairs at age 102!  Pick a recipe inside and include the ingredients – like 
maybe a bag of pecans – and wrap it up for a gift! 

Rope baskets – These are everywhere and are not too expensive.  They’re great for placing on 
a shelf to hold the above cookbooks, or mail until it can be sorted.  They can just be decorative 
or placed in the pantry to corral paper napkins and plates.  I love the variety, and I bet your 
friend would love them, as well!  Include a monthly subscription to your favorite magazine – 
maybe Magnolia Journal – and place a copy inside before you wrap! 

Spices and oils – Again at the Farmers Market they often have fresh spices without any 
preservatives or ingredients we can’t pronounce.  They also have flavor infused oils for cooking.  
A nice big bottle of cooking oil and a couple of spices would make a great gift for any person 
that loves to add flavor to their dishes.  Have you tried avocado oil? 

Paper Goods and a Tray – I like to stock up on paper plates and napkins for easy dining, 
impromptu picnics, for snacks while watching TV in the cooler months, etc.  I keep a stash in a 
drawer, along with a few cute trays for setting and serving.  Big Lots or even the dollar stores 
are great places to purchase these.  Buy a bundle and give.  What a fun surprise! 

Charcuterie Board and Spreaders – Marshalls often has a few shelves full of really pretty 
wooden boards in rectangular or circular shapes, and these would make a great gift.  It’s so fun 
to set out cheeses and olives and nuts, for a casual affair for the family or friends.  Include a set 
of spreaders for the dips, and you’ve got a great gift for a family! 

Coffees of the World – Last year I gave a subscription to Atlas Coffee to my husband and he 
has loved it.  Each month he gets to pick a different coffee that is then shipped to him from all 
different destinations, with a card of info about that place and the coffee.  He has really loved it!  
It’s the gift that keeps on giving all year long. 



Just a Fun Dish – If you visit smalls towns or enjoy stopping in vintage or antique stores, look 
for a pretty serving dish that someone might love.  I have a whole cabinet of ones for different 
seasons, and they’re so fun to pull out when the season changes.  Just look at the shelves and 
pick one that’s a little different in shape, or one that’s super interesting, or just so fun.  Maybe a 
snow-themed platter for the winter months would be a fun idea, or even a cute pitcher for 
serving juice. Anyone would love this idea! 

Notepads and pens – My sister gave me a set of monthly notepads that are magnetic, for 
sticking on the fridge, and I’ve loved them.  There’s this magnetic pen that also hangs on the 
fridge, great to place beside the notepads.  You’re done – a great gift idea for the one who likes 
to make lists and stay organized. 

Local Honey and a Stick – Local honey is my husband’s favorite thing to pick up when we visit 
markers.  He keeps it and his coffee mug, along with a canister of coffee, right beside his coffee 
brewer.  If you add a wooden honey stick with the honey, and maybe a book of recipes using 
honey, this is a gift worth giving as well. 

Just look around your own kitchen at what you love and use the most, and consider how you 
might bundle and give this upcoming holiday season.  Everyone loves food gifts or ideas, or at 
least they should! 

 

 

 



Seven for You – All Things Apples 
 
Just a Snack: 
 
My favorite way to fix apples is very simple. I like to cut one up into bites, place it in a bowl and 
sprinkle cinnamon and curry powder on it. Curry powder has a mixture of spices that are really 
healthy and gives the apple a unique taste. I squeeze a little lemon juice on top and then 
microwave it for one minute and thirty seconds. It’s soft and tasty and oh so good for me. – 
Carole 
 
I LOVE apple nachos.  Just slice apples and lay them out like you would chips on a plate.  
Drizzle with caramel sauce and sprinkle with mini chocolate chips and nuts, if you want.  Enjoy 
every bite. – Marcy 
 
I'm not much of an apple eater, so the only way I eat them is with peanut or almond butter, a 
good strong cheddar cheese, or disguised in a smoothie. – Tanya 
 
I love apples with cheddar cheese as well, with ham, on a sandwich – Marcy 
 
I don’t have a pic - but I really like cooked apple slices. I think some people call them scalloped 
apples. I peel and slice an apple, and then cook in a pan with butter. I add cinnamon and sugar 
to taste when the apples are starting to soften. Yummy! – Beth 
 
My favorite way to eat apples, especially Macintosh or Golden Delicious apples, is freshly sliced, and 
dipped in a caramel dip, which can usually be found in the produce section of the market, near the apples! 
If you can heat up the caramel dip a little in the microwave, mmm...even better. Enjoy! – Angela 
 
Ahhhh apples!!!  There’s nothing like a cold, crisp, juicy apple.  My favorite is Honey Crisp or 
Golden Delicious.  I love to slice them and dip them in peanut butter or caramel sauce.  And, 
who doesn’t like a warm piece of a classic apple pie or a dish of applesauce infused with butter 
and cinnamon? That being said, apple sauce can be used as a healthier alternative to oil in your 
favorite boxed cake mix.  It makes a very moist, light cake.  And, no one is the wiser. - Gina 
 
I love apple strudel – and I do not make it – but I sure enjoy it from a local bakery! - Sheril 
 
In a recipe: 
 
A tasty warm apple beverage that fills your home with a delicious Autumn aroma:  Pour apple cider into a 
slow cooker, put in a couple cinnamon sticks, and 4-5 whole cloves. Cook on low. Ladle into a mug when 
hot, and enjoy! – Angela 
 
One way to use apples is by adding applesauce to meatloaf. It keeps it moist and mellows out 
this savory dish.  For years I have used the following recipe. 
 
1 lbs low fat ground beef 
1/2 cup bread crumbs 
1/2 cup apple sauce 



1/2 cup ketchup 
1 egg 
2 tablespoons dried onion flakes  
Season salt to taste 
Bell pepper slices 
 
Mix all together and top with a little more ketchup.  Bake at 350 degrees for 45 minutes to an 
hour.  I like to cook it until the edges start to brown. 
 
Apples are a very versatile food.  And, they are good for you.  So, be sure to always have some 
on hand. – Gina 
 
I like to make Apple Stuffed Pull-Apart Bread or some call it Apple Monkey Bread. It's easy and can be 
eaten for breakfast, dessert, or as a snack. 
 
Ingredients 

• 4 granny smith apples, diced (or your favorite apple) 
• 1 cup dark brown sugar 
• ¾ cup unsalted butter, melted and cooled 
• 1 tablespoon lemon juice 
• 1 ½ teaspoons vanilla extract 
• 1 ½ teaspoons cinnamon 
• 1 teaspoon ground nutmeg 
• 1 teaspoon ground cloves 
• 3 tablespoons cornstarch 
• 3 cans biscuit dough 
• 1 ½ cups powdered sugar 
• 1 teaspoon vanilla extract 
• 3 tablespoons milk, or milk alternative 

Preparation 

1. Preheat oven to 350°F (180°C). 
2. Grease a bundt pan. 
3. Combine apples, butter, brown sugar, lemon juice, vanilla extract, cinnamon, nutmeg, cloves, 

and cornstarch in a large saucepan. 
4. Cook over medium heat, stirring occasionally, until apples have browned and softened and 

sauce has thickened - about 10 minutes. Drain excess sauce into a separate bowl. Set aside. 
5. Cut each biscuit in half and flatten into rounds. 
6. Stuff each round with a tablespoon of apples. 
7. Close the round together by pinching at the seam and roll into ball. 
8. Layer half of the balls in the pan and spoon half of the reserved sauce on top. Repeat with 

remaining balls and sauce. 
9. Bake for 30 minutes. Cover with foil and bake for additional 10-15 minutes. 
10. Cool for 15 minutes. 
11. Whisk together the powdered sugar, vanilla, and milk, until you reach a smooth consistency. 

Drizzle over bread. 
12. Remove bread from the pan and drizzle with icing. 
13. Enjoy! 



Edith 
 
APPLE CRANBERRY CRUMBLE (wildflower bed n breakfast) 
 
This is one of the best crumbles (and easiest) I’ve ever made.  It’s great for breakfast over 
yogurt, or as dessert with ice cream.  I prefer the second choice! 
 

• 4 cups chopped apples (unpeeled) 
• 2 cups cranberries (frozen or fresh) 
• ½ c sugar 
• ½ c oats 
• ½ c brown sugar 
• 1/3 c flour 
• ½ c chopped pecans 
• 1 stick softened butter 

 
Preheat oven to 350 and spray dish with cooking spray.  Place apples and cranberries in the 
dish.  Sprinkle with the sugar.  In a bowl, combine oats, brown sugar, flour and nuts.  Use a fork 
or your fingers to mix in softened butter until incorporated.  Crumble topping over fruit.  Bake for 
45 minutes. 
 
Apple Pasta Salad 
 
Cook pasta as stated in the directions on the package, and rinse til drained and cool. 
 
Add in a large bowl: 
 
The cooled, cooked pasta 
1 apple, chopped 
2 cups seedless grapes, halved 
½ c celery, chopped 
1 c grated sharp cheddar cheese 
 
Stir in your favorite vinaigrette dressing and enjoy! 
 



The Dressings – Stepping into Fall – by Marcy Lytle 

I love the hues that this new season brings – the dark rust, the caramel, the greens and golds 
and even all of the combos for fall that we see in scarves and sweaters and more!  So if you’re 
staring at your closet wishing for new, or just an idea of how to wear what you have, or it’s still 
warm and you want fall but it’s not fall – I have ideas for you!  No need to feel stuck, when 
getting dressed for the day! 

Still Warm Outside?  

Consider just wearing the colors of fall.  You can take one of your dresses from the summer and 
just add a tee or sweater over the top for a fall look, slip on some sneakers, and you’re done.  
Old Navy has a great selection of tees.  Wrap a sweater or a sweatshirt around your waist, and 
you’ve completed your look! 

Jacket Weather? 

I found this jacket and it appealed to me because of the neckline/collar – so different.  Look for 
that when shopping.  Just a little something different in the collar or sleeve or pocket, and pick it 
up and wear it! 

Summer Skirt Still Works 

Maybe you have a summer skirt and you’re about to put it away until next year.  Don’t! Wear it 
with your sweaters or flannel or jackets, add booties and/or tights (if it’s cold) and continue to 
enjoy it! 

Belts and Scarves 

If you prefer more solid colors in your sweaters and tops, wear them.  But add a little something 
with a scarf or a belt.  Summer belts can totally be worn in the fall – so don’t just discard them 
all. 

A Good Cardigan 

A staple in your fall closet should be a few good cardigans.  I recently was gifted this beautiful 
black one that’s cozy, has great texture, and it’s in black.  I can never have enough black 
cardigans.  They go with everything! 

Fall Orange 

I’m not a loungewear person but recently was gifted this set from Third Love and I love the color 
and the coziness.  It can be worn so many ways, with just the top with jeans, or just the bottoms 
with a sweatshirt, or with tees underneath – or however I choose!   

Leather Bag 



I don’t know what style you love, but the crossbody bag that looks sort of like  a fanny pack, has 
been my recent fave.  I found a pretty leather one by Spikes and Sparrow at Marshalls.  It’s 
casual but also dressy, and is great for holiday shopping or traveling. 

Fun Shoes 

I found these recently at Nordstrom Rack and decided that they will go with so much!  
And…they’re comfortable!  That duo is a win/win for me. 

 

 

  



Three Moms – Being Good Stewards – by the Cousins 

Mom of Three 

We do talk to our kids about taking care of rooms, valuables, toys, time, and why we need to get 
things done.  A few ways we’ve work on it this year in particular is through the redoing of our 
chore chart, and also homework – those two areas.  Friends want to play after school, but then 
if homework isn’t done the kids are whiny later.  So first is stewardship is with homework and 
friends.  30 minutes to eat a snack, and then homework before play.  The great part is after a 
few days, they adjusted to eating while doing homework so they can have more time to play. 

We redid our chore chart and instead of having everyday chores, we came up with nine things – 
three daily they all do – three weekly to do by Friday – and the other three they rotate.  Daily 
picking up island, picking up living room, and taking care of pets.  Our family space needs to be 
clean!  I’ve been really bad at picking up daily, so now we do it as a family – everyone picks up 
their stuff – we do this together – and we set a timer (timers are great!)  We are leading by 
example and it’s working well!  The weekly chores are laundry, vacuuming and clean rooms.   I 
hang up the kids’ clothes, but they do drawers and bins.  The other three items they rotate are 
between dishes, bathroom and trash recycle.  They check it off, and by Friday they get an 
allowance.  They want the money and that motivates them. Then they have to be stewards of 
their money – requirement is to give to our giving jar and a savings jar – then doing a family 
giving jar (we again are leading by example)  and will pray about where to give and how to save. 

Our youngest can participate and this new system has worked great.  The kids feed off each 
other and encourage each other to work and get their money.  Competiveness works!  They are 
learning about money and chores, and hopefully these values will stick with them.  It also helps 
us be accountable as a family and as the parents. 

Finally,  we are praying as a family each night (we take requests and a person to pray for) – it’s 
cool to hear them pray.  They are becoming aware of needs around them.  We are then adding 
in monthly scriptures and things like that!   

It’s hard to teach stewardship because I just want to do it and get it done, but that did not work.  
It’s been a resetting of habits for us and teaching the kids why.  We also let them make such a 
mess and they didn’t like their mess.  They have lost and broken things.  In the summer, I threw 
away whatever they left on the floor – and that worked because they didn’t want to lose things 
they valued.  We use the word “value” more than stewardship. 

Mom of Two 

My girls are ages 3 and 5 so they really don’t have homework yet, and we don’t have a time 
management schedule yet.  But teaching them stewardship at this age is mainly with their toys, 
clothes and their rooms.   

Their possessions can become obsessive, which means they get so attached to one thing and if 
it’s taken away – it’s the end of the world!  We try to teach them to be grateful for things they 



have.  Maybe someone else has one pair of shoes, and that’s it!  And when they grow out of 
toys or clothes, we talk about the process of putting those things aside to share with other kids. 

Taking care of what they do have, for example, is in the case of markers.    The girls leave off 
the caps and the markers dry out, and this upsets them both.  So when the girls leave off the 
caps, the markers are then tossed.  This shows them the importance of taking care of what they 
have.  We have conversations often of how we must take care of things. 

Sometimes we might be cleaning and I will ask one to help clean up, and they ask “Why do we 
have to, Mommy?”  We then remind them that the home belongs to all of us, and we must take 
good care of all of our stuff.  Just having conversations and showing by example…all of this 
helps. 

Both girls have banks, but taking care of moneys and costs, etc. but we aren’t there yet with 
stewardship!  Maybe soon.  But I do enjoy hearing how other moms deal with these things as 
their kids grow up! 

Mainly, we have conversations, show them, and work with our kids at the appropriate age as we 
see the need. 

 

Mom of Four 

This is a tough question and so different with each kid.  It’s sometimes one step forward and five 
steps back!  This is a daily thing we work on, and it’s constant and ongoing!  We have to remind 
and remind and remind.   

Specifically, spending time with God and creating that habit, we do that more as a family rather 
than individually.  But my prayer is that our family time grows their hunger for God’s word.  They 
do read on their own some, but our goal is to continue our family habit and hope that translates 
into their own. 

Our kids are very motivated in school and church and their activities, so they work very hard.  
But at the same time, it’s easy to get distracted with playing and TV, etc.  We mostly manage 
their time for them at the end of the day.  Our oldest gets a bit more freedom.  None of our kids 
has a TV in their room or technology, except music.  As family, we watch TV as a reward after 
chores and responsibilities are done. 

Being a good steward of our stuff – well at the end of the day – we have too much!  We have so 
many toys and things, it can be overwhelming.  This is probably our biggest challenge.  On a 
weekly basis, our kids have to clean their rooms, and this is required before friends can come 
over.  This is a motivator instead of being a good steward, at this point in our family’s 
experience. 



Tried and True – Prepared! – by Marcy Lytle 

If you’re like me, you love the holiday season so much, but the cost of everything can be 
overwhelming by the time the stockings are stuffed, the meals are prepared, the gifts are 
wrapped, and the end of the year is near.  I’ve found that it helps to start early for lots of 
reasons, so that the last couple of weeks before Christmas are not so hectic.  You might 
actually be able to enjoy and savor the moments, instead of rushing here and there.  I’ve put 
together a calendar/schedule to help with your budget and your time.  You’re welcome to print it 
out and keep it near to help you feel some cheer! 

October: 

Gather lists from family members, make your own of all your to-dos – After you’ve made your 
lists, ask for help and give part of that list to someone else.  Make a folder or buy a spiral and 
list each person’s name, your budget, and gift ideas for purchase and cost.  Stick with your 
budget.  If you can spend $100 per person, or $300, or $50, write it down so that it’s there 
before you.  List out each thing and its price as you buy… 

Purchase paper goods – plates, napkins and cups as well as wrapping paper and ribbons for 
now through the end of the year. (Big Lots and Target or even online are great resources.)  If 
you take the newspaper, use it for wrap – works great!  Tissue paper is great for stockings, if 
you wrap those gifts.  You’ll need: paper, tape, ribbons and markers (skip tags, just write their 
name on the package – so quick and easy!)  - Place all of this in a big bin in a closet or the 
garage for easy access and keeping things neat. 

Purchase all stocking gifts – These add up, so spend a week or so visiting stores or looking on 
line for those stocking gifts for your family.  Consider: warm socks, retro candy or gum, small 
candle, tiny flashlight, coffee, soap, lotion, nail polish, magazine subscription, a movie ticket, 
fridge to-do list, earrings, bookmark, etc.)  Place these all in a bag (those dollar bags found at 
checkout) and hang on a hanger in the closet for stuffing later. 

Order online – Now is the time to order online, so that your packages are sure to arrive on time, 
you have time to check them out and wrap them, etc.    Especially if someone wants a specific 
item that might be a hot item to go fast, or from a website that’s not Amazon. 

Make any homemade items – If you’re industrious and want to make homemade seasonings or 
other kitchen gifts, or frame pictures you’ve printed out, or create something for a few folks, set 
aside an entire day or two to get this done.  If it’s a kitchen gift, you could even wrap in a dish 
towel! 

November: 

Delegate Thanksgiving meal items and kids’ activities and décor – Make your Thanksgiving 
meal list and decide where it will be held, and who will be coming.  Communicate the who, the 
what and the where to all members.  Consider inviting a family without a family.   



Decide on your holiday décor – Get down all of your decorations and see if you need to 
purchase any lights, pillows, candles, etc. and make a list of what you can afford and what you 
want to buy.  Get what you need.  You can always snip branches from your yard and slip into a 
clear vase, and you’ll have beautiful greenery that makes you smile! 

Organize your gifts – Your orders are arriving and you’re starting to feel the pressure.  Consider 
a tub for each family where you store the gifts as they arrive, or a bag for each person.  If you 
have a free closet rod, these can hang in bags on hangers.  If not, clear a path in the garage for 
these bins or bags.  Wait until all gifts are in before you wrap – so that you can see what you 
have and what you still need. 

Enjoy the meal on Thanksgiving Day – Use those paper goods you bought instead of your fine 
china – seriously a time saver and there are SO MANY pretty options.  If you’ve delegated well, 
you’ll have someone else with the kids’ activities, someone delegated to clean up, and others 
delegated to bringing dessert, etc.  GIVE THANKS.  This is an amazing activity that will lower 
your blood pressure and make you breathe. 

Finish shopping for Christmas gifts – If you finish by December 1 you can then wrap with ease 
and fun, while you watch Hallmark movies and listen to Christmas music all of the month of 
December up until Christmas Day.   

Send your Christmas cards – email or snail mail – your choice.  It’s easy to send it via email, 
attaching pictures, and you’re done.  If you must send by mail, make a night of it, with snacks 
and music, and someone to help you make it enjoyable. 

Prepare guest rooms – If you’re having guests this holiday season, check your room and bath 
that they will be using, and make sure sheets and linens are clean and perhaps a personal 
touch is present.  Maybe a magazine, some lotion and a few snacks in a basket might work! 

Finish shopping – Finalize all purchases before the end of the month, so that next month is 
actually fun.  Look over your lists, check off what’s arrived, and tally up your totals. 

Put out your decorations – Make an afternoon of it – trim the tree – hang the lights – and watch 
a movie.  You’ve gotten so much done already!  Don’t overdo it to make yourself tired.   If you 
have lights and color and fragrance, you’re all set for the season! 

December: 

Make a reservation for a Christmas outing for fun – to look forward to.  It can be a dinner out, a 
concert, a stroll, a Christmas movie – something on the calendar for your enjoyment. 

Spend nights by the fire wrapping gifts – If there’s no fire, then light candles.  Watch a movie, 
listen to music, and wrap and label, then place under the tree or back in the bins til Christmas 
morning. 

Plan your Christmas menu – Again, delegate to others so that you’re not doing it all.  If a huge 
meal is stressful, lay out a spread of charcuterie items that require no baking or cooking at all!  



Add in sprigs of rosemary and light candles on the table, and everyone can choose and make 
their own plates!  Easy and so pretty and tasty! 

The week before Christmas breathe and enjoy the view – Presents are wrapped, meal is 
planned, rooms are ready, décor is out, and now you can just clean and breathe and actually 
see the sights and sounds of the season. 

Sit and watch your family and give thanks.  Attend that event you reserved. 

After Christmas, rest and take one day at a time as you clean, put away, and give thanks some 
more. 

Celebrate the New Year by putting up your feet or dancing in the street!  You made it, you 
enjoyed it, and you even smiled. 

*** Charcuterie spread: olives, nuts, cheeses, crackers, bread, jams, dips, fruit (grapes, 
strawberries, etc.), deli meats or hard salami slices – all just lined up on a tray or huge board. 
And for dessert – cookies and candies all spread out, as well.  

 



 



A Night to Remember – Eight Legged Creatures – by Marcy Lytle 

It’s the month of Halloween, and I bet lots of us will have spider webs strung across our homes 
or fences with plastic spiders stuck inside.  Last year, we ordered a huge spider to hang outside, 
as we decorated for our pumpkin carving party.   Spiders are fascinating and scary, at the same 
time.  I know grown men that will run at the sight of one.  And I know a little girl that will pick up 
a daddy long-leg for fun.  But what if eight legged creatures were part of our time alone with 
God, as we learn about the wonder of these scary little things… 

I read that spiders are associated with Halloween because they dwell in deep dark places, and 
they’re spooky, so we use them for this holiday fun.  Let’s read about their properties and how 
they might not be as scary as we think.  Other things we fear might not be, either! 

Preparation:  Find a spider web in the yard or even in the house for viewing…and/or give each 
person a plastic spider or a stuffed one, for the object of interest.  And if you can, make these 
cool oreo spider snacks for all to enjoy!  https://www.blessthismessplease.com/easy-oreo-
spider-halloween-snacks/  

Did you know that spiders are responsible for eating hundreds of insects from our yards?  That’s 
a good thing. 

• Spiders jump and that’s part of why they’re so scary!  Do you jump when you see a 
spider?  Why, or why not?  What other things make you jump in fear? 

• Did you know that most spiders have eight eyes?  Aren’t bugs fascinating?  What other 
body part on a spider has eight? 

• Some spiders are poisonous so it’s best not to touch them.  It’s best to never pick up 
bugs or pests in the yard, without asking.  Some are okay for holding, like pillbugs, and 
others should only be seen and not touched. 

• The silk that spiders use to form their webs is very strong. Some say it’s stronger than 
steel!   

• They tune the strands of their webs like the strings on a guitar, to detect certain 
vibrations.  Did you know this fact?  Every creature in the earth has such particular 
characteristics we could never even imagine them all. 

• Some spiders do somersaults at a rate of 3 feet per second!  What?  Can you do a 
somersault?  

• Spiders can pretend to be ants to fool their predators.  Pretend to be an ant and see how 
hard it is. 

Lots of spooky things tend to scare us in the dark, mostly because we cannot see well, and 
shadows often form that cause us to be spooked.  But here’s what God’s word says about scary 
things: 

Isaiah 41:10 says we don’t have to fear because God is with us, always.  We are never alone.  
Even in the darkness when we’re falling asleep at night. 

https://www.blessthismessplease.com/easy-oreo-spider-halloween-snacks/
https://www.blessthismessplease.com/easy-oreo-spider-halloween-snacks/


II Timothy 1:7 says a spirit of fear is not from God.  He only gives us power and love.  When we 
feel afraid, we can speak to that fear, and receive his power and love. 

Deuteronomy 3:22 says we don’t have to be afraid, because the Lord will fight for us.  He stands 
at the rooms of our doors at night and guards us while we sleep! 

What other things cause you to be afraid? 

Halloween doesn’t have to be a scary time.  It can be a time to be spooky and silly, but not evil 
and scary.  We are loved by God, he’s always with us, and we have the power to rest in his arm 
when it’s dark and the night settles in… 

Eight legged creatures.  Fascinating and amazing.  As all of creation is… 

 



An Adage A Day - The Three Wise Monkeys – An Adage a Day 
 
I have always loved monkeys. When I was a little girl, I wanted a pet monkey so much. We lived 
in the country, and I had lots of cats and dogs, but having a monkey would have been like 
having a baby. Monkeys may not be a popular pet now, but this was not a totally uncommon 
event at that time, and I wanted one. My mom took me to the pet store with the instructions that 
I could get any pet except a monkey. I hoped maybe I could change her mind when she saw 
how cute they were in person. I had reassured her I would take care of it and clean up after it. 
She would not have to do anything. When we got to the pet store, another little girl was there 
getting a pet. also. She got the monkey, and I came home with a parakeet. That poor bird never 
knew what she was up against trying to be my pet. 
 
Oh well, we did have those monkey figurines that represented an ancient proverb. Remember 
the Three Wise Monkeys, “See no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil?” Each monkey had their 
prospective body part, eyes, ears, and mouth, covered with their hands. I was always fascinated 
by these monkeys and wondered about their meaning. This is an expression that is used to help 
us remember to turn away from wrong activities or thoughts. They are called the “Three Wise 
Monkeys” and originated in the 17th Century in Japan, although China has a similar set of 
phrases from the 2nd to 4th Century B.C. These phrases also sometimes include a fourth 
action, “Make no movement,” also described as “Do no evil.” 
 
Whenever I think of these actions toward evil, it brings to my mind another, a fifth, and to me 
most important action and phrase, “Fear no evil.” We all know where this phrase originated. It 
was first written in Psalm 23:1-4 by King David in 1000 B.C. 
 
It says, “The LORD is my shepherd; I shall not want. He makes me lie down in green pastures. 
He leads me beside still waters. He restores my soul. He leads me in paths of righteousness for 
his name’s sake. Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no 
evil, for you are with me; your rod and your staff, they comfort me.” 
 
This has been quoted ever since it was written along with the rest of this Psalm 23 verses. 
What’s so important about these five instructions, actions, and even commands toward evil? We 
all know the answer to this. They are from God. And when we are our weakest, God is at His 
strongest. 
 
It’s October, the month of Halloween, another favorite of mine. It’s more fun than a barrel of 
monkeys! Halloween started out as a religious holiday, but it is now centered around evil, scary, 
non-religious activities. So, when I’m out and about celebrating Halloween the way we do, I will 
fear no evil! I will not give in to “monkey see, monkey do” and imitate some of the actions going 
on around me even though I love Halloween. I know where a lot of these evil fun and games 
come from, and they are not from God. 
 
I will remember the wise monkeys and the fifth instruction given by God Himself and later by 
Jesus in Luke 12. To add a little monkey business to these thoughts, another favorite phrase of 



mine is “Fear not.” I love how it’s in the Bible 365 times. That’s one a day! I will think of this 
phrase every day, especially during October, and I hope you will too. That, my friend, is nothing 
to monkey around about.  



Chipped China - Broken and Beautiful… - by Jennifer Lytle 

…when life is perfectly imperfect. 
 
On one of those non-essential shopping trips, I found a gold-framed tabletop marquee sign. It 
could be helpful for just about every imaginable occasion. 
 
Envisioning it as a display for a sign-in sheet at church or as a prop for birthdays and special 
events helped me decide to place the item in my shopping cart and check out with it. I could use 
it as church-nursery room decor and a fancy price display for one of the many sales events my 
daughter hosts. 
 
After choosing and displaying the marquee on a prominent spot on the wall, I walked into the 
room one morning and found it had crashed to the floor. The frame had broken, and the phrase, 
Made to Shine, was scattered. 
 
For a moment, I considered throwing the marquee out. It wasn't essential to keep the item. I 
could replace or live without the decoration. Something stopped me from tossing the piece, and 
I gathered the shards of the frame from the floor. Perhaps I could assemble the broken parts 
again and put them all together. 
 
After several days, I returned to the pile of shards from the broken frame, determined to 
reassemble the pieces. At the least, I could find the visibly missing parts from the outer layer 
and put those in place. After trying for a good 30 seconds to locate the first matching side, I 
laughed and threw those broken pieces away. Then, I found a new prominent area to display 
my beautifully broken, framed sign. 
 
Now that I write this, I may need to place it on one wall of my counseling room. Perhaps the sign 
can read, Broken and Beautiful. 
 
That's what a restored life in Christ is. We're not perfect. We don't physically look amazing, 
though we can look nice. We don't have perfected human relationships, though certainly, we 
can develop healthier ones. 
 
Restored life is about forgetting what lies behind, whether that's an inexpensive "frame" or a 
"top-shelf" designer product. It's not WHAT we are that gives us meaning and beauty. It is 
WHOSE we are that provides us with value, meaning, and purpose. In the same way that I 
prominently displayed my broken gold-framed marquee, Christ places us in places of honor and 
blessing for HIS namesake and purpose. May HIS message be the one others read when we 
give HIM our brokenness in exchange for HIS crown, glory, and beauty. 
 

 



I Don’t Do Teenagers – Mid Semester Smiles – by Marcy Lytle 

By now, the first semester of the school year is half over, and your teens have either made 
friends or not, found their place on a team or in a group or not, and they’ve made good grades 
or not, or all the things that teens deal with once school begins.  Maybe you’re all too busy to 
even breathe because of activities and lessons and all the things that teens do.  Now is a great 
time to set aside a night for a date with him or her, to affirm, listen, and pray – and have fun – 
with that soon to be an adult in your home. Here are a few ideas for a night out with your teen: 

Dad and son – One Saturday or Sunday afternoon, pick up burgers and shakes and enjoy in a 
park.  Ask him how his life is going, and listen to his answers.  Affirm his strengths.  Pray with 
him over any concerns.  Then find a mini golf place and go, and play, and laugh.  Lots of hugs 
when the date is over. 

Mom and son – Take him shopping for a new pair of shoes, and talk in the car and tell him what 
you love about him.  Ask him about his day.  If he drives, let him drive you on this date.  Head 
back home and play video games with him.  Learn how to play, and let him teach you.  Enjoy his 
favorite snack.  Pray with him before hitting the hay. 

Dad and daughter – Tell her you’re picking her up right after school to head to the mall.  Get a 
pretzel and lemonade and sit in the food court and visit about her life, her worries, etc.  Tell her 
she’s beautiful and how much you love her.  Let her pick out a pair of new earrings.  On the ride 
home, stop at a park and listen to some music in the car, then pray with her. 

Mom and daughter – Pick a craft or a dessert or something to make together, and set aside an 
evening for this.  First, go for a walk before dark and just talk and enjoy the scenery.  Arrive 
back home and put together your creation as you laugh and talk and share…and then pray.  Tell 
her what you love about her. 

Parents with all teens – Maybe you have several teens in your house, as well as toddlers and 
elementary age kids.  Take the family out for an afternoon picnic in the park.  Take Frisbees, 
balls to throw, puzzle books and other books to read, snacks and drinks, blankets and kites.  
Take time to endorse the family unit away from schedules and homework and lessons and 
games.   Talk, laugh, pray and play together. 

All of the above can be tweaked to fit your own kids’ needs and your own family’s likes.  Your 
teen may scoff and not want to come.  She may say she has other plans.  They all may despise 
family outings and only want to hibernate in their rooms.  All of that’s normal.  However, invite 
him/her/them and make this a regular thing every few months. Make sure the time is spent 
affirming and loving, and listening, and then praying.  Love them.  Love them some more.  And 
then love them again.   

You’re building a foundation of love upon which they will always fall…when they fall…and you’ll 
be there to help them stand again, surrounded by love. 

 



Practical Parenting – The Play Box – by Marcy Lytle 

I recently gave my daughter’s kiddos a huge box of all sorts of activities, because they were all 
in quarantine.  I loved putting it together and thought it might inspire you moms, aunts or 
grandmothers to put one together for your kids, too.  It can totally be for quarantine, but also 
would make a great family Christmas gift, or even a great tub (or bag) to have for when the kids 
come over, or you’re asked to watch them! 

Here’s what was inside: 

1. Muck soup ingredients – spices (from the dollar store), smarties, noodles, etc… with a 
few aluminum pans and a wooden spoon for playing outside on the porch and “creating” 
soup.  Not to be eaten, of course… 

2. Popsicle sticks and glue – for building and creating something using their imagination! 
3. Wash the car bucket – a bucket with rags and soap and sponges for a day when energy 

needs to be expended and the family car needs a bit of cleaning! 
4. Paint with water – another activity for the driveway or concrete porch.  Just include large 

paintbrushes and that same bucket from above and let the kids fill it with water, and then 
“paint away.”  As it evaporates, they can paint over and over again! 

5. Army and Marbles – Those sets of army men are great to have on hand, along with large 
marbles, for a game in the hallway or foyer of the house. If you don’t want to use 
marbles, use hot wheels!  The kids set up the armies on either end of the space, and roll 
to see how many of the “enemy” they can take out for the win! 

6. Hide n Seek in Salt – Using a large box of Epsom salt and a deep small pan, fill it and 
hide under the salt small things like tiny dinos, dice, gumballs, pencil huggers, etc.  As 
they hide and seek, they can trade landscapes and seek again. 

7. Thank you notes – Teach kids the kindness of handwritten notes; and have them sit and 
write and color and mail a note to at least three people!  Or just draw a picture to share! 

8. A box of cards – If they kids are old enough, teach them how to play Battle.  It’s a good 
time to learn the value of the Jack, Queen, King and Aces! 

9. A new movie – Look for those $3 or $5 movies in bins at the big stores, and add a 
couple in the box. 

10. Art box – I found a marbling set that included several projects, for the kids to paint and 
create.  Everything was included in the box!   

Most of the above items were found from just walking around the dollar store, but some were 
found in discount stores or on the shelves at Five Below.  It’s easy to (over time) just collect 
small activities and ideas, so that their tub or bag is always full, in case someone is stuck at 
home, has a boring day, or Mom needs a break while the kids play. 



Tiny Living – Harder than Ever – by Leyanne Enterline 

School is back in session!  

Typically we go year round with our studies but our actual physical classes, where we meet in 
person, are back in session. Homeschooling while tiny living does become a bit challenging. I 
have found it harder than ever to stay organized in a small space. As the boys get older the 
books seem to be more in abundance and get larger! 

I try to keep the boys books in their backpacks and pull things out one at a time as we work on 
each subject. The backpacks stay in the “living room” area. But even today one of my son’s 
books got put in among the others, and so one was missing for class! Luckily, it was the one 
book that wasn’t needed, but I was prepared for drama! The boys love to be prepared and that 
incident was going to cause havoc! 

I’m finding it hard to stay organized even with scheduling. The boys each go to class on 
separate days, so it is sort of nice to have that one on one time to really dial in on what each 
one needs to accomplish. However, keeping track of all assignments and who has what has 
been a challenge for me. I feel like with the “covid” year, things were much more lax, and now 
it’s go, go, go! 

The kids do have a teacher other than me, which has been such a blessing to have some help! I 
do, however, need to have all the teacher guides so we can go over more in detail what they 
learned in class. So now, adding all those books to our tiny space has been an ordeal. The 
“walkway” on my side of the bed is now the “teachers work area,” if you can call it that. From 
giant teacher books to extra notebooks, papers, binders, stapler, hole punch, graph paper, 
reading books, sticky notes, pencils, markers, folders...it’s a bit crowded! 

I love what these kiddos are learning and the sweet amazing community that we are a part of, 
even if we are doing most of our work in a tiny space! We will figure it out and be grateful for 
what we have! 

Remember love grows best in tiny spaces! 



 



Healthy Habits – Wordly Wisdom – by Marcy Lytle 

I grew up reading the bible, which is a great thing to be taught to do, because it’s definitely a 
healthy habit for my spiritual and physical well-being!  However, as I’ve grown older, I realize 
that the way I read it wasn’t always the healthiest and didn’t produce all of the fruit it could have, 
had I read it in a better way.  I’ll explain what I mean below.  Reading the Bible is such a good 
practice, but it can become a ritual that has no meaning at all, except to check off on our to-do 
list.  And that’s like using a night cream that expired 10 years ago. All of the good effects have 
faded, and the product isn’t working like it could, were it fresh and new! 

• I used to read the bible at night so that I could feel “approved of” by God.  I now know 
that he approves of me without rituals.  And I can freely read it as I desire, and that 
makes it so much more enjoyable! 

• I used to read snippits, or pull out verses to help me through the day. For example, “I 
can do all things through Christ who strengthens me,” might help me on a particularly 
hard day.  Now, I read the context around the verse – who it was written to, what else 
was being said, and richness has erupted from the pages! 

• I skipped over the boring books of the bible, except on those years when I tried to read 
the bible in its entirety because that seemed like a noble thing to do.  I recently read a 
synopsis of each book (just in the contents of my bible) and was blown away by the 
connection and importance of each book and its message.   

• I often felt condemnation from certain verses about attitudes of the heart, and those 
plagued my mind.  I now realize that any instruction is for my good, not for my shame.  
That’s so freeing! 

• I listened to sermons and others quote verses or phrases way out of context, to suit their 
own agenda or message.  I now look up things I don’t understand or sayings I’ve never 
heard, to see if they indeed were taught with good intent. 

• I used to feel guilty if I didn’t read “spiritual books” that others were reading, for growth 
and knowledge.  I now choose to read only the bible (unless something else grabs me) 
because it’s honestly come alive to me as I study and read the stories, not just the 
quotes! 

• I used to feel guilty as a child if I placed another book on top of my bible on a shelf.  How 
silly is that?  But that’s what legalism does.  I now have the bible available on line so that 
silliness is gone, and the pressure that came with performance. 

Think about your bible reading.  Is it boring, do you feel worse after reading, find yourself 
disinterested, or feel lost because you don’t know where to even begin?  Start with a topic that’s 
resonating in your own heart – like maybe fear is something you struggle with.  Look up the 
word “fear” on biblegateway.com and skim through some verses.  But instead of reading the 
verse only, click and read the story behind the verse, the context around it, and look up other 
commentaries on the subject.  Listen to His voice as you read and search what prompts you 
search, and be amazed.  Stay away from those sites that do anything other than present the 
Word in context, and let the Word strengthen you and bless you.   



After all, His Word alone is so powerful in making us leap for joy instead of wallow and wonder.  
Try it!  And your relationship with Him will become healthier than ever… 



Life in a Nutshell – Just a Season – by Jill Montz 
 
Mother’s Day 2020 my mom bought me a beautiful Ixora (sometimes called the Flame of the 
Woods) and planted it in what is now one of my all-time favorite pots (elephants are my spirit 
animal).  That summer the delicate clusters of yellow flowers grew and filled the crown of the 
plant with blooms all summer long.  It brought me great joy and many smiles every time I 
passed the pot.  I valued it a great deal, as finding joy during the hard months of 2020 was 
sometimes difficult to come by.   
 
Because I cared about this plant so much, I brought it inside my home as fall and cooler 
temperatures began to approach last year.  For months, I still smiled as I passed by it sitting 
next to my windows in my formal dining room  (my dining room table has hosted very few large 
family dinners, but it has held my most precious plants for well over a decade.)  Even during 
Snovid or Snocalypse (whichever you prefer) my Ixora had green leaves and was thriving in my 
thankfully warm house.   
 
As spring came near, I began to see tiny yellow blossoms throughout the green leaves.  They 
were wound up tight, but I knew they were getting ready to bud and bloom.  When Mother’s Day 
came and went, I decided it was time to return the pot to its prominent position in nature where it 
could feel the warmth of the sun on its budding petals and the wind blowing through its green 
leaves.  But Mother Nature can be a fickle lady at times, and this spring we saw many cool days 
and nights by Texas standards.  Often, I had to pull my Ixora into the garage to shield it from 
lower than normal nighttime temperatures.   
 
Then one day, I walked outside to find all the leaves and delicate petals had fallen from the 
plant.  I guess the temperature that night (while not close to freezing) was just too low for my 
precious plant to take.  Very few leaves held on and none of the tiny buds remained on what 
was now basically sticks in dirt, in my favorite pot.  I was heartbroken.   
 
But I was determined to keep it alive if at all possible.  For weeks there was nothing.  I had to 
get up very close to see any life trying to hold on to the brown twigs.  Then after a month or so, 
some leaves slowly started unfolding in the hot summer sun.  It was a slow process and there 
were no tiny yellow flowers to speak of.  However, I still loved the plant and continued to care for 
it and nurture it as nature ran its course.   
 
Then, as the Texas summer was coming to a close, I passed by my Ixora one morning as I was 
watering all my pots and with a sweeping glance something caught my eye.  I saw the tiniest 
curled up little yellow buds tucked within the green leaves.  To my surprise, I was about to have 
some very late bloomers show up in my garden.  I was overjoyed (seriously my neighbors 
probably think I am crazy as much as I talk to and take pictures of my plants.)  I was jumping up 
and down and telling my Ixora what a great job it did and how proud I was that it was finally 
ready to bloom!  Better late than never, again in my opinion.   
 
As the days went along and I began to see more and more yellow buds popping out, I was 
reminded of times in our pecan orchards where our trees have faced similar setbacks.  There 
have been a few over the last 40 years, but one in particular was very rough.    
 
One summer, many years ago, when the pecan trees at our home orchard were very young, 
they suffered 2,4-D herbicide damage that drastically burned back their leaves and caused 
severe damage to many of them.  This occurred because an aerial applicator was spraying the 
chemical on mesquite trees down by the Red River several miles from us, but the wind picked 



up and the spray drifted to our orchards thus causing the damage.  While it didn’t kill the trees, it 
definitely affected their growth and set them back in how they were maturing. 
 
Today if you were to look at these same trees you wouldn’t be able to tell they suffered a 
potentially devastating blow.  While the 2,4-D damage harmed them initially, they rebounded 
and were able to continue to grow and eventually produce pecan crops.  This year they are not 
only big, tall, and full of healthy green leaves ready to turn golden yellow as fall fast approaches, 
but they are also loaded with a bumper crop of pecans.  As we get ready to harvest this month, I 
am forever grateful that the chemical that was meant to kill trees thankfully only slowed down 
our pecan trees’ progress.   
 
Looking back on my own life, I can see events that caused me to be setback in areas I was 
once flourishing in.  In high school I was bullied for a time.  In college I faced bouts of 
depression off and on.  I went through a divorce.  I struggled often early on as a single mother, 
and actually there are days I still question if I am a good enough mom to Dotty.  Even now I face 
many seasons of doubt and struggle in both my professional and personal life.   
 
There are times when I feel like I am blooming bigger and better than ever.  And there are times 
when I feel like I am almost dead in certain areas.  Yet during both, I know they are just a 
season in life.  Sometimes my growth is stunted by things out of my control, but nothing has 
killed me yet.  I have survived all the hard days and I take heart knowing that, with the help of 
God, I will survive many more to come and will reap a bountiful harvest of blessings as well.   
 

John 16:33 Jesus says… 
 

“In this world you will have trouble.  But take heart!  I have overcome the world.” 



 Life Right Now – My Yes – by  Hanna Bouck 
 
Have you ever had those moments in your heart when Jesus just talks to you and you know it’s Him? 
 
The first time I remember this happening without a doubt was my senior year of high school. I was 17 years  
old and had left the country for the first time on an overseas missions trip. My heart was disinterested  
most of the time…until the last couple of days. The last night, before we flew out in the morning,  
we had a final service saying bye to all the people we met, accompanied by a time of prayer.  
That is when, for the first time in my life, I was completely overcome with emotion. So much so that a  
mother figure in my life at the time came over and propped me up on her shoulder as I completely  
soaked her shirt through with my tears. And they didn’t stop there. I had never experienced such emotion 
of grace and grace speaking through the cracks in my heart in such a way.  
 
In that same moment, I laid down my ‘no’s and my-ways’ that I had been holding onto and let  
surrender give way to breakthrough. It was also the most audible (not physically audible mind you) that  
I have ever heard the Lord in my life.  
 
He spoke, “You are going to live your life to serve.”  
I simply said, “Okay.”  
 
At the time I didn’t know what that meant or what that looked like, but I knew somehow, I’d find out.  
And the crying definitely didn’t stop there. For what felt like a fleeting time, insecurity left and I began  
to see the world differently. And as time progressed, I still cried pretty much all the time. It was in one  
of the many tear-filled moments I was overcome once more while talking to a friend and quickly  
began to apologize for the sudden tears (I felt like a basket case.) Without hesitation, he paused  
and refused my apology sharing, “Hannah, don’t apologize for what’s healing in your heart. It’s the  
Lord beginning to break your heart for what breaks His.”  
 
It hit me like a bolt of lightning and like a gentle hug all at once.  
What it was the Lord was actually doing in my heart, and the change that was taking place in it. 
I share all this humbly, as here I am almost 10 years later, still figuring it out.  
 
Over the past few years, specifically, I had begun to lose sight of what the Lord spoke to me on  
that windy night in Latin America. I had all but lost hope that there was anything He would actually  
ask me to do or reveal to me. However,in a quiet, alone moment as I was meditating in a time of worship,  
I looked up to what I was hearing and saw a lady worshipping.  
 
She began to yell boldly into the crowd,  
“He is for you! He is for you!”  
 
And in a season where I had felt dry and that the Lord had long forgot about the night shared above,  
I had this overwhelming feeling that she was speaking on my behalf breathing into existence the  
words I didn’t have the power to say…  
 
And then I heard Him say, “Will you still say yes?”  
And to that my reply was, “You know I will. But PLEASE be with me. I don’t know ‘how’ anymore.”  
 
And here’s the reality. Right now, I don’t know what my yes looks like now, just like I didn’t know  
what it looked like when I first said it 10 years ago. I do know it’s easier to say a three-letter word  
than it is to carry it out. So, here’s my prayer right now:  
 

 



Lord, you have my Yes. You had it 10 years ago, now, and 10 more years from now.  
The only difference is I feel much more tired than I did when I first answered your call. 
I feel fear in a deeper way and I feel the heaviness around me more, too. Please help me,  
teach me your ways, continue to break my heart for what breaks yours, and help me  
share your heart and the healing it brings. Please teach me to pray and how to continue  
to say yes. Make me aware of your presence. Amen. 
 
 
  
 

https://drive.google.com/u/0/settings/storage?hl=en&utm_medium=web&utm_source=gmail&utm_campaign=storage_meter&utm_content=storage_high
https://drive.google.com/u/0/settings/storage?hl=en&utm_medium=web&utm_source=gmail&utm_campaign=storage_meter&utm_content=storage_high
https://www.google.com/
https://www.google.com/


Strengthening Your Core – Lifted Arms – by Marcy Lytle 

We don’t have to open doors to stores any more, as they open wide before us when we walk 
nearby. 

We don’t have to turn the key, because keyless entry is a thing in new cars. 

We don’t even have to move groceries and bags, because curbside and Instacart deliver on 
demand. 

We don’t have to lend a hand to a friend in need, because we can donate on line and be done. 

In all of the above, our once busy and moving arms are more at rest than they are at moving. 

We don’t have to flip the pages of a book because earbuds provide easy listening to podcasts. 

We don’t have to clean the floors or the toilets, because housecleaning services abound. 

We don’t have to lift our bags since they all have wheels, making them glide beside us. 

We don’t have to grate or mix or stir, because convenience is available on the shelves before 
us. 

In all of the above, our once working arms that moved and developed muscle are now flabby… 

We don’t lift our hands in class when we know the answer, because we’re learning on line. 

We don’t stop by the road to lift a tire to change flat, because there’s s service for that. 

We don’t raise our hands in surrender to His ways, because we don’t understand so we wait til 
we do. 

We don’t push mowers and dig gardens, because there are lawn people and farmers’ markets. 

We have become a weak-armed society physically, 

and yet we have more women and men with bulk and muscle than ever. 

I thought about all of the above recently and how we could totally have buff arms if we had to 
participate in so many things that are now performed for us.  I know that some have trended 
back toward more gardening, more work at home, and even more of the showing up with hands-
on giving to neighbors.  And that seems like a good trend. 

As I wondered, I really thought about the hands up toward Him in surrender, and realized that 
the act of surrender has become a bad word.  Women surrendering to men is for-sure not 
happening, because of abuse.  Surrendering means defeat in a game, so we don’t want that.  
And raising a white flag means the enemy has won. 



Check out this verse. “I will praise you as long as I live, and in your name I will lift up my hands” 
(Psalm 63:4).  There’s another verse that asks God to give us clean hands and pure heart, so 
that we not lift our souls to another.  It seems that hands and souls are connected!   

Lifting our hands up to Him acknowledges that He can carry what we cannot. 

Lifting our hands in worship is an act of adoration for the One who made us. 

Lifting our hands in surrender means our heart is postured to love and obey. 

There’s nothing more beautiful, more healthy, more sustaining, and more bulk-building than 
lifting our arms physically as an act spiritually to the One who can help, open doors, provide a 
lift when we’re tired, or fill our hands so that we can give to help a friend. 

I’m sure there’s nothing wrong with all of the conveniences we have today.  I enjoy each one.  
But I do realize that my arms are probably not near as strong as the arms of the previous 
generation or two, when arms were used to carry and work and give.  And I like to pause and 
think about things like this once in a while… 

So that I remember to use my arms in His presence…always and forever. 

 

 

 

https://biblia.com/bible/esv/Ps%2063.4


Under Pressure – Above All – by Debbie Haynes 

Keep guard of your heart – that’s what we are told to do in Proverbs 4:23.  Hoping to gain 
wisdom from Solomon, I was reading over his words.  A little background on this guy is that he 
was son of King David, raised to love and fear God, and blessed with wisdom at an early age.  
However, God’s plans for his people were not to have a king at all, but rather for God to be their 
King.  Even so, God’s people demanded a king and God allowed it, and laid out very specific 
rules. 

God set up the rules for the good of the people, as he did not want them dependent upon 
chariots and horses for might and strength for war, but to be only dependent upon Him, their 
King.  In fact, Psalm 20:7 says that some will trust in horses and chariots, but we will trust in the 
name of the Lord our God. 

Let’s fast forward now to I Kings 10 and see how Solomon measured up to these directives. I 
read that in one year all the gifts brought from admirers to King Solomon amounted to more 
than $20 million in gold alone.  But God never intended for this kind of wealth to be in the king’s 
house, as it would become a distraction.  God didn’t say the king should be a pauper, but he did 
say he should not gather great wealth.  Solomon went on to disobey all the rules and 
commands that God had given, including doing evil, taking multiple wives and turning toward 
other gods.  He failed miserably. 

God responded to this by taking the kingdom from Solomon and giving it to his servant.  God 
always deals with our hearts!  However, God had made a promise to Solomon and with David, 
Solomon’s father, and saved one part of the kingdom for Solomon’s son.  The kingdom was 
then split up, with 10 tribes going to the north to another guy, and only one to Solomon’s son.   

So what does Solomon then have to say to God, after all of his disobedience? 

Proverbs 4 has the answer.  He speaks to his son and instructs him to keep his steps straight, 
hold fast to instruction, keep away from evil men, and in doing so he won’t stumble.  He also 
says the path of the just is as a shining light!  And by verse 20 he’s actually pleading with his 
son to not make the same mistakes that he made.  

“Guard your heart above all else, for it determines the course of your life.” 

Those words were spoken out of regret from Solomon’s own experience, and he wanted his son 
to avoid the same pitfalls.  His disregard for God’s commands cost an entire nation, all because 
he didn’t guard his heart. 

The only way for us to guard our hearts is to examine our thoughts and cry out to God, like 
David did when he asked for a clean heart.  He asked for help in making his thoughts holy and 
pure, and even asked God to reveal to him the dark places that might cause him to stumble. 

Above all, a pure heart, kept for God, will affect our present generation, the ones after us, and 
even entire nations…when we obey the one and only King…our God. 



 



After 40 Years – Correction – by Marcy Lytle 

I’ve found that as I’ve grown older with my sweet husband, I’ve been tempted at times to correct 
him, instead of compliment him.  I’ve seen it in other couples as well.  He does something that 
perhaps is embarrassing or not approved of, and the wife (or the husband) points it out and 
criticizes and shames, hoping that will do the job in correcting the behavior.  But I have found 
that correction in a marriage, used like a mom correcting her child, is never a good thing and 
doesn’t produce any good outcome.  So I’ll confess what I’ve done… 

When eating, I’ve corrected his chewing habits and given him looks. 

When at the theater, I’ve “shhhhh!” him and turned my head when he comments again… 

When in the car, if he bites his nails, I’ve quickly reprimanded him on the germs he’s ingesting. 

Surely, you get the picture.  It’s easy to fall into a habit of correcting our spouses because we’re 
around them so much that we see every little fault.  If he leaves the toilet lid up, we slam it in 
disgust and let him know how rude that is.  If he talks too loudly on the phone in a public setting, 
we grab his arm and lead him outside.  I suppose it happens to all of us. 

I’ve lately been focusing on compliments more, rather than correction.  And if I truly have a 
concern, I’m trying to wait until a better time with a better attitude to bring up any subject, IF it 
needs to be addressed at all.  Most of what I correct is just petty annoyances because I’m tired, 
being judgmental, or thinking bad thoughts towards this person that I love. 

I’ve also tried to stop and think, would I correct a friend in the same manner, if that friend were 
at the table?  No way.  And yet my husband is my best friend, and I treat him so poorly. 

Growing older together has its challenges, both physically and emotionally.  We are settled in 
our ways, we’ve grown accustomed to just being ourselves, and our conversations perhaps are 
less well thought out…because time does that. 

But my prayer lately is for vision to see all the good in him and speak up about that.  Just last 
night, it was late when we got home and I was showing him a shelf I’d recently decorated and 
mentioned how it needed light.  He proceeded to affix this cool touch light under the cabinet for 
me, and it wasn’t an easy task.  He was tired, but he loves to do these kinds of things. If I’d let 
my tiredness get the best of me, I would have perhaps corrected his method, how he was 
hanging it, tell him it was too late, and all sorts of things. 

For once, I saw this man that loves me on the floor working hard, and I called him my hero. 

My gosh.  It made the rest of the evening wonderful.  He was tired but happy that he’d given 
light to a dark space.  I was tired and pleased with myself for speaking a compliment instead of 
a correction.   

It was a good night.  And I’m expecting many more of the same as we grow older and wiser, in 
word and deed.  



Date Night Fun – Retro Ideas – by Marcy Lytle 

We recently bought something at a junk store while traveling through the state of Iowa.  I love 
finding old things that are mid-century modern for my daughter-in-law, because she decorates 
with that style.  But I also personally enjoy finding a dish or a piece of garden décor, or anything 
at all really, that’s different and catches my eye.  All of that made me realize that date night fun 
can be had with some of these things, that we all might have or might want to look for, for fun 
times with him! 

Peanuts, Coke and Movie – We found this really cute Planters peanut dish with four tiny serving 
bowls to go with at that junk store in Iowa.  So a fun idea for date night is to use a bowl and four 
tiny ones, for serving actual peanuts!  Why not?  And if you haven’t poured peanuts into a Coke, 
you haven’t lived…really.  Place the cokes on ice, the peanuts in a bowl, and invite another 
couple over for a movie.  If you can find the movie CODA, I think it’s the best film of the year! 

Nostalgia Mini Waffle Makers – Have you seen them?  They’re so cute!  If you don’t have one, 
maybe you have another waffle maker or can purchase one, and have a waffle night with 
toppings date.  This could be a great breakfast date, where you make the waffles together, cut 
and chop strawberries and pecans, and set a big cloth on the floor while you enjoy every bite.  
Or a late night date would work, as well.  Start now making your Christmas lists, while you visit 
and enjoy the cooler nights ahead. 

Vintage Vibes – Make a list of 3-5 vintage or junk or thrift stores and make your date night all 
about the hunt for something “new” to you.  It could be a yard art, a new bowl or set of glasses, 
or an ice bucket, or a book or an old album.  Dream of what you’ll do with what you buy, then go 
home and use it!  How fun would that be? 

The Record Player – Do you have one?  Maybe it would be fun to buy one, and a few records.  
Or did you know there are now coffee shops with record bars?  There’s one in Austin, where I 
live.  Or perhaps a friend has one.  Make it a night of playing records and albums, and dancing 
to the music.  Look up a nostalgic recipe that brings you back to your childhood – maybe 
meatloaf and mac n cheese?  Enjoy the evening. 

Caramel Apples and Festivals – It’s that time of year, so look up festivals in your area and go!  
Dress up in the hues of fall, and take home apples – or even go apple picking!  Chop nuts, and 
dark chocolate, and make caramel sauce, and melt and slice and dip (see apple ideas on the 
TIPS page!) 

Take Me Out to the Ballgame – We recently bought season tickets to watch ultimate frisbee.  
Maybe there are season tickets or high school games, or other sporting events you’ve not 
attended in forever.  This could be a regular date night event – showing up at a game, enjoying 
the concession food fare, and rooting for a local team! 



For Better or Worse – One in a Million – by Kaelin Scott 
 
 
As I was pondering what to write about marriage this month, my mind kept drifting back to a 
conversation I had with my kids. We were talking about the story of Noah’s ark and how, out of 
all the people on the planet, only one family was faithful to God. Crazy, right? 
 
Then somehow, my scattered brain connected that line of thinking to marriage. I couldn’t help 
thinking how, out of all the people on the planet, there’s only one special enough to spend my 
life with. That’s crazy! 
 
Isn’t it weird and cool how we find that one person? There are literally billions of fish in the sea, 
but only one is for me. I don’t know why, but that’s just incredible to me. And it has the 
fingerprints of God all over it. Only He could be talented enough to orchestrate something like 
that. 
 
Sometimes it’s easy to get irritated by my husband or put off by little things he does. And I know 
I annoy the heck out of him often, as well. But when I think about our story, how we came 
together, all we’ve been through…a little bit of that annoyance chips off and melts away. He’s 
my person, through thick or thin. And no matter how much we bug each other, we fit together 
perfectly.  
 
Just like Noah and the ark, God designed us with a purpose, and part of that purpose is being 
together. My husband is part of my purpose. It sure is hard to be mad at him when I think about 
our marriage like that.  
 
God gave marriage to us as a wonderful gift: a reprieve from the rushing waters of life all around 
us. It’s something special and sacred and really cool. And when God brings two people together 
out of the millions of possibilities, it’s never by accident. He knows exactly what He’s doing.  
That’s crazy awesome! 
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In This Together – Anything But Simple – by Bekah Holland 

I’m going to be really honest with you.  I have been struggling to put proverbial “pen to paper” 
(fingers to keyboard?).  And I don’t have a great answer for why that is.  Nothing out of the 
ordinary is going on.  Everyone is healthy.  The kids are in in-person school.  No crazy changes 
at work or in my marriage. In fact, I don’t even know if what I’m writing right now is going to have 
anything to do with marriage, which in any other writing I do would be fine.  Except the whole 
point of my being included in this magazine is that I am writing a marriage column.   

Maybe I’m just off.  Actually, that’s sugar coating it.  And I think we have enough sunshine-y 
facades out there without adding to it by sweeping my own messes under the rug.  So here is 
the real deal.  I’m not okay right now.  I don’t know if it’s hormones, or chemical imbalance, just 
being drained, going too long without finding ways to fill my own cup, all of the above.   

All of my life, I have been a glass half full, optimistic, find the good and lighten the mood kind of 
gal.  Some of that I think stems from my people-pleasing side.  I want people to feel happy and 
safe and comfortable, worthy and loved.  Which sounds all sparkly and sweet, right?  However, 
it says more about my selfishness than anything.  Yes, I want everyone to be happy.  But why 
am I so desperate for it?  Willing to sacrifice myself to ensure it?   

If I’m being honest, it’s at least partially out of a desire to avoid conflict for my own comfort.  I’m 
a highly sensitive person.  I used to think those were just some descriptive words to describe 
how I feel.  Apparently it’s a whole thing and there are all kinds of articles and books on the 
topic.  Who knew?  So what does it mean?  I can only tell you about my experience with it.   

Even when I was a little girl, I remember feeling overwhelming fear or sadness but couldn’t see 
anything around me that might cause it.  I felt physical pain and did not have any logical 
explanation for the stomach ache, or body tension that would envelop me.  I think it’s just the 
way that God made me.  He made me sensitive to the pain, hurt and struggle of the people 
around me.  He made me sensitive to the joy and light and contentment, too.   

But today it’s hard to remember that part.  I can be in a room full of people who are happy and 
smiling, but feel completely dark, like I’m taking on the weight of what those smiling faces are 
hiding behind the mask.  I can’t watch television shows or movies that show someone actively 
being harmed.  Not just in an I don’t like this kind of thing way, but even in works of fiction, 
watching or imagining someone in pain elicits a visceral response in me.   

Sounds ridiculous.  I know.  If I didn’t experience it, I would probably be skeptical too.  And 
normally, after many years of practice, I can snap myself out of it.  I go for a walk or sit in the 
sunshine, have a good cry, read a book.  I know the things I can do to crawl out of the darkness 
that sometimes threatens to crowd out the light.  Lately though, it’s been harder and harder to 
find a way to breathe deep, and see the sun peeking through the clouds.  My brain knows the 
right things I need to do.  I need to exercise.  I need to walk and feel the sunshine on my face.  I 
need to reach out, talk to my friends, my husband.  I need to figure out how to get out of my own 
head.  I need to find something that brings me joy, makes me feel appreciated and brings me 
some sense of value.   

It sounds simple.  I already know what steps I should take.  Just one foot in front of the other.  
But it feels anything but simple.  Maybe some of you have felt this way.  Maybe you felt alone.  
Maybe you thought you might be going crazy.  Or maybe you think, “If I could just get past this 
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thing or the other thing and then I’ll be able to take some time to take care of me.”  Take it from 
someone who is in the throes of denial.  Nothing is going to make this better except you.  No 
new milestone, achieved goal or phase you get through is going to fix this feeling.  This dark, 
empty, lonely place you’re pretending isn’t real.  It won’t go away without a fight.   

I know from experience.  I know from times I’ve completely broken down after hiding my bit of 
darkness from my husband and people who love me.  After “faking it til I make it” almost breaks 
me beyond repair.  And I know what I have to do next.  I know I have to walk from my office, 
straight into the arms of my husband who knows all about being in the depths of that darkness.  
Who wants to stand strong for me when I can’t do it on my own.  Who wants me to trust him 
with my ugliness, and not just continue to pretend I’m fine.   

I hope you have a person who you can trust with your dark places, too.  Because if you’re 
anything like me, you have to work extra hard to believe that you are worthy of that kind of 
comfort and care.  That the parts of you that you keep hidden are not too much for someone 
else to love you, because and in spite of.  It’s an exercise in trust.  It is an exercise is being 
vulnerable.  It’s finding someone with a flashlight that will not just shine a light on your path, but 
will hold your hand, moving as slowly as you need, and reminding you that you are strong 
enough and capable enough to hold that flashlight and walk out of that tunnel, while they love 
you back into the light of day.   

So I’m taking my first step now.  Maybe you can take that step with me.  And maybe, just maybe, 
we’ll soon be able to see the rainbow after the rain, and know, without a doubt, that even the 
darkest night ends with the sunrise.  And we can walk in the grace and mercy of a fresh start, 
each and every day.   

“I will love the light, for it shows me the way. 

Yet I will endure the darkness, for it shows me the stars.” 

OG Mandino 
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I notice plants.  

Which plants are planted where, whether they’re thriving or just surviving, are they natives, 
perennials or annuals, are they planted in sun or shade—these are some things I take note of. I 
notice beautiful landscapes, or it could simply be a healthy specimen, like the perfectly straight, 
well-shaped Little Gem Magnolia I saw the other day. It makes me happy to see plants placed in 
a spot well-suited to them, pruned and watered attentively so they can attain their full potential. 
On the other hand, sometimes I see shade-loving plants baking in the sun or sun-lovers 
shivering in the shade, some are pruned unnaturally to make them fit too small a space, and 
some are neglected so they become a tangled mess. Possibly the worst thing is seeing a plant 
so overgrown with vines or weeds that its natural attributes are almost completely lost—it’s hard 
to see its true “self.”  

This really bothers me. 

In spite of all the things we do to plants unintentionally or otherwise, it’s remarkable how they 
manage to hang in there, clinging to life. They may be stunted or misshapen, withered or 
flowerless—they may not be living their best life, but they’re alive, and there is always a chance 
for rescue.  Considering these misplaced, overgrown, under watered botanical fellow earth-
dwellers, my mind moves toward people I know or have known who are in the same boat. 
Plants and people, sharing a “boat”—yes, it’s quite possible. Every living thing is part of God’s 
miraculous interwoven creation. Maybe, in his goodness, he gives us hidden messages we can 
learn from if we observe and pay attention. 

Truth be told, I once was like a misplaced, overgrown, and under watered plant. My nature is 
quiet and introverted. I prefer to blend into the background, if not be completely invisible, but, as 
a child, I unintentionally got the wrong message: “Your true self isn’t ok, you should be 
different.” Besides feeling uncomfortable in my own skin, I didn’t know how to process my 
unconventional way of thinking. The Vietnam War protests, hitchhiking across the country, living 
in school buses and Woodstock were happening at the time. The status-quo seemed so 
meaningless; I was drawn to that sub-culture that appeared to be seeking something different—
a better way. I eventually found out it had its own problems with its own set of vexing 
expectations.  

Fast forward many years of living a crazy life of bad choices; I turned back to Christianity and 
was soon immersed  in a new set of expectations—another mold, another kind of pressure to be 
and think “a certain way,” to live up to standards that honestly felt unattainable. I tried—for too 
long. This way of living led me to strive unproductively, to compare detrimentally, and to judge 
unfairly. But there was something within me that, like a compass, steered me in the direction of 
true north. This is a unique benefit of turning one’s life over to Yeshua (Hebrew for Jesus). He 
began to change me from the inside out. I began to understand God’s grace. The more of me I 
surrendered, the more of the true me I found. 



I recently attended a retreat where we did some soul work related to the ideas presented in 
Peter Scazzero’s  book Emotionally Healthy Spirituality. Basically, he contends that in order to 
know God, we must know ourselves. This is an idea with ancient origins. Understanding how 
our past affects our present, being honest about ourselves, accepting our limitations, applying 
healthy boundaries, not pretending, and being the person God created us to be instead of letting 
the expectations of others dictate to us are some of the things discussed in the book. Most of us 
agree these are good things, but from personal experience, I know that, like the frog, it’s 
sometimes hard to recognize that we’re in the boiling pot. 

Over time, I’ve learned that God’s acceptance and love don’t depend on my performance. I’ve 
learned to be at peace with myself and don’t wrestle as often with simple things like when to say 
yes and no because I’m more comfortable with my limitations and setting boundaries. The 
closer my friendship with God becomes, the less I’m bound by “outside” expectations. Truth and 
transparency with him (and others) lets his surgical light shine through me, doing what only he 
can do in my soul. I feel more firmly planted in the right spot than ever before, and the tangle of 
weeds that obscured my true self are gone, for the most part. 

So what does all this have to do with plants? 

I think you can figure it out. 



Moving Forward – Rest – by Pam Charro 
 

"Come to me, all you who are weary and burdened, and I will give you rest." 
Matthew 11:28 

 
I have been sorely in need of rest lately. Every area of life has just felt so exhausting and 
overwhelming. Don't get me wrong, I have been making time for God every morning. I re-
surrender my life to him every day. I am well aware that his yoke is easy and his burden is light.  
 

Yet it's been an unusually tough season and I have been tired. 
 
Some periods of life just have to be uncomfortable in order for growth to occur.  When I'm 
especially thirsty, a tall glass of ice cold water seems especially refreshing. When I haven't seen 
a close friend in several months, our fellowship feels particularly sweet.  
 

I really needed this last break. 
 
And, yes, I have made progress in laying down my burdens, in trusting God with them. He has a 
way of bringing a good outcome when I can't see one. No matter how awful events may seem, 
he's got this; it's never really the end of the world. And he loves it when I can just curl up into his 
arms and fall asleep.  
 

" .. he grants sleep to those he loves." 
Psalm 127:2 

 
So, if, like me, you have felt a little too much of the weight of the world on your shoulders lately, 
may you be able to receive his loving rest today. All of the things you value most, every care 
and concern that is too heavy for you…  
 

 it is all safe with Him. 
 



Rooted in Love - Finding Balance – by Kaelin Scott 

 

Sometimes being a mom feels like the biggest contradiction. I’m always telling my kids that they 
can do anything, but then I’m also always saying, “Don’t do that.” Or I teach them that their 
voice matters, only to say, “Quiet down.” I tell them to slow down so they don’t fall and get hurt, 
but then I tell them to hurry up. 

As I realized all of these inconsistencies in my parenting it sort of made me feel like a fraud. Or 
like maybe I’m messing my kids up. But then I put it all into perspective, and I see that it all 
comes down to one thing. 

Balance 

Moderation is key. Yes, what my children have to say is important, but that doesn’t mean they 
have to scream at the top of their lungs. And just because they can do anything they set their 
minds to, doesn’t mean they should climb up the fridge like a pair of monkeys. 

I guess what I’m trying to say is this. Kids need to learn balance. They need to understand the 
concept of limitations. I absolutely want my kids to reach for the stars and believe that they can 
be anything. But at the same time, I want them to have common sense. If that makes me sound 
contradictory, I guess I’ll take it. 

But this lesson doesn’t only apply to our kids. It’s for us too. We have to have balance. We have 
to know our limitations. It’s wonderful to apply ourselves and strive to achieve our goals, but we 
also need to know when it’s time to rest. Along those lines, it’s great for our voices to be heard, 
but we don’t have to shout our opinions at everyone we meet (or write ugly comments anytime 
we disagree with something on Facebook.) Moderation is key. Too much of a good thing can 
sometimes be a bad thing. 

Personally, I’m jumping headfirst into a lot of new seasons in my life right now. It’s my first year 
of homeschooling, combined with starting a new job, and turning a new leaf in my writing career. 
All those things are amazing, but I have to find balance or I will spin out of control. Yes, I have to 
work hard. But I also need to rest. Yes, I have to dream big. But I also need to stay humble. 

Sometimes in order to keep ourselves grounded, we have to be a little contradicting. We can’t 
run too fast in one direction. We’ve got to keep ourselves balanced. 

If I confused you with this, I apologize. My intention was just to share a little bit of what I’m going 
through – a little bit of my feelings – in hopes that someone might be able to relate. I hope you 
all are having a fantastic start to fall. And I hope you remember to keep your eyes on Jesus. 
He’s with you, whatever you’re going through. 

“There is a time for everything, and a season for every activity under the heavens.” 

Ecclesiastes 3:1 



Simple Truths – Both are Good – by Marcy Lytle 

On our recent trip this summer, we drove through an old Amish community, called the Amana 
Colonies, in Iowa.  It was so fun.  The old buildings where the Amish people lived and worked 
were still lined along the street, but now they were shops.  And the communal buildings where 
they gathered to have meals together were now restaurants.  We stopped in one for lunch.  We 
read and heard about the Amish ways of sharing and having meals together, and it all sounds 
so pleasant and simple and calm.  In fact, it sounds like maybe the way we ought to be – 
sharing and having “all things in common.” 

However, also on our trip, we had dinner with a friend that grew up in the Amish way of life and 
when her family decided to leave, they were shunned.  And shunning cannot be pleasant for 
anyone, and that practice certainly doesn’t seem healthy or good or representative of Christ or 
his followers. 

I began thinking about all of this and how life is so very different in the big cities.  Everything 
belongs to individuals, we have fences to shut out neighbors and noise, and we park inside our 
garages, and perhaps may never even be seen by our neighbors.  We work hard at our 
individual jobs and earn our wages, and we are taught to tolerate and accept everything that 
comes across our path, and nothing and no one is shunned.  Some of this way of life is really 
nice as well, and we’ve come a long way and made progress, and we like our lives as they are. 

However, it seems that we are a race that has to have either or, and we cannot meet 
somewhere in the middle.  I find that many times we even place this thought pattern on God and 
our ways of representing Him.  Here’s what I mean: 

In the New Testament we do read about how the people shared meals from house to house and 
had all things in common.  But what can happen if we take that to an extreme is that we then 
become very insular and shut others out.  And that wasn’t the purpose or the outcome intended 
for a people of community.   

There are other verses in the bible that talk of going out and calling others in off the streets, 
eating in homes of sinners, befriending and love our neighbors as ourselves.    Again, what can 
happen is that we become so “open” that we have no boundaries for those in our homes, and 
even for our children.  We can, if we’re not careful, become judgmental and haughty because 
we’re so free and we’ve realized what it means to reach out, that we shun those so-called 
Christians who haven’t “arrived” like we have. 

This is all a result of only reading the Bible in parts and pieces.  It’s a big YES that we should 
have community and gather and have meals with others, and share what we have among 
ourselves.  But it’s a big NO that we then block out the stranger or shun one of our own.  And 
it’s a big YES that we are to love every single person regardless of color, race or religion.  But 
it’s a huge NO that we then to develop attitudes that are not Christlike or take on the practices of 
the world like lying, cheating and stealing. 

I’m not sure where we ever got the idea that somewhere in the middle of the openness and the 
closeness might not be the place to be.  There will forever be this tension between those that 



gather and close themselves in and those that leave their yards open with tables for all.  And 
that tension, those looks of shame, and that judgment that arises on both sides of the fences or 
the open yards is not pleasant.  It’s not appealing.  And it’s not a way to live that represents our 
God. 

Visiting that Amish community was so peaceful and I wondered what it would be like to live such 
a simple life of gardening and sharing.  But there is certainly unrest and people break away 
when they’re made to obey and perform, and the heart is of love is not present.  Visiting the big 
city, like New York, is also appealing to me with its busyness and big lights and shows and 
people, such fanfare and fun!  But it’s expensive, it comes with its dangers, I wouldn’t be able to 
keep up – I’m sure! 

If we read the book of Ecclesiastes, we realize that the writer of those words also struggled with 
the enjoyment of life and the work that life required.  And I don’t know why there can’t be beauty 
in the struggle.  There can be family gatherings that are intimate and sweet, and then there can 
always be a chair open for the stranger too, one who’s invited in to feast with us.  It can totally 
be both, while we live and work and play and eat…and wait for the huge gathering of all who 
know Him. 

After all, that’s the purpose in the gatherings and the joy and the work and the play, of each and 
every day…to eventually wind up at the same table with every person far and wide. 
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Unearthly Thing - “Who Rescued Who?” – by Angela Dolbear 

My precious 7-year old Chocolate Labrador, Abby, adores other dogs. She barks greetings, and 
wags her entire body when another dog walks by the black chain-link fence in front of our home. 

She always seemed lonely whenever there wasn’t another pup around. So, I began to pray 
asking God for another dog.  

Periodically, I would remind myself that God would bring the perfect dog to our household. One 
that gets along well with our Abby, and also with our 10-year old black cat, Maddy. And that the 
new dog would be docile, and quiet, so I could continue to spend time writing uninterrupted by 
puppy antics.  

This seemed like a tall order. And it was a very important decision, and I learned long ago to put 
all important decisions in God’s hands. So I prayed confidently that He would do it. 

And He did.  

Scrolling through social media one day, on a post from a good neighbor—a saintly person who 
regularly rescue dogs—was a super sweet-looking pup, with over-sized ears and sparkly eyes. 
And a big smile. 

I stopped scrolling and stared at the sweet doggy face for a few moments. I started to feel that 
familiar gentle tapping on my spiritual shoulder, along with a soft, “That’s her.” 

I messaged my neighbor, and she brought the pup over so we could meet her. She seemed to 
fit right in our home, getting along like a long lost family member with me and my animal pals. 

We started the adoption process to be the forever home for her. 

“Who rescued who?” I saw this question on a site about adopting animals. Not that I needed 
rescuing—God has got me, every second of every day, that’s for sure. But adopting a puppy 
brought up some deep down stuff that I needed help getting out from under. I did need rescuing 
from some bad habits. 

Our new pup is an Australian Cattle Dog, also known as a Blue Heeler. How cool! Not that we 
have cattle that need herding, but I remember seeing this breed of dogs on the various vet 
shows my husband Tim and I love to watch on Disney+, and remembering how cool we thought 
the dogs were. 

We named her Sally, after “Sally” from Nightmare before Christmas, because of her patchwork 
coloring, and because that movie means a lot to me (please see my June 2020 article in 
THYME, “Judging Doesn’t Go with My Outfit,” to learn why). 

Since I knew nothing about this breed of dogs, I turned to the internet to begin my research to 
learn more about my new pup. 

In my daily chore of walking the grounds of my yard, filling my industrial-size shovel with their 
processed dog food, I take this time to pray and generally, have a conversation with God, about 
all kinds of things. 

Many years ago during my Doody Duty, God asked me if I would write a novel (something I had 
not done before). Of course I said yes! By the end of picking up after my dogs, God had given 
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me the premise, main characters, and title of the book, which would become my first novel, The 
Garden Key. 

On a more recent day’s trip around our property, I reflected on the aspects of Sally’s breed. 
Dogtime.com talked about how Australian Cattle dogs are extremely loyal to their family.  

“That is like you,” God said in my spirit. It’s true. I am a fiercely loyal person. And loyalty is 
important to me. I was glad to have Sally on the same page with me, as far as loyalty is 
concerned. 

When someone is disloyal to me I back away from that person, pushing them away from my 
heart, because they have hurt me deeply. It takes a long time for me trust that person again, 
and rebuild the respect I had for them. Something else Sally and I have in common. 

I also read on Dogtime.com, that Australian Cattle dogs are attached and loyal to one person. 
And it takes a long time for them to build trust and confidence in others. 

“That is like you,” God said to me again. “And you need not be like that.”  

He showed me that I need to be quicker to forgive, and to forgive without residual mindsets. 
Even if I try to persuade myself that it’s to protect myself, I need to hold nothing back and 
forgive. 

Just like God does with me. 

I didn’t realize I did this. I needed this lesson. 

I thought I needed a quiet, low key dog, who will just sit by my side while I write. I thought a 
super-active herding dog with ancestral roots in the wild Australian Dingo, was not right for me. 
But I was wrong. 

Turns out Sally and I both love snuggling into pillows and blankets, on the couch, or on a bed. 
We both also love long hugs and kisses. And we are loyal to those who love us. 

I’m so grateful we could give this sweet pup a fur-ever home. Abby loves playing with her little 
pup-sister, and she is never lonely with her new pack-mate around. I wish I knew Sally’s story, if 
she was treated well in the previous 10 months of her young life. But for the rest of her days we 
write a new story together. Which will be filled with treats, snuggles, and love. 

Sally is perfect for me. And God knew it.  

So, I praise Him for His wisdom, and love. Amen and amen! 

Angela Dolbear is the author of contemporary Christian novels, such as THE GARDEN KEY Series, and THE 
TORMENTOR’S TALE, as well as many short stories, which are available in paperback, Kindle and audiobook 
formats on Amazon. Angela writes real, relevant, relatable, and reverent fiction, with an aim toward spreading the 
gospel of Jesus Christ, while hopefully inspiring readers to laugh and/or cry. She loves reading, writing prose, as well 
as writing and recording music with her husband Tim in their studio in Nashville, Tennessee. Please drop by and 
sign-up for news and to read new stories and hear new original music 
at http://www.angeladolbear.com/subscribe.htm. Blessings to you! 
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FRESH THYME – What a Picture – by Marcy Lytle 

Getting on the plane on time, changing planes and making a quick connection, and arriving at 
our destination with everything we need, and then getting the rental car, or returning home, is 
really quite a feat when you think about it!  Every time we travel and then return home, I marvel 
at the miles traveled, and how we made it from point A to point B on time, and I give thanks.  
Every time. 

This recent vacation was no exception.  And there was something else I noticed on this 
vacation, something that warmed my heart and made me feel so good.  Something that spoke 
to me of peace and provision. Something worth sharing… 

Because it was a fairly long trip, we packed two huge suitcases.  And because we bought 
souvenirs and gifts, we had two extra carry-on bags, plus our individual backpacks.  In other 
words, we were loaded.  When we flew home, we were both tired, and we had a connecting 
flight with only 30 minutes to change planes.  When we arrived back in Austin, we were happy 
to see that our luggage arrived (because it was delayed when we were going!). 

Here’s the picture: 

When we were making that connecting flight we had to hurry, carrying our heaving backpacks 
and two carry-ons (and no, they didn’t have wheels – note to self – buy ones with wheels).  My 
husband was ahead moving at a faster speed than I, but he kept looking back and saying, “You 
okay?” as I hurried behind him, following him as he weaved through the crowd.   

When we arrived home; however, is when that peaceful stretch of time hit me, as we got our 
large bags and started the walk outside the airport toward the bus, to ride to the parking lot: 

I was tired. 

He was faster. 

He was stronger. 

I started wheeling my large bag with the smaller one perched on top, following behind him as we 
made our way down the long sidewalk to try and catch the next bus – which we could barely 
see.  It was super late at night and we were both tired.  I tried to stay at his pace, but it was hard 
and my back was a bit sore.  He turned around and kept checking on me, and finally came and 
said, “Let me take your bags.”  He then proceeded to wheel both of our large bags and carry-
ons, and his backpack, down the sidewalk ahead of me.  All I had to do was follow. 

His eyes never left me.  He knew where to go.  He made sure I was always behind him. 

And guess what?  We made it. 

I was smiling big inside my beating heart as we climbed the steps and took our seats, just as the 
bus was ready to pull out.  I felt so loved by this man that too was tired, but this man that loved 
me enough to make sure I was behind him at all times.  He recognized that I was tired, and he 



just took my bags from me without chiding, hurrying me up, or sighing at my slow pace.  I 
appreciated his kindness and I felt so light, as I stepped onto the bus behind him and we took 
our seats. 

He then took my hand and held it tight.  We were happy to be back safely, after storms that 
delayed the flights, a complete rerouting of the flight path, and we even arrived earlier than 
originally scheduled.  We both looked into each other’s eyes and gave thanks for all the fun, the 
safety, the health, the food, the sights, the sheer joy of the journey we’d made together. 

I just recently read about the rod and the staff of the Shepherd in Psalm 23.  The rod of a 
shepherd is used to count sheep, to make sure not one is missing, as he taps them on the 
head.  I was thankful that my husband was a picture of the Good Shepherd that late evening.  If 
I had fallen down or gotten lost in the crowd, he would have seen me and come to rescue me.  
But I had fallen behind, so he came and carried my load. 

There’s great peace in knowing the One we’re following never leads us too fast, knows where 
we’re headed and the best route to take, and will lighten our load any time it becomes too heavy 
for us to carry. 

Isn’t that a great picture?  I thought it was…  



FRESH THYME – In God We Trust 

Trust has been a big issue in our world over the past couple of years.  We hear “Trust the 
science.”  Yet everyone argues over which science to trust, what person to listen to, and which 
article to read.  We also find ourselves divided into camps of those that trust certain news 
stations, or certain leaders, and others that despise those same sources.  And then there are 
some (and I perhaps fall into that category) that believe nothing they hear, very little they read, 
and just breathe one day at a time. 

But seriously, trust is a big issue.  Kids don’t trust their parents any more, often because they’ve 
been neglected or abandoned…so why should they?  So many movies today have parents that 
are stupid, teens that are confused, and young adults finding their own way in the world without 
parameters or boundaries, because there’s no one and nothing to trust! 

Like I said, trust is a big issue.  We are even a generation that has no trust left in the Church, 
and that translates to no trust in God.  And who is God, anyway?  He certainly doesn’t seem to 
be around while all of these disasters are happening and people are dying.  The Church itself 
has proven to be untrustworthy due to fallen leaders, fights and splits among members, and 
judgments railed at those “out there” that don’t look like those “inside.” 

I was looking at a $10 bill in my purse today.  I’ve hardly been carrying any cash these days, but 
we needed some on vacation, so I had a few bills when we got home.  It still says this on the 
back “In God We Trust.” Do our kids even know that it’s there and what it means? 

Trust must be a big issue, if it’s on the back of our bills! 

So what does it mean to trust in God, in a world where people are not trustworthy, our only little 
kingdoms have crumbled, words and promises have been unfulfilled, and vows and love change 
like the seasons? 

1. It means to not lean on our own understanding (Proverbs 3:5) 
2. It means knowing the character of God (Psalm 9:10)  
3. It means not trusting in our own strength (Psalm 20:7) 
4. It means delighting while we wait for help (Psalm 22:8) 
5. It means speaking to our heart and telling it to trust (Psalm 25:1) 
6. It means rejoicing in his holy name (Psalm 33:21) 
7. It means laying aside fear (Psalm 56:3) 
8. It means making the better choice (Psalm 118:8) 
9. It means having a steadfast mind (Isaiah 26:3) 
10. It means believing in His word (Revelation 22:6) 

I confess that I have been guilty of placing my trust in others, in things, in my own 
understanding, and always have come away disappointed and confused.  And I’ve even placed 
my trust in God and felt the same way.  However, each time that happened I lost sight of who 
God is, and chosen to believe the whispers in my ears that He doesn’t care, He isn’t aware, and 
He’s not listening.  It takes discipline and it’s a choice to place our trust in God, daily.   



That $10 bill will be in my bag today and be spent tomorrow, and I’ll have to go to the bank to 
get more cash.  And I hope I don’t need to read the back of a bill to be reminded of where I’ve 
misplaced my trust once again. 

“In God we Trust” – it’s a big deal – and it’s a deal breaker if we don’t. 



FRESH THYME - Silent Killers 

There are seasons or experiences in life that I guess I’d call Silent Killers, because we go 
through them in silence and we feel like a part of us is slowly dying in the process.  I think there 
might be two reasons for this silence and this dying, and one is that we feel we are alone in our 
thoughts and what we’re going through.  Therefore, we stay silent and don’t share with others.  
The second reason is that we did dare to share and someone commented with words that hurt, 
so we then became silent.  Can you relate? 

I decided that I would share the “silent killers” I’ve experienced in life so that you can be 
encouraged, if you’ve been through the same, or if you haven’t – you can apply or nod or give a 
thumbs up – because you’ve had the same feelings or thoughts!  So here we go… 

Family disappointments – We teased with some friends this past weekend about how we all 
thought our families were “normal” as children, but now as adults – we realize we all had 
skeletons that have emerged out of the closets!  Our family attended church regularly, Dad was 
the pastor, and we were this no-drama family that lived our lives without incident.  However, as 
we kids grew up and divorced happened to one, loss of a home to another, and the third moved 
far away, attitudes and actions emerged among all of us that sent us into dungeons of our own.  
I felt like I had disappointed my parents when we suffered a great loss, and for years that loss 
and that shame silently played a deathly number that hurt my ears and my heart. 

Children leaving – I recall when my children grew up and left the home and got married, with 
lives of their own, my mother’s heart ached and hurt badly.  I began to be careful with whom I 
shared those feelings; however, because some said they were glad when their children left.  
Others made comments about my kids and how they’d lived at home during college, so that’s 
why it was harder.  And still others just didn’t share my feelings, so I began to take a silent 
stance on sharing how I felt.   I’ve done this repeatedly over other things with my children, afraid 
to ask for prayer or share my feelings, because of the fear of being judged. 

Menopause – Wow, this is a biggie for women.  In fact, any woman-related issue can be a silent 
killer.  When I hit menopause symptoms at the ripe young age of 40, I was taken aback and 
thought surely it couldn’t be.  And when I had started having all sorts of odd emotions and body 
reactions (I didn’t want anyone to touch me – and I lost a lot of hair!) I panicked.  I even went to 
the library and found a book on the long list of menopausal symptoms and asked my husband to 
read it with me.  I felt so alone, and wasn’t comfortable telling others about my odd thoughts and 
feelings.  And I felt even distant from my husband because he didn’t “have to suffer” like I was 
suffering, because he was a male.  Silently, I slipped into a bit of depressing moments here and 
there, and it was not fun, one bit! 

Loss and Starting Over – As I mentioned above, we lost a home and all that happened over the 
next several years was hard on my ego, because my friends were moving on up, while we were 
moving on down…  I began to compare our situation with those of my friends, and I felt 
ashamed and jealous of them at the same time.  I also began a silent journey into a pit of being 
disappointed in God for not answering our prayers for provision and not blessing us when we 
had been so “faithful” to give.  I had such boxed in views of God!  It was a hard time, and I 



certainly felt like I experienced death a few times over.  Death to self, things, pride, and all 
things that were pretty ugly, as a matter of fact.  It was a silent killer of about a decade or more 
before I began to see that He was with us, set us in a better place, matured us into 
compassionate people, and lots of other good things.  But that experience was a killer, of sorts, 
and I can now say a life-giver time as well! 

I could list lots more seasons and experiences of silent killers.  Staying silent for a while or at 
certain times is healthy.  But remaining silent and never asking for help or prayer can be totally 
unhealthy.  When something dies inside of us, it can be a good thing as well.  But others times, 
things die that need to be resurrected. 

So what should be done if we are in a season of one of these silent killers?  I’ve honestly found 
the best thing to do is stay in the Word so that I can read about his character and his goodness 
(because the killer lie is that He’s not a good God), and to pour out my heart in tears and angst 
to the One who really hears.  I have to often accompany that with visualizing myself laying down 
my burdens at his feet.  And the final action is to leave these heavy things there, as I trust Him 
to lead me, care for me, cover me, and feed me, until I’m well and whole again. 

Don’t let silent killers keep you in the dark.  Don’t let others and their words cut you to the bone.  
And by all means, don’t carry these killers with you throughout your life until all light that once 
shined within you is put out for good.  The One that conquered death on the cross and offered 
us eternal life also conquered the death experiences that we encounter each day and offers us 
a hand up, to emerge a better person, full of joy and hope.   

 

 



FRESH THYME - You Don’t Say… 

I’ve said things and had things said to me that were not helpful at all, in times of need.  We all 
mean well, and our friends are only trying to help, but you know what I’m talking about.  We’re 
mourning and someone tries to comfort us, but it only makes us feel worse.  Or maybe we’ve 
been the one to pat someone on the shoulder to offer advice, when only a listening ear would 
have been better.  I thought of several things I’ve either said or had said to me, that probably 
weren’t the best…so I thought I’d list them.  See what you think.  Leave a comment and share 
your own after you read… 

“At least you had them for a long time” – said to me when my mom passed. She was old, so I 
suppose this person thought this was a comforting thought.  It was, later, but not the week that 
she passed.  Timing is everything, when we choose to say. 

“That’s the dumbest thing you’ve ever said” – me to my husband when I’ve disagreed with 
something he’s spoken.  First of all, I’m belittling him.  And second of all, I’m judging his 
character and not even taking time to listen or understand why he said it.  Not cool… 

“Maybe you deserved it” – the sentiment passed on to Job in the middle of his suffering.  
Providing an assessment of someone else’s plight when we have no idea what is going on, is 
never helpful or beneficial. 

“You look like you’ve gained a little weight” – said to me a few months after the birth of my 
second child.  This is never a comment to be made to anyone at any time, at any place.  I was 
so bothered by the comment that I hated myself for days… 

“Have you tried reading scripture?”  - While this is a great thing to do in the middle of any 
circumstance, most of the time it’s said to someone that knows the scripture.  Our simple 
question implies that they’ve forgotten about it, which is just silly.  Probably better left unsaid, 
and a silent prayer might be a better response. 

“Just pretend it never happened” – said by a mom to her daughter who was abused, hoping the 
matter would be swept under the rug.  Only it wasn’t, and it never is, and pretense is not helpful.  
Confession and acceptance and healing, without judgment, is. 

“You just don’t have enough faith” – said to me when my son had an ear infection for the third 
time, and was about to have tube inserted in surgery.  That comment made me feel two inches 
high, and I avoided that woman from then on.   

“Did you have cancer?” – Yes, in my young years I said that to a young woman at a register in a 
store, to which she replied, “I didn’t have cancer.”  Her hair was super thin and I assumed, and I 
spoke, and I learned my lesson.  And I’m ashamed to admit that I did this! 

“God’s punishing you” – said to me when we got sick with the flu one year, and this person felt 
because we had a pumpkin in our house, evil was invited in.  This phrase didn’t land on me at 
all, because I knew it was absurd.  Thank you, God. 



I’m sure you can think of lots of phrases that either broke you or made you, or times you wish 
you could take back what just slid between your own lips.  I’ve found that it helps to stop and 
think before I speak, and very often I hear a little voice that whispers, “You don’t say…” and I 
hope I have the willpower to zip my lips shut. 
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