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PS.
NONE OF THE HUMANS PHOTOGRAPHED IN THIS MAGAZINE HAVE BEEN RETOUCHED, 
EDITED, OR PHOTOSHOPPED. THEY ARE NOT MODELS, THEY ARE OUR FRIENDS. THEY 

ARE REAL AND RAW, JUST LIKE YOU. 

     Since our editorial staff picked this theme of courage it has been a constant hum in 
the back of my heart.  Courage has become the melody of this chapter of our lives. 

     It takes courage to speak up; to think differently. It takes courage to dream; to 
admit your shortcomings. Courage accompanies the plot twist of the greatest stories. 
Courage demands a pronouncement of differences. It demands us to abhor what is evil 
but asks us to cling to good.

     It takes courage to trust God. It takes courage to trust your talents. And it took a 
divine courage to conquer death.

     Maybe you’re like me and you’ve never considered yourself a courageous person. 
But you also never saw yourself as fearful. Then something happened and you learned 
to fear. And that fear has taken you out again and again and again ... and again. Now, 
we’ve found ourselves in a new place, a new age, a new job, a new transition, and 
we’re scared to be our whole selves. 

     Scared to pursue your “David” things, your “Katey” things, your “Becca” things, 
your “Julia” things, your “Jess” things ... Scared to be different. Scared to step 
away from normalcy. Scared to jump all the way in. But our wise brother C.S. Lewis 
wrote in the Screwtape Letters, “Only until they are wholly His will they ever truly be 
themselves.”

     Courage runs deep in this issue. On our end, it took courage to want to cover 
some of these topics or approach our writers. It took courage to imagine our families, 
churches, and elders reading about these issues that they sometimes shy away from 
talking about.

     On our contributing writers’ ends, it took so much courage to shine a light on their 
deepest wounds and to write with such conviction. From our artists, courage has been 
their anthem to pursue what their hands were made to do. From our editors, it takes 
courage to push these writers they barely know to pursue their best writing.  From our 
Kindred leaders, it takes a heavenly courage to see this publication as something that 
is WORTH investing our time, talents, and hearts into, even if the only return is ONE 
person being set up for a win with Jesus.

     And for our readers, we ask you to dig down deep, find some courage, and 
encourage the people around you. We can hunt and gather these wonderful artists and 
writers that produce such uplifting pieces, but only you can let that activate your world. 
Let Christ’s light in you, spread little by little till — your family, your community, your 
church, your friend family, your minority, your support group, your chemo team, your 
local refugees, your professors, your coworkers, your ministry — till His light spreads to 
become a roaring flame in each of the areas in your life.

     Encouragement sparks life. 
     Till next time, Keep seeking the courage to encourage, Kindreds.
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as you walked closer to me I felt

part of my soul returning home;

a reminder I

will not be lost forever in the universe—

the tide returns to the shore,

the rose to its root.

Twilight

returns to the night.

Where I am known

with you.

Kindred and returned

back to my self

with more love than I have

on my own.

poem by Lily Greenstone + PHOTO BY DIRK DALLAS 
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There’s no such thing as courage if 
there’s no such thing as fear. 

     That’s the wonderful, terrible tension that we get
to wake up to every single day. We’re given the choice 
between courage and fear, and unfortunately, there
will never be a third option while we’re alive. And this
isn’t a new development or something us millennials 
bestowed upon ourselves! It’s not just a part of my
North American culture, some aspect of privilege, or a 
symptom of wanting to be a world-saver by reading too 
many young-adult dystopian fiction books (uh, though I
do read a lot of those.) Courage and fear have always 
been at war. They have always existed. It’s always been
the difference between survival and extinction, oppression 
or revolution, begging to be homeschooled or showing up 
for math class. No shade on homeschoolers though; I love 
you all deeply.

     It’s the unscuffable double-sided coin of being a living 
human. Every single day that you wake up, you’re forced 
to face your fears. You’re given the option to either create 
or … hide. And I’m not talking about your greatest fears, 
like drowning, or snakes, or maybe complete anonymity 
(mine), but the whispering ones. The fears that go for the 
long-con and try to erode everything you hope for on a 
daily decline rather than just sweeping the rug out from 
under you all at once. They’re the fears that might keep 
your bedroom door closed for days, that keep your cursor 
blinking, unmoving.
   
     I think the most treacherous fears aim to hurt the soul, 
not the body.

     Fear can often immobilize, or at least have us running 
away from the direction we ought to be going — both are 
aspects of that survival instinct. But looking at this in our 
context, I’d say that fear works to keep us from creating a 
good, flourishing life out of every breath we get. Dwelling 
on fear wastes our best resource: time.

     I know there are some weeks (or months), where I 
can feel the crushing, terrifying weight of everything 
I haven’t done, every life I haven’t lived, everyone I’m 
disappointing. The college loans, the texts, and emails 

that have met only silence from me, the frustrating feeling 
of living one-step-forward-two-steps-back. But let’s get 
real here. It’s not only my job to hit deadlines, create good 
content, and deliver my ‘art’ to my clients… it’s also my 
lifeline.

     I HAVE to create; we all have to! I don’t care if it’s visual 
art, writing, starting a business, making a baby, a social 
movement, or dinner! Everything about ‘a good life’ is 
built only because we’re pouring it out like clay, always 
shaping, always carving. 

      I work hard as a freelancer and try to “over-deliver” as 
the workin’ people call it. I schedule out all my freelance 
hours, flex on my clients, but that means I’m making risky 
moves. And making moves means I’m allowing myself 
and my craft to be vulnerable to failure! And, oh boy, do 
I fail! That’s when fear likes to take over as DJ and try to 
whisper in my ear. It tells me that, sure, I can try to fake it 
until I make it, but I’ll never actually make it. The fear of 
embarrassment and failure when we’re creating things that 
REALLY matter to us can be utterly crippling. 

    We are terrified to create something that the world 
won’t like. We’re scared to create because of the risk. 
We’re worried that we’ll lose our money, our time, our 
lives, wasting this one life because we followed the wrong 
path. It’s nearly impossible to create from under the weight 
of fear if there isn’t a movement into courage.  

     What keeps us awake (read: woke)? I think its hope. 
Hope that we’re actually going to make it. Hope that 
the money comes in, that we can actually climb our own 
particular ladder of success, that we will find requited 
love, that people will want to buy what we sell, that our 
voices will carry, that what we make with our lives will be 
important to someone! And hope requires courage, and 
courage requires action. Sheesh, it IS action.

     Are you ready for me to share a little bit of magic
with you?

     Fear is good. Fear is the fire that is burning down 
your village. It is the bear taunting you. It is the train 
hurtling toward you, the force that pushes you into a place 
between survival and demise and says “Make your move.” 
You get to decide if you’re going to Harry-Potter this shiz 
and be the boy who lives! Again and again!

Your courage is your magic. 

     It is your built-in survival reflex to leap over the 
obstacles that say, “Don’t do it, stop! It’s scary! They 
already hate you!” People will try to take it from you, the 
unknown will try to haunt you, and maybe memories of 
failure from your past will attempt to tie your feet to the 
floor. But your ability to overcome is always there, waiting 
to win for you.
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a letter to the fearful creative
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Sincerely,
     Brooklyn

“MAKE MORE ROOM 

FOR YOUR ART”

     The bad days will come and bring their lack of 
inspiration, their writer’s block, their social anxiety and 
mental unrest, their tired bodies, their loneliness. But 
these days aren’t a lifetime and certainly not your life’s 
work. Your great work is waiting for you, and it’s time to 
be courageous enough to keep creating it.

     Pushing through the fear, finding that courage, 
becomes a lot easier when you say, “I’m going to do my 
art no matter what.” Learn who you want to be, practice 
it, and as your insecurities wither, you make more room 
for your art no matter what it is.

     When you know who you are and what you want 
without any apology, fear’s attempt to disrupt your flow 
will be like a fluffy little feather trying to float near a giant 
star. *fire emoji*

SO, PUSH THROUGH. 

     Get some really good coffee brewing, get the softest 
rug ever to put your feet on first thing in the morning, 
silence your news apps for at least a little while, and 
begin. This might be a big statement, but I just had 
buffalo mac and I’m feeling powerful: the world needs 
your life’s magical, courageous work and you’re the only 
one that can finish it. 

     Stop, you’re thinking, “ew, I’m not that special,” and 
I’m here telling you that, yeah, you’re just one person, 
but you’re alive. Isn’t that crazy? You’re alive, right now, 
and that’s incredible. So, yes, you’re one star in this big 
brilliant galaxy, just one person, but history has taught me 
that one person is sometimes all we need. 
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BY LAUREN KOSKI 
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The drive to Oklahoma City was weird. The cover of a 
giant, June thunderstorm followed Sam and me across the 
plains. Cars spun out ahead of us; our phones rang with 
texts from friends informing us the Texas Panhandle was 
flooding. My car hit a yellow bird on Interstate-40 causing 
the left headlight to shatter, and we stopped at a tired, 
middle-of-nowhere-Route-66 store for the toilet.

“You have to buy something!” the store owner screeched 
as I ran to the bathroom. I swear her eye twitched.

After browsing through dust-layered Route 66 souvenirs, 
and canned, mystery jams and jellies, Sam settled on 
a  Big Red soda, which we later discovered had expired  
years ago.

It was as if this day was supposed to be unforgettable 
because Sam and I were headed to Oklahoma to slice 
open our skin and pour our God-given identity deep into 
the wounds.

But Sam didn’t get the tattoo like she planned.

“It’s sometimes hard to believe I’m deserving of those 
words,” she said quietly as we headed out of the city.

Blessed. Chosen. Adopted. Redeemed. FoRgiven.

Those five words burned my skin where a Yelped tattoo 
artist cut them down my spine. A reminder for myself to 
believe what God says about me.

Six months after the trip to OKC, I finally replaced my 
shattered headlight.

Seven months later, the five words on my back had faded 
differently, embracing the ombré style.

Eight months later, I’m no longer living in Texas, and my 
grasp on these five words is loosening.

My false identity had been crushed like the body of that 
little, yellow bird. But for some reason, I still see the weight 
of these words as difficult to carry. It means I cannot return 
to who I was before God interrupted my identity crisis. 

Don’t you dare go back. I grit my teeth. 

I’ve forgotten these are my new names; I’ve returned to 
the darkness, forgetting I am blessed, chosen, adopted …

These words are pulled from the first chapter of Paul’s 
letter to the church in Ephesus: blessed with every spiritual 
blessing, chosen by Christ, adopted as God’s child, 
redeemed by His son, and forgiven of our sins because of 
His lavish grace. 

Rain began falling from the Oklahoma sky.

“It’s sometimes hard to believe I’m deserving of those 
names. You know how we all joke that I’m gay? Well, it’s 
not a joke,” Sam said, pressing pause on every organ in 
my body. 

Sam and I were in the same community group from 
church. If we believed the lies about our value or worth, 
our leader, Ramona, would put us in our place.

“No, you are blessed, chosen, adopted, redeemed, and 
forgiven,” she’d say.

Sam and I sat for a moment without speaking, without 
moving, sitting in traffic and transparency.

“Sam,” I finally said. “God still calls you these names 
whether it’s tattooed on you or not.”

How humbling, Father, that you would send me such an 
honest friend.

Kindred, we are not deserving; maybe I got this tattoo 
because I thought I was deserving.

These five words are past-tense verbs; they are what God 
has done. When we are renamed by Him, it cannot be 
taken away. It doesn’t depend on us.

Because we will fail in the attempt to identify ourselves.

Oh, sweet Kindred, accept these names from your Father. 
Begin with the courage to face your own brokenness. 

We’re all cracking under the weight of heaven and earth 
and hell. The sins of others pain us; the sins we commit 
are splitting canyons into us. But through His strength we 
receive courage; with this courage our maimed identities 
fall away in enormous chunks, revealing Whose we are.

Jesus Christ was broken first, so our own brokenness 
could be so, so beautiful. He pours Himself into those 
ragged spaces, like ink into soft skin. 
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W H y 
J E S U S ?
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“We found a 
bunch of Bibles 
and gospel tracts. 
We burned them 
all, but I kept one 
New Testament for 
myself. “

BY BILAL BHAT 

     I was born in Kashmir, India, where I was raised 
as a Muslim by my parents. My father was the 
Islamic priest in our village for 15 years before he 
passed away at the early age of 35. When my dad 
passed away, I was only 14 years old. At that point, 
I was chosen as the new priest because I held the 
most knowledge about the Quran. 

     I led my village for six years. During this time, 
a friend and I walked to high school together 
regularly. One day, he suddenly stopped and told 
me, “God loves you and has a plan for your life.
He sent Jesus to die for our sins.” I couldn’t believe 
what I was hearing. I explained to him that I was
the only righteous person in the world and that I 
didn’t need Jesus. I had accomplished so much
for Allah already. 

     We fought and debated about this for over 
a year. Eventually, I stopped talking to my 
friend because I was afraid that if people knew 
I was meeting with a Christian, I would lose my 
reputation. One day, I found out that my friend was 
leaving town, so I got some people together and 
raided his house. We found a bunch of Bibles and 
gospel tracts. We burned them all, but I kept one 
New Testament for myself. 

     Initially, I was just reading this “corrupted book” 
to gather information against it. I read the Bible 
for the next five years. At one point, I came across 
this verse, “There is no one righteous, not even 
one” (Romans 3:10). This troubled me greatly. 
People in my community respected me as a godly 
man who knew the Quran, but portions of the New 
Testament made me feel guilty. 

     I clearly remember a particular day when I was 
praying in our village mosque. The guilt in my heart 
was unbearable. I knew I was cheating myself, my 
community, and God. That was the last time I was 
in a mosque. Scriptures like Ephesians 2:8-9 kept 
coming to mind and filling me with hope. 

     “For it is by grace you have been saved, 
through faith - and this is not from 
yourselves, it is the gift of God - not by 
works, so that no one can boast.”

      Finally, on March 23, 2007, I found myself on 
my knees asking Jesus to forgive me of my sins and 
become the leader of my life.

      When I began comparing Jesus and 
Mohammed, I realized that there is no assurance 
of salvation in Islam. Mohammed told his followers 
that he didn’t know where he was going and that he 
didn’t know where they would go either. 

     Jesus was different. He made it clear why he 
came to earth and what He desires for us. When 
Jesus spoke to his closest friends, He even told 
them that He would go and prepare a place for 
them in Heaven and come back for them. That’s 
what I wanted.

     When I was a Muslim, I did everything out of 
fear. Jesus’ love brought me freedom and continues 
to bring me freedom from my unrighteousness to 
this day. Instead of doing things out of obligation or 
culture, I am free to love Christ and share that love 
with others because He first loved me.
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     Imagine your home being bombed, your brother 
being thrown into prison for not siding with the local 
regime, and having to be displaced around the world due 
to war ravaging your home country. Our Syrian friends 
in Southern California have experienced these very life 
events and their lives have been forever changed.  

     In February of last year, a prominent community 
member approached the Grove Community Church. 
She shared with us her desire to, essentially, adopt a 
Syrian refugee family she had fallen in love with. She 
had spent many hours working alongside them in the 
refugee paperwork.  A patriarch with two sons and a 
daughter, along with their spouses and children make 
up this large, displaced, refugee family.  While other 
members of their family were relocated to parts of the 
Middle East and North Africa, this particular part of the 
family arrived in California on a medical refugee status. 
One of the daughters has Multiple Sclerosis that has been 
compounded due to three years of inadequate medical 
care as they moved from refugee camp to refugee camp. 
They hope to receive proper medical treatment here in 
America in order to gain back the mobility in her body.

     We first met in the patriarch’s home. We brought 
treats and welcomes and hopes of building a relationship. 
Although there was little-shared language, we were 
welcomed in with open arms.  After some small talk in 
the living room, I snuck into the kitchen to assist one of 
the daughter-in-laws with preparing tea and snacks for 
the guests. In their culture, it is the woman’s obligation to 
serve the family and the guests with joy and love and I was 
able to witness that up close. We began a conversation 
of our own centered on her desire to see her children 
thrive in their new culture. We also talked about her heart’s 
longing to be reunited with her family in other countries 
around the world. By entering into her space with humility, 
the cultural and language barriers started to break down. 
We reconvened with the family in the living room to join 
in on their conversation. We expressed our desire to help 
them navigate life in the United States. We would host 
get-togethers once a week at the community center to 
teach English and to help with cultural acquisition.

     The entire family is highly educated and, back in their 
homeland, ran a successful wood carving and painting 
business. The stress of finding work in the United 
States showed in the tired eyes of the sons who wanted 
desperately to provide for their families. Having been 
respected, skilled professionals in their community back 

in Syria to becoming foreigners in a new land with little 
job prospects, their hearts were heavy. Yet still, they 
persevered every day to find any work they could.
     
     They agreed to come to the community center and 
over time, basic sentences turned into small conversations 
as we found common ground with the women and as 
our husbands grew friendships with the men. We offered 
activities for their children put on by teachers from the 
local school district and the homeschool network. It 
became a joy to sit together as a family and learn about 
English while drinking tea and enjoying each other’s 
company every Tuesday.  As time progressed, our 
friendship progressed as well. We started to spend two or 
three nights together a week in fellowship, praising their 
children’s accomplishments at school, and participating in 
each other’s traditions.  

     One night, as we were sitting around sharing pictures of 
our families, the oldest son shared the entire story of how 
the family came to the United States. Their neighborhood 
was bombed and war broke out in their country forcing 
them to seek refuge in a safer location for the sake of their 
family.  As his wife struggled with a debilitating illness, 
they were selected to come to the United States after first 
being relocated to two other countries. The family was 
divided. Some were not fortunate enough to be chosen 
for refugee status in the United States. Through all of this, 
they have remained fixed on the hope of a safe haven for 
their family and increased opportunity for health care.

     As a country, we have remained divided over the 
issue of receiving refugees from other countries. It’s been 
questioned, debated, argued, and marched for and it 
doesn’t seem to be getting any clearer. How can we rise 
above this to love our neighbors and receive foreigners to 
our land? I won’t pretend to have the solution, but I don’t 
believe it is an issue of allowing or not allowing those who 
seek refuge in. The issue is this: How can we serve those 
who have arrived and are desperate for meaningful, life-
giving relationships? For some, it may mean volunteering 
by teaching English courses or driving refugees to the 
grocery store. Others may decide to invest in a long-term 
relationship that seeks to build community while also 
having a Gospel impact. The only option we as believers 
should stay away from is to sit idly by and watch the world 
spin around us without hope. We were once strangers 
to hope and are now, by grace, sons, and daughters of 
the King. Now is our time to extend that same grace and 
welcome to refugees around us.

BY HANNAH NOELLE

WHEN A STRANGER SOJOURNS WITH YOU IN YOUR LAND, YOU SHALL NOT DO HIM 
WRONG. YOU SHALL TREAT THE STRANGER WHO SOJOURNS WITH YOU AS THE 
NATIVE AMONG YOU, AND YOU SHALL LOVE HIM AS YOURSELF, FOR YOU WERE 

STRANGERS IN THE LAND OF EGYPT: I AM THE LORD YOUR GOD.
LEVITICUS 19:33-34
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How inexpensive it is,

For the small price of paper,

And a decent pen,

To sit with someone else in mind,

To deliver to them a bouquet

Of truthful words,

Medicinal sentences,

The precise paragraphs

They need to hear,

That very second,

When their eye meets your scrawled,

yet life-giving handwriting.
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CHAPTER ONE | THE OUTWARD EXPRESSION

     I remember the day I got baptized as a believer and 
follower of Jesus Christ. When I came out of the water I 
was met with the greatest joy I had ever experienced.
For the first time in my 16 years of life, I was full. I felt 
complete. I lacked nothing. I was 100 percent satisfied 
with Christ. 

     I floated that whole day, from rolling up my sleeping 
bag from the weekend youth group retreat to giving holy 
hugs to friends dripping with pool water and excitement. I 
floated through all the goodbyes and see-you-laters. Until 
my parents rolled up in their roaring Titan truck. 

     It hit me.
     I had to go back home.

     And the floating feeling sank to the ocean floor.
Luckily at that moment, our youth pastor walked by.
I told him:
     “Pastor Steve, I just got baptized and this is the most 
amazing thing I’ve ever experienced! But I’m scared to go 
home. I’m scared no one will get it. I’m scared no one has 
a real relationship with Jesus. Can you pray for me?”

     Pastor Steve has the fierce gift of evangelism and I 
would learn in the next few years that I do not. But he 
prayed that God would use me to witness to my family. 
     
     “In Jesus’s name, amen.” 

      He hugged me and I floated on. I felt brave, I could be 
bold, and I resolved to be honest.
     
     I was raised Catholic. I had already been baptized as 
a baby and for many weeks leading to the retreat, I was 
nervous about what my parents would think ... what my 
sisters would think.
 
    Alas, I pressed on. In my very bubbly nature, I described 
the entirety of the weekend with flair on the long drive 
home. My dad smoked his cigarettes and the Titan truck 
tumbled down the mountain back home.

CHAPTER TWO | THE MOUNTAINTOP HIGH

     It was my first season of varsity volleyball. I wasn’t 
around home very often. I didn’t want to be at home. I 
felt this unbelievably tangible relationship with God. He 
was real. He was alive in my life. His voice illuminated this 
ancient book I carried around in my purse. But I didn’t want 
to share it. I knew what my family would say. In fact, I had 
tried a few times when I first accepted Christ and it left me 
with strained relationships. People at Church kept telling 
me: “They aren’t your real family. You have a new family
in Christ.”

     But deep down, those were fleshy comforts from 
fellow toddler Christians. This was the family God placed 
me in, I knew that. These strained relationships left me 
discouraged to act, but stubbornly against disowning them 
as it seemed I was being encouraged to do.  So, I said 
whispered prayers for each family member from my room 
filled with lonely discouragement. 

     “Can I ever really be myself around my family now?” 

CHAPTER THREE | WALK WITH MOM

     Despite somewhat differing worldviews, my mom was 
my best friend in high school. I remember the day she told 
me her testimony with the utmost clarity. 

     It was twilight. The air was drifting in between a gentle 
breeze and a calming stillness. I felt ... melancholy, as 
her mother would say about her. We were taking a walk 
around our neighborhood. And with all the courage I 
didn’t really have, I somehow heard myself ask her about 
her relationship with Jesus. She exhaled and her eyebrows 
went up showing her beautiful big brown eyes. She told 
me about a charismatic Catholic Bible study my dad’s mom 
had invited them both too. She explained the gist of it: 
the format, and the decision she made in her heart that 
blessed night. 

     Growing up, my mom would come into my room, sing 
me a lullaby, and pray with me before I went to sleep. 
Crosses and scripture occasionally graced our home
decor. In my budding Christian self, I was encouraged on 
that walk. 
     My mom knew Jesus.

     She talked to Him.

     We kept walking and so many questions muffled my 
mind. My mom knew Jesus — has known Jesus. 

     “But why hadn’t she talked to Him in so long? Why
did we stop going to Church when I was 10? What
about the rest of my family? Why was it that when I
talked about my faith it was met with cautious glares 
instead of celebration?”  

     Then, in the quietest and most gentle way, my mom 
cleared the muffling. 

       “I have been praying for your dad since then,” 
she said. And in my heart, I didn’t feel alone. The lone-wolf 
Christian found a friend.

CHAPTER FOUR | GIVING UP

     God brought people in and out of my life those late 
high school years and early college years. Some were
there to encourage, some to cause me to stumble into
this whole “what the heck was God thinking putting me
in this family” thing. 

     I felt burdened for my family. 

     I would try to stoke conversation, especially with
my dad. But all that left me with was a worse relationship 
and a better example of what happens when two people 
with two totally different worldviews try to talk about 
anything. Every attempt was met with a discouragement 
and more torn relationships with family members. Again,
I felt burdened for my family, but I was afraid I couldn’t
save them.

     “Why should they listen to me? I am the youngest by 
so many years. I am the most disorganized and scattered 
by so many overdue homework assignments. Why me? I 
can’t do this.”

     For many years, I gave up. And many friends let me. I 
think it was the most loving thing for them to do for me: 
give me permission to lift the burden off my shoulders and 
place it into God’s hand. But it wasn’t that black and white. 
There was an odd comfort in giving up. There was comfort 

in apathetically giving them over to the Lord. 

     Regardless, I felt free to shift my focus to other people 
who actually wanted to hear what I had to say about God. 
And that was great. My confidence was rising, I was greatly 
encouraged by this ministry and that ministry, my spiritual 
gifts were growing and becoming clearer, and people 
were being added to my family in Christ daily. These 
were beautiful years as the cup of legalism I had drunk 
from was slowly evaporating. Instead, the Lord’s kindness, 
understanding, mercy, and grace were filling up my cup.

CHAPTER FIVE | A SECOND CHANCE

     Time had passed. I had grown. I realized evangelism   
was not a gift of mine. I realized I belonged to the Church, 
not to my family, and I was content. I had a family of 
friends. I had recovering relationships with my family. I 
moved out of the house and sometimes my parents went 
to church with me. Things were okay. 

     I graduated from college and things were suddenly not 
okay for almost anyone who shared my DNA. Trial after trial 
after trial hit our family within a year. 

     One of the trials was that I broke my arm while I was up 
in Alaska and I needed to fly home for emergency surgery. 
My dad came to Anchorage to meet me and help me fly 
home. When we got back to LAX, my mom picked us up 
and we went straight to the emergency room. After my 
surgery, my parents left the hospital so they could sleep. 
On their way home, they were hit waiting at a stop light. A 
few days later, we got a call from one of my sisters. She had 
also had been in an accident driving on a weekend trip.

     My parents, they were okay. My sister, a serious injury 
was prevented by a couple inches. My arm, well, it has 
some new metal friends inside of it.

     My mom and I were baffled by all that had happened 
in such a short period of time. She told me that God had 
ordained a time like this before when I was 10. Trial after 
trial after trial after trial had plagued my family for an entire 
year. The Catholic Church and community we were a part 
of completely ignored us while my mom was unraveling at 
the seams. This all led her to ignore God for a long time.



     And here she was again, trial after trial, only to get 
worse from that unfortunate weekend. But the prayer 
warrior that my mom had grown into resolved not to 
repeat past mistakes. She had a boldness to her. Her faith 
was being tested, and it withstood. 

     We told people at Church, invited them into our 
prayer requests. Within the next few weeks, as more trials 
unfolded, a new Christian came forth in our family.

CHAPTER SIX | THE HOLY SIZZLER

     My parents had become regulars at our Church, making 
friends, and digging into what they learned from Sunday 
sermons. We would drive to church together on Sundays, 
and in my broken-armed months, they would even drive 
me to the youth group where I served as a leader.

     A couple weeks after that awful weekend I moved back 
in with my parents. I felt both spiritually and physically 
broken. My arm felt as heavy as my heart. It wasn’t just 
some bones that were hurt that day, it was the dreams of 
my post-grad life, running away to Alaska. 

     I was in a fog, a depression, a blind wandering asking 
God, “WHAT THE HECK ARE YOU DOING?” almost every 
hour. I was in that fogginess one Wednesday night when 
my dad wanted to drive my mom and me to Church for 
Wednesday night services. My mom mentioned that my 
dad got lunch with our two head pastors. 
     “Oh!” I said, snapping out of the fog, “How was that?”

     My dad proceeded to tell me how they were scheduled 
to meet them at a Sizzler close to church today at lunch. 
He had some questions, some convictions, if you will (of 
course my sweet father did not know that’s what had been 
bombarding his heart for months, if not years). So he got 
up extra early to dig into the Bible and see how he could 
add more support to his questions. Basically, why he was 
right and why they were wrong. 

     See, my father is one of the most impressive people I 
know. He started his own company, was the epitome of 
successful, and had one of the best reputations in his field. 
He was always right. But when my dad got into the Bible 
and started digging, something beautiful happened. 

     His eyes were opened to how wrong he was. God’s 
Word lit a spark in his heart and my dad truly realized how 
much he needed Jesus. He spent the next three to four 
hours reading through Romans and beyond until it was 
time for his meeting. 

     When he met with the pastors he told them the whole 
story. The pastors were elated. One of them asked if 
he would like to pray ...  that’s when one of the lonely 
whispered prayers of my 16-year-old-self was answered. 
My dad prayed to ask Jesus into his life. 

     I was sitting in the back of my mom’s car when he told 
me. Tears danced down my jubilant face. The impossible 
happened, I thought. God chased after my stubborn, 
self-sufficient, independent father (I wonder where I get it 
from?). God won. My dad won. Then my dad proceeded 
to tell me that my mom won, too.

     My dad told my mom everything that happened 
at the Holy Sizzler, as he dubbed it, and he led her in 
recommitting her life to Christ. They were going to get 
baptized the next Sunday. 

     I couldn’t believe it. 
     I think I was speechless.

     I silently cried, with an overwhelmed and baffled heart.
     God didn’t give up on him ... even when I had.

CHAPTER SEVEN | FAMILY DINNER
     
     Over the next two years, my dad and I developed a 
real relationship. All those years of mis-communication, 
needing my mom to translate SIMPLE arguments to 
another, and just the overall angst in our relationship
slowly depreciated. Now, my dad and I could talk for 
hours. In fact, we still do, mostly talk about what we are 
learning about God and the Church and from the Bible, 
and his super cool dog. 

     We have stayed up countless nights talking into the 
two, three, even four o’clock hours of the morning. As 
my dad has grown in his relationship with Christ, our 
relationship has been redeemed. I don’t just have a dad 
who understands me now, I have another friend. 

     As he was first walking with Christ I saw how he took 
in the Word, took notes, carefully read and absorbed 
everything like a starving man. And I almost did a double 
take ... “I do that!”

     As he was growing and understanding his spiritual gift 
of discernment, I did another double take realizing, “I have 
that, too!” And as he has been burdened by problems in 
the Church and how he can encourage others with God’s 
truth, I see another spiritual simiarity.

     Obviously, we’re not the perfect family. But God took 
what I thought I had lost for the sake of Christ and gave it 
back tenfold. 

     Those years of waiting, praying, longing, and crying ... 

     Those times of fighting, screaming, whining, and 
complaining ...

     God never gave up.

     And He didn’t let me get in the way.

     Months before I was about to get married and move 
out of my parent’s house, I and my parents were having 
dinner. My dad was telling us about how a sweet older 
lady from church was encouraging him to be the spiritual 
head of his home. 

     He told her, “Well, Jessie has been doing that
for years.” 

     And I looked up from my dinner plate, looked
him in the eyes and said, “I was warming your seat
for you.”CHAPTERE OUTWARD EXPRESSION

BY JESSICA LAWSON 
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     I remember quickly walking to my office’s lunch    
room excited to take my break and get away from my 
desk. You see, Mondays are rough days in general. But, 
when you work in payroll, Mondays just seem a little 
bit more agitating to come back to. By 11:30 a.m., all 
I  wanted to do was simply enjoy my food and relax. The 
only pressing worry I had in the moment was deciding  
how I should spend my precious lunch break. Should I 
watch a quick episode of “The Office” or be entertained 
by my many social media apps? It was clear “The Office” 
had won my affections but, unfortunately for me, my own 
office’s reception didn’t agree with my video … ironic isn’t 
it? So, Facebook and Instagram surfing it was.

     I begrudgingly opened my Facebook App and 
started mindlessly scrolling, hoping a Tasty Recipe Video 
or Buzzfeed Quiz would grab my attention. I was kind 
of reading people’s posts but I kind of wasn’t. I then 
noticed a familiar face and name I kept quickly passing, 
not because I knew this person or their story but because 
many of the blogs and news outlets I follow kept posting 
this person’s picture. Before I even read an article, or 
even their titles for that matter, I knew in my gut what 
the contents of this person’s story would reveal: another 
unarmed black man had been shot dead by the police.

     All I could I do was let out a larger-than-life sigh 
that I felt was more telling of my inner thoughts. A sigh 
that revealed distress, anxiety, sadness, anger, and, 
unfortunately, acceptance that this is my reality in this 
country: fear of black genocide.

     I eventually opened one of the articles and started to 
read. It was just as I predicted. An unarmed black man was 
shot at 20 times by two Sacramento police officers. It was 
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     When Philando Castile and Alton Sterling were 
viciously gunned down by police officers in July of 2016, 
I was overwhelmed with emotion yet again. I remember 
having to take a break at work, walk to the bathroom,   
and just cry. I couldn’t take this anymore. Seeing my 
people being killed off like we’re savage dogs was the 
worst feeling. 

      You remained silent, scared of controversy, fearing 
that dreadful unfollow/unfriend via social media. You 
feared typing “Black Lives Matter” into your status update. 
Maybe people who know you would have been concerned 
for you, that you were falling away and turning to the ways 
of liberals and their divisive agendas. God forbid. 

      As a black woman, I expected the world to respond 
the way it has to our plight. But I must admit, it broke my 
heart as a Christian to see the Church’s response or lack of 
response to anything race related. 

  It seems there are only two ways for many non-black 
Christians to respond to our declaration of Black Lives 
Matter: with silence, or with justification. And it’s not 
because Christians are afraid of opposition, it can’t be. I 
see many Christians taking up arms for an array of issues 
ranging from the traditions of marriage all the way to the 
pro-life cause. But I can’t help but think of the irony of 
how hard Christians will say that they are pro-life and then 
proceed to justify the killing of a black or brown person. If  
all lives matter, then that includes ALL people … people 
who don’t look, think, talk, or act the way you do. This is 
what Jesus meant when He said to love one another. 

     I have been a Christian almost 10 years now and 
have attended predominantly white churches. Not out 
of preference but simply because that was where I was 
placed. Unfortunately, I have yet to hear my non-black 
pastors truly address this subject at their pulpit. I’m not 
talking the subtle mention that our world is broken and 

reported that a 9-1-1 call was placed saying someone was 
breaking car windows in the neighborhood. It was then 
revealed these two officers were informed by deputies that 
a suspect was at large, and he was carrying a crowbar. The 
officers confronted the suspect, who was later revealed 
to be Stephon Clark, in the backyard of his grandmother’s 
home, where he also lived. According to the two cops, 
Clark had pointed an object in their direction. Video 
and body cameras caught the two cops shouting that 
Stephon had a gun and seconds later the officers let out 
a whopping 20 rounds of bullets into this one individual. 
Eight of these shots would prove fatal and kill Stephon 
Clark immediately. After his murder, it was reported that 
no gun or crowbar was found near his lifeless body, just a 
rose-gold iPhone. The object that had apparently stricken 
so much fear into these two officers that they decided it 
necessary to not only take this man’s life, but to turn this 
unarmed victim into a shooting target was a damn phone. 

     All I could do in that moment was place my face in my 
hands and shake my head. I felt angry, sad, and numb all 
at the same time. How does that happen? How can I feel 
every depressing emotion at once while simultaneously 
feeling nothing? I honestly felt that I had gone through 
almost every stage of grief in a matter of minutes … shock, 
denial, pain, guilt, anger, depression ... and, unfortunately, 
there was no hope-filled process of working through the 
emotions and coming out with a healthy mindset. I’d 
skipped all of that and landed directly in the stage of 
acceptance — not the positive uplifting acceptance, just 
acceptance of the bleak fate our country leaves for black 
people  

     When I eventually picked my phone back up and 
decided to finish the article, I read about Stephon and 
looked at the picture, putting a face to the name. I was 
overcome and overwhelmed. This young man was only a 
year older than my youngest brother and they looked so 
much alike.    

     As far as I was concerned, that could have easily been 
my brother. I cried. 

     Life was taken, abruptly and brutally — a life that held 
value, that had a family, that had a future. 

     All over the United States, year after year, we see 
videos and read about stories of black people being 
unjustly murdered at the hands of those who are 
supposed to protect and serve. To top it all off, they are 
not convicted or found guilty for their unjust and vicious 
crimes against people of color. This sends a message to 
the black community, to all communities, that it is open 
season on black citizens and apparently legal to do so. 
This is dangerous and extremely problematic.

     According to the official website, Black Lives Matter 
campaigns against the violence and systemic racism 
towards black people. The group regularly holds protests 
amid the constant police shootings on unarmed black 
people while also speaking out against police brutality, 
racial inequality, racial profiling, and much more. It’s not a 
surprise that this group who is doing amazing things for 
the betterment of black lives and is giving a platform form 
to millions is being met with overwhelming opposition. 
Hell, the phrase alone, Black Lives Matter, sends people 
into a frenzy. But why? 

     The sentiment of Black Lives Matter was started 
during the constant and consistent shootings of unarmed 
black people by the police. It specifically followed the 
cases that deal with the murders of Trayvon Martin and 
Michael Brown. But wayward police aren’t the only ones 
who take part in the destruction of black lives. No, it’s 
the people who not only produce these false narratives 
of who they think black people are but also the people 
who buy into them. The internalized stereotypes that are 
problematic for the black community can go from “black 
people are all thugs ... or criminals”,  to the simple distrust 
of the black community that ultimately demonizes and 
generalizes us as a whole. These wild accusations only 
contribute to the demise of the black person. 

     The fact that in 2018, there is a necessity for an 
organization to promotes black people’s right to not die 
speaks volumes.

      We said, “Black Lives Matter” and the country 
responded with sentiments such as “All lives Matter” or 
“Blue Lives Matter”, as if anyone ever disagreed. These 
were lame attempts to discredit our cause, diminish our 
pain, and silence our cries when we shout that we matter 
too. This may sound harsh but unfortunately, “harsh” is the 
least of the worries that many People of Color deal with. 
This shouldn’t be normal.

      We are shouting that our lives matter, pleading and 
begging people to have our backs. This country showed 
us that they didn’t. 

     I believed the Church would have us ... our lives 
mattered to them, at least. Knowing local leaders in the 
Church were going to rally with us against these injustices 
and speak up especially for those who can’t just like   
Jesus would.  

      Anxiously waiting for the Church to have our backs 
because … if the world doesn’t get it at least I KNOW my 
brothers and sisters in Christ would.

      Y’all didn’t. 



BY MICHELLE MATHIS 

Sincerely, 
    Your Black Kindred

to pray but really and honestly go in depth of what’s 
happening to the black community as well. During the 
Civil Rights Movement, the Church was a leading force 
in the change we see today. One of the most prominent 
figures in our society, Dr. Martin Luther King Jr., was a 
pastor who talked non-stop of the issues of race in this 
country.

     “In the midst of blatant injustices inflicted upon the 
Negro, I have watched white churchmen stand on the 
sideline and mouth pious irrelevancies and sanctimonious 
trivialities. In the midst of… racial and economic injustice, 
I have heard many ministers say, ‘These are social issues, 
with which the gospel has no real concern.’ Yes, I love the 
Church… but oh, how we have blemished and scarred that 
body through social neglect.” Martin Luther King Jr (Letter 
from a Birmingham Jail, 1963)

     IF YOU CHOOSE TO STAY IGNORANT, 
OUR LIVES ARE IN DANGER. 

     So, this is a conversation that must be had, it is not 
an option. Pastors and church leaders need to listen up 
because we are screaming at the top of our lungs, “WAKE 
UP!” Listen to those hurting in your congregation and if 
you don’t see the hurt, take notice of what’s happening to 
communities of color all over. We are tired and afraid. We 
are dying more and more every day. We cannot afford for 
you to be silent anymore.

     I love the church but, it’s evident how far we still must 
go. Jesus demonstrates God’s love for us consistently 
without questions. His love is a prevalent truth that was 

demonstrated when he sent Jesus to die for us … all of us. 
Black and brown people were made in the image of God 
just like our white counterparts as it talks about in Genesis 
1:27 and therefore, is loved and valued. 

      “The Spirit of the Lord is upon me, because he 
has anointed me to proclaim good news to the poor. 
He has sent me to proclaim liberty to the captives and 
recovering of the sight to the blind, to set at liberty those 
are oppressed, to proclaim the year of the Lord’s favor.”   
(Luke 4:18-19)

      The Church should be boldly claiming that Black Lives 
Matter, standing for those are have been systematically 
oppressed, tarnished, and devalued.

     Love is more than just a pretty word or some fancy 
ideology. Love is having uncomfortable conversations, 
listening to challenging views, accepting that what you 
thought you knew about this world or this country, doesn’t 
mean or look the same for people who do not look like 
you. Millions of us are consistently crying out and being 
ignored. We are angry and hurt and are constantly met 
with callous people who could give two damns about what 
we really go through in this country. When the Church 
stands up and firmly proclaims that black lives matter, you 
send a message of love to the world that we live like Jesus 
which speaks volumes to the black believers who’ve felt 
abandoned by the Church in our time of need.

      All in all, it seems like an obvious truth that Black 
Lives Matter to God. The question is, do we matter          
to you?



Going after
what you want
  An interview with wedding photographer, Lauren Scotti

     IN THE AISLES OF BARNES AND NOBLE, 
IN THE WEDDING SECTION, YOU COULD 
PROBABLY FIND SOME OF LAUREN SCOTTI’S 
STUNNING WEDDING PHOTOGRAPHY. 
SHE HAS DEVELOPED HER OWN UNIQUE 
STYLE OF GLAMOUR MEETS FUN WITH 
HER LAUREN TWIST. THIS INTERNATIONAL 
PHOTOGRAPHER HAS A RESUME AND 
PORTFOLIO THAT WOULD MAKE ANY 
PERSON DROOL OVER HER PERSONALIZED 
STYLE. WE GOT TO ASK THIS SOCAL 
“BOSS BABE” ABOUT HER 15 YEARS IN THE 
PHOTOGRAPHY INDUSTRY AND ABOUT HER 
LIFE BEHIND THE CAMERA. 
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SK: Can you tell us who you are and how you got to 
this place in your life?

LS: My name is Lauren. I have been a Christian my whole 
life.I grew up at Saddleback Church and have pretty much 
been there to this day. My wonderful husband works there 
now and we just found out we are having a baby so I can 
add “mom” to the list of things I am now! I have been a 
full-time wedding photographer for the past 6 years, but 
have been around it most of my life as my dad is also a 
photographer. I recently began teaching and speaking 
more to other photographers trying to navigate their way 
through the crazy world of owning your own business. 
God has been a huge part in where I am today and from 
day one, I gave my business over to Him so He can use it 
for His glory. He has taken my business far greater places
than I could have ever imagined.

SK: What did your dad teach you about photography, 
art, and God?

LS: He taught me old school principles of good ol’ 
customer service and always making sure mom looks good 
in the wedding photos.

SK: Can you estimate how many weddings you have 
shot?

LS: Oh man. I have assisted on so many wedding solo shot 
plenty of my own. It has to be over 200! 

SK: When was the first time you hopped on Instagram 
and realize... “Wow that’s a lot of people following me 
and liking my work?”

LS: It was a year or two into my own business when I 
started incorporating my life and my work together. That’s 
when I started getting reposted and then inquiries from it. 
I couldn’t believe tiny little squares could do so much
for me.

SK: What does courage mean to you? How have you 
succeeded (or failed) in being courageous?

LS: Courage means that I am not afraid to go after what 
I want, as long as I have the Lord near. I succeed when 
it comes to trusting God and when it comes to business 
related things, but when it comes to where the money 
will come from this month or speaking up in relationships 
when I know I should, that is hard for me.

“Crazy what God can do when you just accept 
 the gift He has given to you! “
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SK: What have been your biggest adversaries to 
overcome in your life?

LS: Not feeling good enough or worthy to be in the 
position God has called me. Crazy what God can do when 
you just accept the gift He has given to you!

SK: How does having a large and growing following 
affect how you portray yourself on social media?

LS: I try to be as real as possible. Although my online life 
isn’t every part of my life and what is going on, the things 
I do post are accurate to me in real life. You have to keep 
some things private and for yourself.

SK: How does your relationship with God play a role in 
the art you create?

LS: It is a big part of why I am where I am today! I could 
not do this by myself at all. It is way too much to take on 
and burden yourself without God on your side. Truly, all of 
this is because of Him.

SK: What do you hope to be doing with your 
photography in another 15 years?

LS: I hope that I will have transformed it into something 
more than just me shooting weddings. Something that 
is more timeless and efficient as I grow older and have a 
family.

SK: What encouragement would you give budding 
photographers in a photography saturated, social 
media driven age?

LS: Be you! Now, I know this sounds like basic advice but 
with so many photographers out there, what are you doing 
to stand out? What are you doing to make someone look 
at your photo and know it is yours before they ever see 
your name on it? It is so easy to just copy someones style 
or editing that you like, but that will only go so far and 
make you blend into what everyone else is doing. Take the 
time to invest in who you are and what you love and that 
will reflect in your work and what you do.



     In high school I was a cheerleader. I was bouncy, 
excited and mostly coordinated, but never quite
loud enough. It seemed I had to strain my voice twice as 
much to be just as loud as everyone else. In every class 
I’ve ever dared to raise my hand in, I’ve had to repeat 
myself. “I’m sorry what was that?” they’d say as they 
cocked their heads to expose their good ear, “can you 
please speak up?” 

     I’ve always had a soft voice, and with it, a quiet spirit. 
Confrontation, opinion, arguments, presentations, “let’s-
go-around-in-a-circle-and-share” kinds of things have 
always made me feel a bit queasy and uneasy. When I 
speak up I end up talking myself into a cyclical maze and 
lose my point somewhere in the mess. My skin gets real 
flushed and I develop this odd, out-character-stutter. 
Overtime and many uncomfortable moments where I’ve 
tried to force an opinion, a statement, anything ... I’ve 
learned I’m a better listener than speaker, a better thinker 
than confrontationist, and a better analyzer than opinion-
sharer. 

     One such instance occurred at dinner with my 
neighbors. I was already a smidge nervous, with the 
being new to the neighborhood and never saying much 
more than “hello” to these people. All was well, we were 
laughing, sharing stories of the weekend and enjoying the 
company. When the conversation took a sharp turn toward 
the political climate of America, I sunk down a little into to 
the corner of the couch. Everyone but me was so quick to 
respond to every point mentioned. 

     Everyone had an opinion and the tenacity and passion 
to fire it off before I was even able to complete a thought. 
I felt tired and out of breath by the night’s end and I 
had hardly said a word. It wasn’t that I didn’t have any 
thoughts to share, just none that were ready. I’m prone to 

speculation, to analyzation and seeking to understand the 
balance. If I ever do end up with a conclusion, it’s never 
quite in time to make the dinner table conversation. 

     And then there was that strange breakfast encounter. It 
was just supposed to be an innocent breakfast downtown 
with some friends. The town was chaotic, not your average 
Saturday-morning kind of downtown action. Masses 
of women flooded the streets, some with pink hats on 
their heads that resembled female genitalia and others 
raising posters above the sea of heads that were painted 
with fists raised into the air. We’d stumbled upon the 
worldwide Women’s March that followed the election of 
Donald Trump. There were thousands of women, and 
men,  present to fight for something, to take a stand. I was 
confused, aloof, and completely thrown off guard. I agreed 
with much of what they were standing for, but I disagreed 
with a bit of it, too. I did, by forces I couldn’t control, 
belong there ... right? But what is the place of a woman at 
a women’s march who still doesn’t know where she stands 
on every issue?

     Scrolling through Facebook’s dizzying amounts of 
manifestos, campaigns, political opinions, well-versed 
arguments, and worthy crusades, I feel for a moment that 
a quiet spirit doesn’t belong, that if I’m not taking up arms 
to advocate, I’m only taking up breathing space. 

     “This is the time!” they say, “The time to vote, the time 
to share your story, the time to build your platform, the 
time to make your voice heard!” While many stand on 
their boxes and shout through their megaphones, I feel 
I’ve missed something or that I’ve spent too much time in 
my own head and feelings and not in the thick of it with 
the rest of them.

     There are many viable moments that I pray for more 
6
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A QUIET MOMENT DURING ONE OF 
ARIZONA’S LARGEST MARCH AND 

RALLY, “RED FOR ED” WHERE 
SUPPORTERS PENTIONED GOV-
ERMENT LEADERS TO INCREASE 
FUNDING FOR EDUCATORS. THIS 

GRANDFATHER AND GRAND 
DAUGHTER SHARE A QUIET 

MOMENT ONLOOKING THE RALLY.



passion, for more fervor to see the world become right. 
Martin Luther King said, “In the end, we will remember not 
the words of our enemies, but the silence of our friends.” 
Such statements ignite an odd combo of trembling guilt 
and fiery angst in my soul. Guilt at what I haven’t done or 
said, and an angst to do more.

     This angst is good. We as believers carry the burden 
of seeing injustice in the world, and knowing just the God 
who can make it right again. Yet most people, on both 
sides of an issue, believe they are the ones in the right, 
they are the ones who are just. I think my quietness derives 
often out of my empathetic nature, and I don’t always 
want to be this way: crying for the perpetrator, wondering 
what kind of crisis the terrorist is going through, feeling 
that the serial killer must have had some deep void in his 
life that was never filled. All of it leaves me overwhelmed 
and slightly nauseous. Because I see what’s wrong with the 
world, and how I am in no way capable enough to mend 
it. And every time I take a stand against an issue, another 
begs for my attention. 

     What do we who live just a notch above a quiet 
murmur do? How do we take the stance this world? I’ll 
admit we can be a little louder at times, we can not be 
so timid to share our carefully thought out views. But we 
can also challenge others, fight with our peers to see and 
analyze the other side and be able to determine right from 
wrong amidst all the noise. Perhaps sometimes it is easier 
to reach for the megaphone than it is think through what 
exactly we are fighting for. Sometimes, if I’m just quiet 
enough through the midst of the noise, I remember stories 
in the Bible that God was at His best when His people 
were at their quietest: 

     In Exodus, when a meager Israel was threatened by 
an approaching Egypt at their heels, Moses gave the 
message: “The Lord will fight for you, and you have only 
to be silent” (Exodus 14:14). 

     The professor of wisdom proclaimed countlessly in 

the proverbs that the tongue is a thing to be watched 
carefully, a tool to use wisely. “When words are many, 
transgression is not lacking, but whoever restrains his lips 
is prudent” (Proverbs 10:19).

     James writes in chapter 3 of his letter, “from the same 
mouth come blessing and cursing, my brothers, these 
things ought not to be so” (James 3:10). 

     And there are many more about our God who is loud in 
our weakness: 
     “But he said to me, ‘My grace is sufficient for you, for 
my power is made perfect in weakness,’ (2 Corinthians 
12:9).

    “The LORD thundered from heaven, And the Most High 
uttered His voice,” (2 Samuel 22:14). 

     “And a cloud overshadowed them, and a voice came 
out of the cloud, ‘This is my beloved Son; listen to him.’,” 
(Mark 9:7). 

     And so many more … 

     It is good to fight for what you believe in, but it is 
always better to know whose fight is won. Our fight is won. 
The world was broken until the day our Savior returns. And 
though I was a quiet cheerleader, I was loud with my smile 
and boisterous with my enthusiasm. I hope my actions 
made up for my lack of voice. The same goes for the 
quiet souls of the world, the ones who think a little longer 
and act a little slower. We can be the support systems for 
those balancing on their soap boxes while holding their 
megaphones. We can be examples to the world of what 
the light that is truly life looks like, and let our humbleness 
point to His greatness. 

Hey God, please help. 
I need you. Wow I need you. 
Overcome my weaknesses 
Overcome my follies 
Help sweet King help

BY TAYLOR MAY

God 
was at 

His best 
when 
His

 people 
were at 

their 
quiestest. 
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Courage is grace that has fire,

the step the sun takes each morning

to come forth.

the right to grow

no matter how they have tread on your soil.

The voice that speaks the rivers into the sea.

All the times you’ve stood with stones in your hands

and chosen love instead

every first breath of the day when both you

and the sun

step into morning

together.

poem by Lily Greenstone + Photo BY Todd diemer
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COURAGE TO
CALL IT HOME

     Our friendship is one of the purest and sweetest 
relationships that I have ever experienced.  

     We cheered the other on when they needed 
encouragement and mourned with one another in times 
of difficulty. After graduation we drifted away from each 
other through post-grad befuddlement and we found 
ourselves coming back to each other right before these 
huge transitions we were entering.

     Taylor was following her husband to South Asia 
where she was going to live there indefinitely. And I was 
following my husband to Arizona.
     Even though there are 8,000 miles between us, this is 
the closest Taylor and I have ever been.

     Our sweet friendship had come full circle. As we 
shared through our different moves we actually had quite 

a lot in common. There would be Skype dates where I 
would come baffled by loneliness and lack of friendships 
and finding a home in church only to realize that Taylor 
was experiencing the same things.

     We decided to jot down our experiences talk about 
the similarities, the differences, and about what we’re 
going through as we have both decided to follow Jesus. 

     We invite you into our seasons of transition and the 
thoughts that accompany them. We hope you can see 
that God is in, through, and above it all. If you yourself 
are relating to this we invite you to talk with you; we 
would love to walk through this with you.

Jessica’s story and home is on the left pages. And Taylor’s 
on on the right. Please enjoy this literal comparison. 
    

       WHEN I WAS 18, IN THE FIRST FEW MONTHS OF MY FRESHMAN YEAR OF 
COLLEGE, I MET ONE OF MY DEAREST FRIENDS. WE SAT ON THE BACK OF THE BUS 
TO CHOIR CONCERTS, AND I REMEMBER SOME OF THE FIRST CONVERSATIONS WE 
HAD ABOUT FAITH AND HOW ALL THAT APPLIES TO US. AND OVER THE NEXT FEW 
YEARS I WOULD WATCH MY FRIEND TAYLOR MORRIS TRANSFORM INTO THE GOD-

FEARING, FAITHFULLY STRONG WOMAN SHE IS TODAY.
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THE MOVE

     On a surprisingly snowy Sunday morning, May 7th, 
2017 to be exact, we were wed. We had one month after 
we returned from our honeymoon before we packed up 
Cameron’s Kia and my blue Volkswagon bug and our very 
“epic” move was about to embark. And we moved into... 
Cameron’s friend’s family’s home. 

     Our bedroom had Spider-Man and Ninja Turtle decor 
because the previous tenants, their two sons (ages 5 and 
2 at the time), had to be relocated to their playroom for us 
to barge in and not be homeless. 

     I remember sitting a couple weeks into being settled 
in our “home” and I just started crying to God. Why 
are we here? Why is this my life? I don’t understand. 
Cameron was looking for work. I was still photographing 
weddings in Southern California. And our roommates were 
somewhat unemployed too. We were all depressed. We 
were all stunned with how that summer was unfolding. 
And Cameron and I were left questioning that divine 
conversation in the Buffalo Wild Wings’ parking lot.

CHURCH

     The whole reason Cameron came to Southern 
California in the first place was to be a youth pastor at a 
church. The whole reason we even met was through me 
being very committed to my church that partners with that 
church for an annual concert in the park. And a big reason 
we had no doors opening for us in California was because 
we both got burned by those churches, him worse than I. 

     When we got to Arizona, we were invited to church hop 
with Cameron’s family. We were invited to check out our 
roommates’ church, where the husband was ordained as a 
pastor literally the second weekend we were living there. 

     But our burned hearts kept seeing the errors, nit-
picking the problems. So we prayed and decided not to 
go to church for the month of July. 

     We needed a break. 

     I used to be completely smitten with my church. To the 
point where Sunday mornings were my favorite day of the 
week. That’s a big part of why we got married on a Sunday 
morning. Cameron and I spent four years of college 
dreaming about working for a church, helping the Church, 
and using our increasing knowledge and giftings to set the 
Church up for a win.

     But I left a different church each week crying angry 
tears those first Sundays in Arizona. My thoughts kept 
going back to our negative previous church experiences. 
I was going through spiritual trauma. And the more I was 

learning to speak up about it, the more I found friends 
who had gone through similar things.

     In August, Cameron got a full time job that paid 
enough money so I could keep doing photography and 
Sincerely, Kindred and give us an apartment to live in. Our 
first home.

     And after we had found that home we started praying 
for a church to also call home. We intentionally got this 
apartment because it had a large living room. I envisioned 
small groups, Bible studies, coffee dates, and just life and 
friends, all existing in our home. OUR HOME. 

     We found a church via Google Maps, checked out 
their website and an idea struck me.  What if I leave crying 
again? What if Cameron doesn’t like this? What if I don’t 
like that? And another divine conversation took place. I 
asked my sweet theologically-minded husband,

     “Can we commit to going to this church for two months 
before we even attend it?”

     He looked at me like I was crazy. But then melted into 
the idea. He said sure and we went the first Sunday after 
we moved in.

     It was terrible. Oh my goodness. Absolutely terrible. 

     In those two months we did not make a single friend. 
We had many, many, many conversations with God crying 
out for a church family. But it was not to be found at 
this church. However, we stuck out those eight weeks. 
And then we moved on to another church, that we’re in 
the process of getting involved in: joining small groups, 
offering up our talents, and maybe even hosting our own 
small group. 

     Because here’s the thing I never anticipated when we 
dreamed about moving: not having friends.

FRIENDSHIPS

     I was recently reminded that I’m great at making 
friends. I have all the courage to go up to someone I think 
is special and say, “Hi, how are you?” I think I’ve even 
trained my close friends that when I say my infamous, 
“How are you doing?” it is code for just talk about your life 
for 30 minutes, tell me everything. Because if they don’t 
tell, I will ask. I always ask. 

     But I found myself depressed our first whole month of 
living in our sweet little apartment. I had no friends. I had 
no coffee date friends. No lunch date friends. No one. 
Nope. None.

   

THE MOVE

     Home is a concept I’ve always been enthralled with. 
I’ve loved the idea of making a place, any place, into THE 
place. The place where I can rest, where I can exhale, 
where coffee can be sipped and games can be played. 
I always imagined my home would be the kind of place 
where the door was always open and coffee was always 
hot; a place where anyone can come and talk, come and 
cry, come and laugh. 

     On May 22, 2015 I vowed to follow my husband, to 
follow him home, wherever in the world home might be. 
That vow ended up taking us into Southeast Asia to a little 
town called Kathmandu. It’s dusty, it’s wild and unkempt, 
it’s upside down from everything I’ve ever known. And yet 
here we are, trying our very hardest to make it home. 

CHURCH

     My husband and I met in church. We’ve known each 
other since the zip line, rock wall climbing, youth group 
summer camp days. Our church was our home. It was 
where we fell in love with Jesus and where we grew into 
who we are now. The week before we left they put us on a 
stage and covered us with love, prayer and good wishes. 
Not everyone is fortunate enough to experience it, but we 
knew the Church as it was intended to be. 

     These days, we go to church on Saturdays instead of 
Sundays. Instead of sitting in pews we sit on mats on the 
ground. Instead of knowing and singing along to every 
song, we sway to the beat while we silently pray, all the 
while attempting to clap to the unfamiliar rhythm. Instead 
of being nurtured and filled with the Word, we battle 
through the fast, Nepali tongue to catch a word, any word, 
that might indicate the topic of the message. Instead of 
knowing everyone in the room and being known, we are a 
spectacle to be analyzed — the white people. 

     It was and still is so difficult, to leave familiar in 
the first place. But to leave the church we grew up in and 
come into a very foreign way of worship, was a different 
kind of difficult. It’s lonely. It’s draining. It’s scary. It’s 
awkward to accept as our reality: that church will not, for 
the time being, be the thing it has always been to us. 
Instead, God is gently guiding us to see the Church as 
He sees it: this vibrant, diverse, loving body that expands 
across the entire world and far out of what I’m used to. It’s 
a whole new part of Him, and whole new light to who He 
is and who He’s made us to be. He is forever our home 
and we are forever His Church, no matter what building, 
room, pew, ground we worship from. 

FRIENDSHIPS

     The weeks before we left were some of the most 
difficult moments I’ve ever endured. They were painted 
with this sort of odd, opaque ambiance. Everything was 
glossed over with teary eyes, goodbyes, and letting 
everyone in my life know how much they meant to me. 
Everything was so oddly intentional: dinners, goodbye 
parties, being prayed over. It felt like we were dying. But 
we weren’t, just moving very far away from friendships 
we’d grown for nearly 20 years, and family we had no idea 
how close we were to until these moments. 

     Coming to Nepal, we kind of expected the people we 
knew to just fill the shoes of the people we surrounded 
ourselves with before. We didn’t expect they would be 
different people, different personalities, and different 
histories than the friends we already knew so well. I found 
myself sitting with a selfish bitterness for a long time. 
I didn’t want to make friends. It was too much work. I 
didn’t want to make the effort to make myself known to 
someone. I’d already done that. Why should I have to do 
it again? 

     My heart craved to be known in a bad way. Skype and 
FaceTime came in handy, but when I shut the computer I 
was always faced with the world around me where no one 
knew me, like really knew me. Relationships are not for the 
faint of heart, but lack of relationship was not the way we 
were made. My soul was feeling the void. I had no choice 
but to open my fists, put on my get-to-know-you grin, and 
put myself out there. 

     But before I could even give it a real shot, God was 
kind to bring community right to where we were, in the 
thick of our stubbornness. New friends called, made plans, 
came over, invited us over. We clicked with people, found 
kindred spirits in a world so far away from what we thought 
was home. 

HOME CAME TO US. 

RHYTHMS

     What is home without a rhythm? Oddly enough though, 
I’ve never been very good at this. I’ve always had kind of 
a rambunctious soul, and while I always craved the idea of 
it, could never find my own rhythm. But coming here, to a 
place much like the Upside Down of where I came from, 
I discovered a whole new level of lack of rhythm. It took 
a good two weeks to figure out what to do with our trash 
for goodness sake. Suddenly things like buying groceries, 
brushing my teeth, cleaning my room, and going to the 
bathroom were anything but routine. It was like learning 
how to walk all over again. 



     But there were eggs for sale across the street from our 
flat and I packed enough coffee beans for the apocalypse. 
I made a routine out of the things in front of me, the things 
I knew because I needed it. I needed normal. I needed 
breakfast. Every morning when I wake up I make eggs and 
coffee like it’s my religion. The steadiness of it balances 
out the unknowns that loom over the rest of the day. It’s a 
lovely chance to catch a breath, to think and pray while my 
hands do what they know how to do. 

     Slowly, slowly, rhythm finds its way. And I’m beginning 
to think I never found it before because I was always 
searching for it … always so unaware of how much I didn’t 
have it. Now, home and rhythm are starting to look kind of 
different. I never expected to find either of the two in this 
place, but God’s funny that way. He lets you know exactly 
where you are and why you’re there. He gives you the 
strength and the means to make it. 
 
HOME

     We landed in Kathmandu and went directly to our new 
home. When we walked into our flat I was in love. Mostly 
because it was so much better than I thought it would be. I 
had images in my mind of walls covered in spiders, creaky 
cots to sleep on, and weird flickering light bulbs that 
cast an eery light. So I was relieved to find a very livable, 
sizable, clean place. 

     Throughout the week though, I started to notice things. 
The flooring was coming up and not all the way fastened 
to the ground, causing us to trip and slip constantly. 
The coffee table that our landlords provided was a very 
shrewdly cut piece of glass that threatened the integrity 
of our clothing and sometimes our bare skin. And the 
light bulbs weren’t the warm golden color I’m used to, 
but an odd blueish green that felt very hospitalish. I felt 
uncomfortable and awkward sitting in my own living room. 
We needed to make it our own. 

     So that’s what we did. We got things, lights, knick 
knacks, utensils, candles, and things that we like. Not to 
be worldly or materialistic, but just to create a space. We 
adopted a little cat to have something other than us living 
and breathing around us. She adds a flare to the house we 
never could. We made normal out of what was abnormal 

and made a place for people to come to and get a little 
glimpse of who we are what we like and what refreshes us. 
We have our superhero posters up in the living room and 
our games on the shelves. It’s not ever very tidy because 
we’re just not very good at that. But there is always coffee 
brewing and some sort of thing cooking. It’s becoming, 
slowly, the thing we need and crave. It’s becoming home. 
 

BY JESSICA LAWSON + TAYLOR MAY 

  

    
     I had Cameron, which is amazing! But transition after 
transition had left me tunnel visioned on him and my 
closest tribe. 
When he was at work, and friends were busy, 
I was alone. 

     This was the most alone I had ever felt. We lived about 
a hour from my nearest relative. We lived six hours from 
my closest family. We were anywhere from 6-20 hours from 
my favorite friends. And even then, we were three off-
ramps from the most isolating desertscape I had ever felt. 

      It was unfamiliar. Dry. Bare. And it went for miles and 
miles and miles. 

     I had a non-believing friend even say, “But don’t you 
have church?” And that’s the thing. At the time of the 
darkest days, we did not have a church. We did not have 
community. We moved away from our SoCal community, 
from our North Phoenix budding community, and into a 
place where we did not know anyone. 

     There were eight hours a day, five days a week, where 
my only friend was busy. And I didn’t know what to do. I 
have work but I found myself craving only things I could 
see on my screen. To the point where I realized I was 
addicted to my cell phone and it was hurting my only 
tangible friendship -- the one I had with Cameron. 

     That’s when I realized, I need to turn off my phone and 
shift my focus to what’s in front of me. 

     In my heart, mind, and daily rhythms, I needed to 
choose this place at home and stop pining over a half-
hearted FOMO. I knew God chose us to live here. I knew 
it. I still know it now. But I didn’t know why and I let that 
get in the way of being wholly here.

     God doesn’t call you to something that He won’t equip 
you for. God led me to the lonely desert. He led us to our 
first year of marriage being in isolation. And when every 
character in the Bible has wandered through the harsh 
desert, they have come out stronger and with a greater 
sense of God’s purpose. 

     I want that. My soul needs that. And I think that is what 
the Lord is going to do, if I let Him work on my heart, 
instead of getting in His way. 

HOME

     When that blessed day came that we got the keys to 
OUR home, the temperature read a high of 110 degrees, 
which is normal for mid-September. Can you see my eye 
roll from here? 

     I have always been good at making a home wherever 
I am. In the newsroom I had my favorite mug and knick 
knacks about. Even in the Spider-Man-decorated room I 
proudly displayed the Teddy Bear Cameron got me and 
said, “Heck yeah, we’re in a kid’s room.”

     But as I stood in our 750 sq. foot apartment I was 
overwhelmed. This was the largest space I ever dwelled 
in. And all of my cute decor and plants that I had been 
preparing for this grand domestic climax, well, who would 
see them? 

     I took time off of work and spent the next few days 
unpacking and nesting. But decorating seemed to leave 
me with a bitter sting of how friendless we were. I prayed 
and in my venting to the Lord, He reminded me of how 
much joy I experience getting to use my gifts of creativity 
in the home. 

     So I went to work. Collaborating with my husband I 
realized there was so much joy from this aesthetic nesting 
for us! This is OUR home. And it didn’t matter who came 
over or who came in, even though the first months it was 
mostly maintainence workers. This was the place we had 
been praying for to be a resting place for others, why 
couldn’t our home be that for ourselves?

     There are alive, fake, and dead plants everywhere. 
There is always something mixed with lavender diffusing. 
My photographs of distant lands and close people 
scattered all over. And scripture intentionally placed in 
places we need reminders of keeping our eyes on
the prize. 

     The Lord has us here.
     The Lord brought us here.
     And until He leads us elsewhere this is home.                    

HOME IS WHEREVER GOD 
CALLS YOU TO BE.

CONCLUSION 
 
      SO LONG AS WE RESIDE ON THIS SIDE OF EDEN, WE, AS WE FOLLOW JESUS, WILL ALWAYS 
REMAIN A LITTLE BIT HOMESICK. WE LONG FOR THE HOME THAT THIS WORLD, AND THE STATE THAT 
IT’S IN, CANNOT GIVE US, NO MATTER WHICH CORNER OF THE WORLD WE TRAVEL TO. BUT IN THIS 
TENSION, IN THE NOW AND NOT YET, WE’VE FOUND THAT EVEN IN THE MOST UNCOMFORTABLE OF 
MOMENTS, THE MOST FOREIGN OF PLACES, WE CAN REST IN THE LONGING FOR HOME. 
     WE CAN FIND A GLIMPSE OF IT IN THE WAY WE ARE CREATED, IN THE LITTLE JOYS THAT COME 
THROUGHOUT THE DAY, IN THE COURAGE TO CALL IT HOME ... FOR NOW. 
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The docTor regreTfully Tells you The 
news and bam! “The big c” has  

enTered your life.

you now belong To a club where The 
membership permanenTly changes your 

life and leaves you forever underneaTh 
a cloud of “whaT ifs.”

Seven years ago these words abruptly 
interrupted my life: “You have cancer.” They 
are words that consistently strike a chord of fear 
in most who hear them; they are words that 
require you to draw on a strength that is not 
your own. 

I argued with God about why cancer was 
allowed into my life. 

My situation is ironic. For years I’ve been a 
children’s nurse. More specifically, in the last few 
years, I have served as a palliative and hospice 
nurse for children who are not expected to live 
very long. I truly feel God has directed my path 
and lifelong mission as a nurse — it’s been my 
dream career since I was a child. And yet, I 
found myself in the same situation as my small 
patients, not expected to live very long. So why 
then, I asked God, when 
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Lord, I’m nervous. 
I want to design 
great things. But 
gosh I’m rusty. 
Please please 
help. Holy Spirit 
give me some 
great ideas to 
drive these stories 
from one heart 
to another. Over-
come my pride. 
Overcome my lack 
of knowledge. 
Give me a divine 
drive to work hard 
on these. Thank 
you Lord. I love 
you! Love Jess.

BY CLAIRE VESELY

I was the one who was used to taking care of children 
stricken with the same disease, having to hear these 
words? Why was the specific type of cancer I had the one 
cancer I had prayed to never receive because of how I had 
seen children suffer? 

I dared to question why God would bring this extra 
challenge into my life when I was working so hard to 
serve Him. Those same children who I cared for so many 
years, were the ones who encouraged me. They still 
had this tenacity about them. They were, despite their 
circumstance, able to live their lives to the fullest, to live 
with abandon during weeks in the hospital, to live with 
courage, and to remain steadfast in their faith despite their 
illness. So, how could I not do the same?

God promises to give us the same assurance given to 
Jesus as He faced His final hours.

“I have told you these things, so that in me you may have 
peace. In this world you will have trouble. But take heart! I 
have overcome the world” (John 16.33 NIV).
Everything stems back to the Garden of Gethsemane 

where Jesus had to draw on His father’s courage as He 
faced His inevitable end. This is why I am able to lean into 
His shoulder, resting in the knowledge that He’s been there 
and that he understands. The trouble doesn’t magically 
disappear. Instead, we are called to be strengthened by 
walking through it, to concurrently deepen our faith, and 
to be there to encourage others walking similar paths,  just 
as Jesus encourages us.

And I have had to go deeper still with Jesus at my side. 
Not because of the incessant wound from the radiation on 
my leg, not because cancer chose to come back a second 
time to my liver almost ending my life from the wicked 
chemotherapy, and not because of the “scanxiety” every 
few months when I was convinced cancer had returned. I 
had to go deeper with Him because after four years cancer 
came back a third time, this time to my adrenal gland 

and hip bone. Once more I was told I would only have a 
couple of years to live. Once more I had to tell my family 
and friends, supporting them in the devastating wake of 
such news. 

I entered into a season of surreal patience and peace 
as I trod through months of therapy and surgery.                       
I learned about giving thanks for the simple things in 
my life, and learned that “hope” does not always mean 
“cure.” Instead, healing involves us accepting what God 
has allowed for us, and living with it anyway, regardless          
of the outcome. 

Cancer is tiring, but our God is tireless for us.

So, here I stand, in remission, walking by faith and not by 
sight, as cancer once more is quiescent. I offer words of 
hope, resilience, and courage that are not my own but His. 

There are no magic answers, no magic treatments, just a 
simple mustard seed faith. 

“So when you’re on your knees and answers seem so far 
away
You’re not alone, stop holding on and just be held. Your 
world’s not falling apart, it’s falling into place. I’m on the 
throne, stop holding on and just be held.”
(Casting Crowns, 2014)

My prayer for you, if you are living with cancer or if you 
are just in a season that feels impossible to overcome, is 
that you will be held and encompassed by God’s peace. If 
you lean on Him, delving into His Word and prayer daily, 
He will give you His peace that passes all understanding. 
Because He will never leave you or forsake you, regardless 
of your circumstances.



52

THE MARKET FOR GRAPHIC DESIGNERS IS EVER GROWING 

IN A WORLD THAT STRIVES FOR VISUALLY PLEASING 

AESTHETICS. WE WANTED TO TAKE A LOOK AT WHAT 

THIS MEANT FOR THE CHURCH AND HOW DESIGNERS 

USE THEIR ARTISTICALLY DRIVEN TENDENCIES TO 

SERVE GOD AND TO SERVE THE CHURCH’S MISSION.

Lauren Lewis  
DESIGNER AT THE GROVE  

COMMUNITY CHURCH
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     Hi! I’m Lauren Lewis and I love to create. 
I’ve been working at The Grove Community 
Church as a Graphic Designer for almost 
seven years and I am honored to be a part of 
what God is doing through his church here in 
Riverside and around the world. Within that 
time, I have learned and grown as a designer; 
I work with a talented team of musical and 
creative folks that share in my passion for 
serving Christ by using our creative gifts. I have 
come to appreciate feedback and ideas from 
them, aligning with one of our church’s mottos 
“We are Better Together.”

     I am so very thankful that God has placed 
me here to design at The Grove. From the 
moment I accepted Christ in college, I knew 
that I wanted to serve and use my gifts in 
design for ministry. I started volunteering to 
design for CRU at my university, and later 
volunteering for the young adults group at 
The Grove. I also look for ways to volunteer 
my talent for those serving abroad, who have 
limited resources to design. 

     One of the most important visions that 
has directed my designs is our department’s 
purpose statement: “Communicating the 
Beauty and Truth of Christ with Clarity 

and Purpose.” To me, my role as a visual 
communicator comes with the responsibility to 
ensure that what I design is not just “beautiful” 
but also has a clear meaning, so as to not 
confuse or mislead viewers but at the same 
time having a fresh, intuuative look. My favorite 
part of working as a church designer is when I 
see folks connect with the art I have made and 
experiencing the meaningful product of what I 
had been developing for months--that is a job 
well done! 

     For inspiration, I am continuously absorbing 
visual trends, culture and the world around 
me to see if and how I can use an element 
of it within my work. I absolutely love using 
fonts for clever new ways to layout text to add 
personality to my work. Colors and photographs 
are also a large part of my designs, which is why 
I am so thankful for the fantastic free resources 
available on the internet from websites (like 
unsplash.com!).

     Like Paul says to Timothy, let’s all continue 
to “fan into flame the gift of God, which is in 
you through the laying on of my hands,” (2 
Timothy 1:6) whether it is to design, create or 
encourage. We all have a gift to use to serve 
God’s great Kingdom!



     My interest in design began 
before I really knew what it was. It 
started in science fair where I was 

more interested in what my tri-fold 
poster presentation would look like 

than the contents of my experiment. 
From there, I went to college where 
on the first day they told us to open 
Illustrator and I raised my hand and 
said “none of these starts with the 

letter ‘I’”? I had a huge learning 
curve to overcome but I fell in love 

with design and spent all my time in 
my room just working and practicing.

 As I got closer to graduation I 
started looking for jobs and found an 

opening at a non-profit in Newport 
Beach, California (In reality I was 

going to apply to be an intern, but 
the application was too long so I 

figured I would go for the full-time 
position. Sometimes you just have to 
go for it!). I worked there for a while 

and then got a call from my friend 
who is the lead designer at

 Sandals Church.

     I was really reluctant about taking 
the position because I thought that 

working at a Church would be career 
suicide. I think a lot of people, myself 

included, have this perception that 
the Church is a place where design 
is overlooked and is, at best, just a 
cheap knock-off. When in reality, I 

found, design actually plays a crucial 
role in engaging with society and 
is an opportunity to reflect God’s 

creativity. God loves beauty, he 
invented it, he spent time designing 

the entire world we live in, so why

 would we leave it out of the Church. 
We often use the word ‘created’ to 
talk about the things God has made, 
which is true, but he also designed. 
God designed the heavens and 
the earth, the fish in the sea, He 
designed you, and He designed 
me.  Granted, on my day to day 
I’m usually creating simple print 
materials or slideshows, but it is all
a reflection of God and his passion
for design.

     Design is one of the main 
avenues for Sandals Church to 
communicate their vision of “Being 
real with ourselves, God and others.”  

     Within the past year, Sandals 
Church underwent a ‘debrand’ where 
we stripped away any traditional 
marks, logos, or colors in order to let 
the typography speak for itself. The 
goal of this is to not focus on a logo 
or a traditional feeling but to create 
a visual language that puts the vision 
at the forefront of any design. As 
a result, we have created a system 
of asymmetrical and broken grid 
layouts, forcing people to engage 
with the content rather than gloss 
over any information.  

     Sandals Church presses into 
what it means to live an authentic 
walk with Christ and sometimes that 
means tackling really difficult topics. 
The environment and content have 
pushed me to be a more creative 
storyteller and work across a broader 
variety of styles and communication 
techniques.

Emily Poulin  
DESIGNER AT SANDALS CHURCH
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#church
Cassie Hanlin and Timothy Johnson share their stories

of sexual assault in the church.

Trigger Warning: Please know that some 
content in these articles consists of 
graphic depictions and may trigger 

individuals who have suffered traumA

too
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Sincerely,
      Timothy

     I grew up in what people would classify as a “typical 
Christian home.” My family and I went to church every 
Sunday, my parents were both on the worship team, and I 
went to a Christian school growing up. This meant my life 
should have been all fine and dandy, right? The Church 
the safest place to be, right?

     I learned at a very young age that sometimes the most 
painful experiences can occur inside of a Church building.

     One Sunday, when I was four years old before the 
service began, a man molested me inside the Church 
building. This man attended Church with his family every 
Sunday. At the time, I was too young to realize what 
exactly had happened and did not realize the impact it 
would have on my life growing up.

     When I was twelve that memory had begun to resurface 
and the realization, “Wow, I was molested,” started to sink 
in. I only remember thinking that something was not right 
but I was not sure how to express it. 

     I remember the feelings of anger, shame, and confusion 
that came with that realization. But before the devil could 
claim the foothold of shame, the Holy Spirit put into my 
head that I should tell someone. I decided to tell my 
mom. Later, I made the hard decision forgive the man 
who molested me. It was one of the best decisions I’ve 
ever made. I obeyed the Holy Spirit, and I’m so glad I 
did. Satan loves to have us keep to ourselves what hurts 
us most. It is only when we open ourselves up to the pain 
we’ve experienced, let others in, and let God in, that those 
wounds begin to heal.

     I know many have been hurt by people in the Church 
and honestly, those wounds can hurt most of all. Some 
have similar stories to mine, others have been betrayed by 
pastors or told hurtful things in the name of Jesus. It was 
hard to forgive. And I did not forgive and then forget. I 
remembered and then I forgave. I remembered the cross. 
Again, I felt the leading of the Holy Spirit to tell God that I 

forgive the man who did this to me. I knew it was the right 
thing to do because Scripture commands us to forgive 
those who have hurt us.
     The Holy Spirit began to work in me showing me how 
much I had been forgiven for. Jesus not only died as 
payment for my sins, but also for sins done unto me by 
other people. If you are reading this and have been hurt 
by people in the Church, remember, Jesus died for that 
also. There is healing in His name. It is easy to lump all 
Christians together, to judge God and be angry at him 
because of his followers’ actions. He had to remind me 
that He has never wronged me.

Healing comes  
through openness. 

     That is the best advice I can give to someone who has 
gone through an experience like mine. Be open. Talk with 
someone about it who knows Jesus. If you have been 
molested know this: you are normal, there is nothing 
wrong with you, you did not deserve what happened to 
you and God is on your side. He will not let things slide 
with the person who has done this to you. But Jesus still 
calls you to forgive and if that seems impossible to do, 
ask the Holy Spirit to take you back to Calvary. Jesus was 
betrayed, spit on, mocked, laughed at, flogged, beaten, 
crucified, forsaken and killed for your sin and the sins of 
the world. He knows what it feels like to be in pain.

     There is hope in Jesus. He is “making all things new” 
(Revelation 21:5) and what Satan means for evil and 
destruction, God is going to use as a testimony to His 
goodness, His love, and to bring many other people to 
faith in Christ, and that includes being molested.

     And if you who are reading this has been the 
perpetrator of such hurt, molestation, or abuse, know this: 
Jesus wants even your heart and wants to forgive you and 
heal you, too.
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    I do not know where I am. Just that the darkness 
is swallowing me whole. As I regain a moment of 
consciousness, I am aware that I cannot be here …
or that I do not want to be here. In the distance, I
hear a brusque voice hissing through the blackness.
Instinctively, I turn away, only to hear someone cry out in
response to the sharp pain that has resulted from some 
form of disobedience. 

     
     It takes me a moment to realize the sound has come 
from me, that the terror creeping into the atmosphere is 
my own, that the pain coursing through every nerve and 
every fiber is mine. But it cannot be. I stand to the side of 
the scene and look at it with disgust and horror. This girl, 
this darkness, this monster — this is not me, not my story. 

     As quickly as I was shoved outside my own body, I am 
torn back into my own consciousness by pain. There is too 
much force. He is pulling too hard. Everything starts to 
fade. But this time the darkness is different and as I hear 
the snapping of the vertebrae in my own neck, I begin to 
realize that I cannot survive this. My body is too fragile, too 
broken. I close my eyes, numb to the pain, and welcome 
the darkness. As I draw my last breath, my neck gives way 
to the pressure, all of the oxygen empties from my lungs, 
and I welcome death, 

“Okay, Lord, you can 
take me now.”

    I don’t date a whole lot and by a whole lot, I mean like 
ever really. By January 2016, I had a grand total of one 
boyfriend who I went out with for a whole month. Needless 
to say, my dating experience was minimal. So when asked 
fresh out of college by a guy from Church if I wanted 
to hang out and get to know each other, I asked some 
girlfriends what they thought about Bryce, exchanged 
giggles and excitement, and went on my naïve way to 
meet a boy. 

     Bryce. 28 years old. Brown Hair. Hazel Eyes. 
Approximately 5’ 7”. When I think of him now, it is the 
judge calling his name, the protectors around me in court, 
and my whole body involuntarily shaking in response to 
his presence. I met him at Church in the twenty-something 
group. The twenty-something group is that weird post-
high school, maybe post-college but definitely in limbo on 
the whole adulting scene at church. I think in my parents’ 
day they called it the singles group but we are way too 
progressive for that now and even welcome those young 
married couples to keep us company. I joke, but you get 
the point. It was safe. It was fun. It was Church.

   

     Bryce was a safe bet. He was a budding seminary 
student with a heart for social justice. He was intelligent 
but had a disarming sense of humor. He was kind when 
it was difficult and was generous with his time. He was 
described by most as a “good guy”. Not by me though, 
not after that night.

     There’s a passage in 2 Samuel where the story of Tamar 
is told. In it, her half-brother Amnon becomes, literally, 
“ill with lust”. After some premeditation with friends, he 
proceeds to rape his half-sister. When I think about Bryce, 
I think about this passage. The power of evil, of sin, and 
of lust is more deviant and dark than I ever could have 
imagined. He was my friend. He was safe. He lied to me. 
He used me. That night, the “good guy” carefully and 
purposefully drugged my drink, dragged me into his 
bedroom, and turned into a demonic character.

     I grew up in the Church. I believed in the Church, 
fiercely believed in it — in the hope, in the joy, in the faith it 
proclaimed and in an instant, my foundation collapsed. I no 
longer trusted Church. I no longer trusted the safety. I no 
longer trusted people.

I survived, though.
      I was not particularly glad to be alive after that, 
although I am now. After being held in that room for five 
hours, I was dismissed. I am still not sure how I made 
it home that night. When I look back on the days that 
followed, it still feels detached and unreal. My limbs were 
not my own, my body was not my own, my mind was empty 
of all thought. I was no longer human. I no longer existed. I 
was no longer. It took a lot of therapy to be able to call that 
hazy state what it was — shock.

     I went to the police, thanks to the encouragement of a 
friend from Church that recognized rape for what it was. 
This friend had the courage to see through my hurt, stand 
up to me and demand I tell her what had happened. She 
called out my hurt. I hated her for it but I had no idea how 
much I needed it. She gently and tactfully communicated 
that my “no” meant “no”, that he should have stopped, 
and in no uncertain terms that it was not my fault — I 
had been date raped. I love her and I love the Church for 
consistently speaking truth into my life. Turns out that 7
out of every 10 rapes are committed by someone known
to the victim1.

     I didn’t blame God. I blamed myself, I blamed the 
perpetrator, I blamed a lot of things … just not God. In 
the fog of the days following my rape though, I knew one 
thing as clear as day. In the midst of shame and guilt, in the 
midst of anger and pain, in the midst I knew, I felt, and I 
heard the Holy Spirit grieving with me. 

i will survive
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Sincerely,
      Cassie

     He grieved with me through two friends who sat with 
me through the hours of interviews with the police. He 
grieved with me in the hours of hospital examination that 
took place — through the friend who carried me into 
the emergency room, through the nurse who carefully 
documented every bruise, every internal tear, and tried 
to retain as much of my dignity as possible while multiple 
hands scoured my already ruined body to ensure a 
thorough examination. He grieved with me through the 
volunteer from the local sexual prevention violence agency 
who showed up with a quilt, a kind word, and a stuffed 
animal to hide my tears in. He grieved with me in the week-
long recovery that followed when he sent my mom to care 
for me — diapers, nightmares, and mood swings included. 
He grieved for me through the friend that took me into 
her house with her family and let me stay there for months 
when my mom had to return to California while I stayed 
behind to fight in a different state. He grieved with me 
through the support group of women who walked with
me through the trial that followed. He grieved with me
through people.

     The truth is that God became my only truly safe and 
restful place. He reminded me and still does, that people 
do exist who are worthy of trust. He reminds me that there 
is goodness in the world and that it does conquer evil. He 
keeps me honest with myself and keeps me asking the 
hard questions. Most importantly, He reminds me that I am 
whole — even as I heal, even as I forgive myself and the 
hurt and the people who do the hurting, even as I live — 
His grace holds me and makes me stronger.

     Honestly, it was the people that He placed in my life 
during this season that surprised me the most. It shouldn’t 
of. I mean, after all, the God who created me knows I’m 
a people person. He knew that I was going to need each 
one as they were uniquely weaved into my story at the 
precise moment they were. I waited for them to fail and I 
hoped they would give me another reason to give up … 
but they continued to show up in ways I never thought 
possible. They fought for me, protected me, and grieved 
with me and in that — in that, God reminded me of the 
steadfastness and faithfulness of the Himself and His 
people as He originally intended it all to be.

     Throughout the year and a half of my trial, I sought out 
an intrepid support system. I joined a support group, went 
to individual therapy sessions, and most importantly, I kept 
making plans. I lost some battles and won others. Some 
people showed up, others didn’t. Through it all, I tasted 
life more vividly than I ever had before — darker lows and 
brighter highs. My Church told my rapist that he was not 
allowed on the premises; eventually, this was a condition 
of my restraining order as well. On one particularly difficult 
day after my pastor preached on forgiving someone for 
something or other. I told him, “You don’t know what the 
f*** you’re asking.” Yes, to his face. In grace, he responded 
with, “Years. It took years for me, too.” and simply wept 
with me after that. 

     I didn’t know what I needed. My Church didn’t know 
what to say. But they just kept showing up and sharing 
the hurt with me. Turns out that’s exactly what I needed. I 
believe the Church is good, it can be safe, it is light, and I 
have hope for the goodness of its people.
     

     Almost two years later, I still have good days and bad 
days. I still don’t trust a lot of people and I don’t trust a lot 
of churches. Learning to survive after a trauma is a constant 
work in progress. I am learning what works for me and what 
doesn’t. The more I talk about my rape, the more I realize I 
am not alone, I am reclaiming my power and my voice, and 
how needed this conversation is2. I am fighting for those 
who cannot speak, who are not there yet. We are here for 
you when you do3.

     Hurt takes many shapes and many forms as does faith, 
healing, grieving, and survival. I had a good friend say to 
me once, “Count your wins every day. Remember that 
every little thing is a victory. You got out of bed today 
– win. You brushed your hair today – win. You ate today – 
win.” So count your wins. If tomorrow or yesterday is too 
overwhelming, focus on surviving today. I promise there will 
be a day when you don’t think about it.
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my fellow survivors,

#churchtoo

I LOVE YOU.
I BELIEVE YOU.

YOU ARE
NOT ALONE.
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hat does “forgiveness” mean for those who 

feel no remorse, standing satisfied atop their 
mountain and gazing down upon the ashes of 

your once cheerful, carefree self? The ones who have 
robbed you of your confidence, leaving you wondering 

who you are at all? The ones who have spoken those 
revolting lies into your tender heart so assuredly that you 
have begun to wonder if they are actually true?

     They try to dress you in their slander, and you resist at 
first. You know the truth and pray that it will set you free. You 
wade through the carnage toward a cloudy mirror across 
the room, desperate to see in it the person you once knew 
yourself to be: a beautiful, redeemed child of the Risen King. 
You long to believe that no costume of vile words can veil 
what lies within. You cling to the truth that light drives away 
darkness, that good always wins.
     But as you slog through the rubble of who you once 
were, you grow so tired that you begin to lose your fight. 
The lies take root, and you slowly lose sight of the beauty 
of your soul. It happens so subtly that when you finally 
reach the mirror and examine the reflection staring back at 
you, you are shocked to find that the worst has happened: 
somehow, those clothes of shame are hanging accusingly 
from your frantic frame. You have put them on, claiming 
them as your own.

     You revolt against it. You refuse to accept that you have 
been conquered by their deception. You long to see yourself 
once again through lenses of Truth, but you can’t seem to 
find those particular glasses in this new wardrobe of yours. 
They must have slipped off somewhere on the journey, but 
you were so enshrouded in the lies that you didn’t even 
notice them fall. Now, peering into that reflection, you make 
the final call.     
     It is time to rebuild. Not to simply regress to who 
you once were, but to become all that you were always 
meant to be. But how do you move on from pain so all-
encompassing? From deception so defining? Moreover, 
how do you “forgive as the Lord forgave you?” To offer 
forgiveness where it is not requested or desired is an 
excruciating process. They took their turn dressing you in 
that hideous palette of betrayal and distortion; now it is 
your turn to choose their ensemble. Will you clothe them in 
palettes of grace and mercy? Adorn them with an array of 
compassion and empathy?

     Kindreds, I wrestle alongside you for the answers to 
these questions. I, too, have crumbled under the weight 
of ill-placed judgment, left to wonder who in the world 
I had become. Not long ago, I made a mistake. It was 
well-intentioned, but not everyone wanted to believe 
that. Suddenly, everything I thought I knew about myself 
was publicly called into question: my heart, my motives, 
my character. As the lies spread and the accusations ran 
rampant, I lost sight of who I was — of who Christ had 

claimed me to be. Rather than standing confidently in Truth,
I retreated into shame, my heart becoming bitter
and hardened.

     I will not pretend that I have undergone a complete 
wardrobe makeover. There are days when I look into the 
mirror and, upon careful observation, notice those patches 
of uncertainty still remain around the elbows, albeit softened 
over time. My glasses still fog up from time to time, and 
the pain of rejection still twinges. But on this long journey 
to forgiveness, I have made two significant discoveries that 
have given my heart the courage to begin emerging from 
the shadows.

     The first is this: There comes a time when you are no 
longer a victim, but an enabler. It happens so subtly that 
I cannot tell you precisely when the transition occurs. But 
it does — that I can assure you. At some point, you have 
to shed the garments and claim the Truth. They may have 
been donned against your will, but only you are capable of 
their full removal. There is no condemnation for those who 
are His, so stop accommodating the accusations. Choose 
to keep breathing the breath of life. Keep sputtering in the 
waves, no matter how high they rise, and don’t let them 
pull you under. Choose to shed the shameful clothing, no 
matter how tightly it squeezes when you try to pull it over 
your head. It is not who you are. It is nothing but a hindrance 
to the freedom you have been offered. Stop giving it that 
power and get it off.

    Secondly, whoever said, “forgive and forget,” was 
profoundly out of touch with reality. It would be impossible 
and, I would argue, unhelpful to entirely erase these 
experiences from our memory. So, here we have arrived 
at the place I stand in my own battle for forgiveness, my 
greatest revelation in the mess: Forgiveness is less about 
forgetting it happened to you, and more about how you let
it change your heart. 

     Either way, your heart will change. It will either become 
hardened, bitter, irritable, frustrated, and defensive … or 
it will soften and transform further into the likeness of the 
Father. One will happen on its own; the other will require one 
of the hardest, sweetest battles of your life. 

    This is our chance to look expectantly for the beauty
He is capable of sculpting from the ashes. This is about 
separating the perpetrator from the crime. This is about 
giving Him permission to chisel away our hard edges, no 
matter how painful the process, in faith that He is creating
a masterpiece of eternal significance that our earthly eyes 
may never even behold. 

     When we maintain this perspective and search for His 
hand at work, we may just turn around and realize that half 
the work of forgiveness has already been done.
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To get the tools out and shake the dust,

To leave the phone off its cradle,

To hear the socket twist and click,

To feel soil on the tips of your fingers,

To affix the needle with fresh thread,

To hear the nails jingle in the box,

To scratch new ink onto virgin parchment,

And to wipe paint-spattered hands on aprons,

Is better than a wage most days.

poem by marc apel + PHOTO BY JESSICA LAWSON 69
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     Ancient ruins from ancestors past cast a shadow over 
the hustle and bustle of tour buses in Corinth, Greece. The 
Acrocorinth stands high above the normal transactions of 
tourism. Tacky merchandise parades around international 
visitors guided by locals recalling their memorized facts. 
Papyrus font is slapped on neon shirts of groups of tourist 
that were roped into matching. Visitors are taken around 
the ruins of Corinth while the information about the 
Biblical city is rattled off with ease. The Acrocorinth looms 
overhead, watching.  
 
     Acropolis is a Greek word that literally means high city. 
In ancient Greece, the Acropolis of Corinth had a temple 
dedicated to Aphrodite, known as the goddess of love.  
The goddess herself inspired a slew of temple prostitution. 
How painfully ironic and heartbreaking that the goddess 
of love stood as the champion for loveless exploitation. 
Being just another historical checkpoint, tour guides drone 
on about these dark realities as they point to rubble and 
dust of what was once the center of debauchery and 
exploitation in the ancient world. They joke that it was the 
Las Vegas of its time. 

“What happens in Corinth stays in Corinth,” they say.

Sandals kick up dust and tours continue on. 
 
     I close my eyes and feel the ocean breeze kiss my face 
and Corinth comes to life. From the ruins come the faces 
that once called this place home. A woman barters for her 
groceries, stray dogs run in the streets, the leading thinkers 
of the ancient world debate passionately in courtyards. 
The aroma of Mediterranean dishes is tantalizing in the air. 
Artisans intricately detail designs on pottery. Seamstresses 
weave and spin cloth into clothing for growing little ones. 
The faces, sights, and smells of Corinth make me wonder 
what life must have been like in this place. 
 
     The darkness of Corinth comes to life as well. Men going 
to the temple to find a prostitute to be within some twisted 
version of spiritual edification. Young girls assuming the 
identity of a temple prostitute because it’s all they’ve ever 
known. Women standing in their shame, with no shortage 
of demand. The artifacts that survive the lives of the 
prostitutes tell their gruesome story, but tour guides gloss 
over the facts with witty banter as to not upset the guests. 
 
     But as they share the stories of the ancient world, they 
mirror the same exploitation that happens today, in our 
time. Just a stone throw’s away in Athens is the modern 
day red light district where men of all ages can slip into 
buildings to purchase a woman for her body, to treat her
as a commodity. The exploitative nature of ancient Greece
has not died over time but has simply evolved. 

This evolution is not exclusive to Greece but is a living 
nightmare affecting 20 million individuals^1 in the world 
today who are victims of human trafficking. 

     Continuing into current times, young Greek men are 
introduced to prostitution as a symbol of masculinity. They 
don’t question it, it’s tradition. Brothels kick out teenage 
boys who sneak in and out to get a free peek. Women from 
surrounding countries are coerced into a life of exploitation, 
tricked into promises of jobs. Modeling careers, 
housekeeping, whatever fake listing will get them in are 
used to then trap them in prostitution in a country they do 
not know, exploited by people that do not care to know 
them. The red light district, an area known for their stacked 
brothels, is named after the literal red lights used to mark 
where sex can be purchased and femininity exploited. They 
cast a haunting glow, to light up the darkness in these 
alleys. 

Beauty and pain. Rubble and life. Light and darkness. 

     Corinth was renowned for its exploitation. Yet, Paul 
wrote to them. Even though writing to these people of 
violence and debauchery would have seemed as futile 
as passing out Gospel tracts on the Las Vegas strip. In a 
culture so submerged in horrific practices, change appears 
unattainable and hopeless. 
 

But then we read 1 Corinthians. 

     In the middle of this hyper-sexualized culture (sound 
familiar?) and madness, 1 Corinthians read like a tender 
love letter, an extension of God’s very love and breath. A 
love letter to a congregation that is admonished to be light 
in the darkness, to be in the world but not of the world. 
In the midst of debauchery and search for identity, the 
Corinthian Church receives a letter from Paul affirming who 
they are in Christ. 

     “Do you know that you yourselves are God’s temple 
and that God’s Spirit lives in you? If anyone destroys God’s 
temple, God will destroy him, for God’s temple is sacred, 
and you are that temple” (1 Corinthians 3:16 NIV).

     Perhaps when they read this their eyes turned up from 
the scroll to the temple of the goddess of love. Temple ... 
that temple? That temple was built to a pagan goddess 
that demanded degradation and pain from her followers 
and disguised it as love. That temple was dedicated to 
an idol that stands in sharp contrast to the God these 
members have heard Paul talk about and believe in. That 
temple relied on exploitation to thrive and caused all who 
walked past to look away in disgust or shame. 
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But that temple is not the temple Paul is talking about. 

     “Do you not know that your body is a temple of the 
Holy Spirit, who is in you, whom you have received from 
God? You are not your own: you were bought at a price. 
Therefore honor God with your body” (1 Corinthians
6:19 NIV). 

     Paul takes a symbol of darkness and redeemed its 
darkness with a message of hope, an assertion of identity. 
The Church of Corinth battled hard against the darkness 
around them. Their convictions were found in a place 
that thrived on debauchery and selfishness. Morality and 
goodness were foreign languages here. This Church, these 
people who were tempted to and had even taken part in 
lingering in the darkness around them, this Church Paul 
calls redeemed. 
     
     I look at this passage and see a message of hope and 
a love letter from God, through Paul to the Church. It is a 
love letter affirming true identity in Christ as a temple of the 
Holy Spirit. These temples that towered over communities, 

stone over stone carefully fitted and formed and cared for, 
serve as a symbol — a symbol that He can make all
things new. 

     Paul’s letter to the Church of Corinth may have been the 
first time anyone had affirmed that identity in her. And he 
doesn’t say it once, he says it twice. 

     It’s as if he’s saying, “In case you didn’t hear that right 
the first time, you, yes you, precious daughter of God, are a 
temple, and not the one you’re thinking of.” 

     Friends, the dark and ugly ruins of Corinth are suddenly 
rebuilt in hope within the context of Paul’s letters. Without 
this knowledge, Corinth, dusty and crumbling, feels dirty 
and horrific. But envisioned with the affirmation of identity 
that Paul gives, the affirmation that you are a temple, and 
the weight of that in a society that reveres temples is as 
breathtaking as the coastal view from that ancient site. 

     I feel small sometimes in the face of big injustices like 
the beast of human trafficking and sexual exploitation. 

How can I make a difference? The numbers shout as the 
voice for these victims. An estimated one in five women 
are victims of rape^2. How much more have not voiced 
their pain? The pain of the past and present is now a multi-
billion-dollar industry with an estimated $150 billion^3 
raked in due to people treating pleasure as a commodity, 
sold adjacent to coffee-to-go and souvenirs. Runaways find 
themselves at a unique risk with 1 in 6 likely to become 
victims^4 of sexual exploitation. 

     The dust of corrupt Corinth has not settled. Rather, the 
spirit of corruption has grown stronger under the forces
of technological advances, increase in demand, and
increased accessibility with travel advances and the ease
of smartphones. Sexual exploitation now comes as easy

as ordering a pizza or picking a movie from Redbox. How 
can we fight against an issue of this scale? 

     Despair points me back to my day observing and 
learning in Corinth. Paul didn’t seem to let the magnitude 
and scope of exploitation slow his advocacy down. While 
these statements of identity are not directly addressing 
Aphrodite’s temple, to assume that this wording would go 
unnoticed by his audience seems to miss the mark. When 
manipulation, exploitation, and abuse attack, we can be a 
voice that advocates, protects, and affirms shouting back 
“The Church is a temple! She is worthy beyond measure!” 
 

And let’s keep telling her that until she believes it too.
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     I’m from Riverside, California. On a good day, the traffic 
to Los Angeles is an hour. On most days the collective 
population of Southern California forgets how to drive and 
the time increases from 1 to 3 hours. The city I live in is 
pleasant, but no one here knows people that have made 
money doing things other than traditional routes. I grew 
up without artistic influences and the idea that you could 
make money as an artist was foreign to me. One of the 
first artists I saw in a textbook was Jeff Koons, his balloon 

figures made of steel. And back then, I didn’t get it. “If 
that’s what an artist is, I’m not that,” I thought. Riverside 
kids don’t make art, we become regular people with 
regular jobs and we certainly don’t fly across the country 
on a whim to meet with a woman who doesn’t know us.

     The woman (let’s call her Karen) worked for a prominent 
magazine, Fast Company, and my latest idea was to pitch 
her an artistic concept for an upcoming conference they 

     Everything in New York is large — the buildings, the 
pizza, and the steel balloon figurines.

     Jeff Koons’s Balloon Flower sits right under One World 
Trade Center, nestled in between small fountains that 
shoot water in synchronized intervals.  The sun won’t hit 
you if you stand there in the afternoon, a gift from One 
World Trade Center. The shade is cold and it makes me 
hug my coat tighter but not before I zip it up, eyes on my 

fingers as the metal teeth interlock over my button up 
shirt, stopping when the zipper passes an oil stain. In the 
pocket of my jacket is a mostly-used napkin and the last 
remaining evidence of a cheap New York meal: streetside-
hole-in-the-wall-dollar pizza. I look at the pizza stain and 
then into the mirrored glass door to the building and then 
back at Koons’ blazing scarlet Balloon Flower and back to 
the pizza stain: I can’t go in there like this. I don’t belong 
here.



had in a few months time. She initially seemed excited, 
we emailed and then spoke on the phone. Weeks went 
by and she never returned another email or phone call. I 
found the address to the magazine New York office and 
then texted a friend who had just moved to the Big Apple.

“I’m coming to New York, 
 can I crash on your couch?”

     The message had yet to turn blue before I reached out 
to a company on Twitter, a small sketchbook company 
named Baron Fig and showed them some of my recent 
2014 work. They liked my work and my pitch to paint 
something in their office. They agreed to pay me — an 
impromptu budget set for a spontaneous business version 
of the movie scene where the guy runs to the airport for 
the girl. Except for the girl, in this case, was a business 
contact and the person running was an artist with his best 
button-up shirt with a pizza stain on it.

     The stain came from unplanned, quick eating (a habit 
I still have to this day) and it didn’t surprise me when I 
saw it on my shirt. It only confirmed a dark whisper that 
had been on my mind when I pulled out my credit card 
to purchase the flight back in Riverside: “Who are you? 
And why do you think you belong? You’re just a sloppy 
pizza stained art kid!” It’s crazy how accurate those dark 
fears come into play, perhaps in hindsight, I should have 
avoided the pizza altogether. And here, in front of a red 
flower balloon made of steel, the voice returned: “You’re 
not Jeff Koons — you’re not a real artist.”

     The woman didn’t know I was coming to the office that 
day and the security wasn’t letting people in who didn’t 
have an appointment. I walked back towards the Balloon 
Flower and texted my mom.

“I’m nervous about this meeting.”

     I looked up from my phone and saw two men hanging 
off the side of One World Trade Center. They were 
squeegeeing the windows, one by one. I later learned that 
One World Trade Center is so large that the squeegee 
crew is always cleaning windows — by the time they reach 
the top, the bottom is already dirty. You only really notice 
dirty windows when you work in retail.

     One year prior I was the manager of a coffee shop back 
in Riverside, standing behind the bar, stamping cups and 
logging inventory when a man came into the shop with a 
squeegee and a bucket. He was my age, no more than 22, 
and spoke with a soft voice. I greeted him and asked what 
he’d like to drink. He declined and instead asked if he 
could wash the windows for a small fee. I responded that 
we already have our windows washed by someone else. 
Window Washer asked if I was the owner and I said no, 

but that the owner would be in later. Window Washer sat 
down at a table and waited. He waited for an hour, past 
the time I said the owner would be in (which wasn’t a lie, 
the owner simply didn’t come in that day). The Window 
Washer thanked us for our time and left. The next day I 
was serving a customer when he walked in with his bucket. 
I told him we were fine. He smiled and left. The day after 
that he came in and I just shook my head. “No, dude- 
move on.”

     Window Washer came in every day that week I was 
on shift until one day I walked up to an afternoon shift to 
see him squeegeeing the windows. I admired his tenacity 
and wondered if I transplanted that within myself — what 
would that do for my art?  I quit the coffee shop to really 
pursue art a few weeks after Window Washer broke 
through to the owner.

     The window washers worked with slow precision 
until my phone vibrated and continued buzz after buzz. 
My mom was blowing up my phone with a 13 message 
epilogue on Moses. 

“Have courage, like Moses.  
God is with you.”

     At the time I rolled my eyes at the message. Of course, 
my mom would throw the book of Exodus at me. But she 
was right.

     What strikes me about the story of Moses is the 
structure of how God built Moses into a courageous 
leader: through repetition and tenacity. Moses didn’t think 
he could be something great and he was right. Moses 
wasn’t qualified for the position God gave him, he was just 
a man (more than likely with a pizza-stained robe).  

     It was God who gave Moses the strength and the ability 
to perform the miracles. It was God who gave Moses his 
identity and greatness. The story of Moses reminds me 
of my own identity and how it isn’t tied up into meetings, 
successes, failures, money, loss of money, likes, comments, 
followers or any other useless metric: my identity is in 
Christ and He has already made me great.

    It was this moment when I truly decided that I wasn’t 
someone great, at least not yet. I wasn’t Jeff Koons but
I am Geoff Gouveia and Geoff Gouveia would go into
that building.

     Security asked me for my driver’s license and I gave 
it to them. I told them I had a meeting on the seventh 
floor with Karen. The nice man told me I wasn’t in the 
system and said he was sorry. I told him to call Karen and 
gave him her number. He tried the number and no one 
answered. The security guard walked over to another and 



BY GEOFF GEOUVIA   

     The elevators in One World Trade center are fast. Either 
that or my heart was going to explode from nervousness. 
“What was I going to say? Is this considered stalking?” 
The doors opened and I walked to the secretary’s desk: 
     
“Is Karen here, we’ve been speaking on the phone (100% 
truth) and I told her I’d come by the office today (50% 
truth) did she put me on the list? (0% truth, what list is this 
referring to?).”

     The secretary looked down and then phoned Karen. 
Karen was in a meeting but I was welcome to sit in
the lobby.

     It was here in the lobby, on awkward trendy half 
couches that make your knees look gangly, that the dark 
voice came back again: “Who are you? She doesn’t even 
want to meet with you.” The voice had a point and it only 
became louder as I waited for more than ninety minutes.

     Across the room, a crowd of people burst through a 
door. In the crowd was a familiar face: Karen’s. I walked up 
to her and sputtered.
 
     “I’m Geoff Gouveia, we’ve talked on the phone. I was 
in New York and thought I’d stop by.”

     I could see Karen backtracking the logistics of how I 
was standing in front of her and it matched with her words. 

     “Ohh right. Heeeey, Geoff. I’m sorry, I have to go to
a meeting.”

     “No worries, I just thought I’d stop by. If you ever need 
something, I’d love to work together.”

     She nodded and kept walking. I thanked the secretary 
and left, took the fast elevator to the bottom and walked 
out into the Koons courtyard. I’m sure even he started like 
this — with a strikeout.

     This unfruitful meeting was a turning point in my career. 
It taught me the benefit of trying just to see where it goes. 
And once it was attempted, I could at least say I tried. I 
also learned that building courage as an artist comes with 
repetition and tenacity.   
 
     I believe getting where you want to go as an artist or 
a creative is a numbers game: simply keep churning out 
work, keep reaching out, keep going to meetings, keep 
showing your work, keep being you.

     The Fast Company gig never worked out, but the 
framework behind it did. I’ve used this same technique 
(relentless follow-up and tenacity) to do work with 
Facebook, Starbucks, and Adidas as well many other 
smaller companies. I’d like to point to my artistic merit as 
the reason I’ve done so many cool jobs but that simply 
isn’t the case. There are thousands of better artists 
than me, thousands more qualified, more gifted, better 
organized, more artistic, but I solemnly believe I’m near 
the top with the level of effort I put forth into showing up 
the next day.
    
    You’re not Jeff Koons, you’re not Moses, you’re not 
Window Washer, you’re not Geoff Gouveia but you’re you 
and the only way the world will see that is if you show up 
tomorrow. See you there.
   
    *I do get Jeff Koons’ work now. But maybe I’m just 
being pretentious and pretending.
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     There is power in bringing the 
things that haunt us to the light. 
Once it's there, illuminated, out in 
the open, it's out of our hands and 
into much more capable, much 
stronger ones. Depression isn't 
always what it seems; a constant 
lulling sadness. Sometimes it's 
a vibrant, sore smile aching 
for someone to notice the hurt 
beneath it. Sometimes it's a dull, 
lethargic drum, a needless and 
experienceless season. Sometimes 
it's an intense vulnerability, a prickly 
sensitivity. With many guises it 
masks itself. Some of our editors 
told us about the freedom and 
healing that came with confronting 
depression instead of hiding from 
it. This is what happened when they 
had the courage to unmask it and 
say, out loud, 
"I think I'm depressed."

     It waited for me every morning, 
this deep and painful sorrow. It taunted 
me and teased me; it told me to stay 
right where I was, that I wouldn’t make 
it, couldn’t make it through the day. And 
I couldn’t name it, couldn’t identify this 
wicked creature who whispered into my 
neck and seduced me with lies in an 
annoyingly constant rhythm. For days I 
fought hard to ignore it. By the end of the 
week, I was out of breath, pinned down 
and slipping into what I knew it was but 
couldn’t manage to say. 

     That’s as long as it lasted: one week. 
I never thought I’d be the person to 
experience this, the person to stare down 
depression and nearly let it win. No one 
ever told me enough about its subtlety, 
how depression can go unnoticed and 
undefined. I guess it isn’t a thing many 
people like to talk about. Or perhaps I 
never listened because let’s face it, there’s 
no way I could experience such a thing. 
But I think if most people are honest, if 
most people had an accurate view of what 
depression looks like, sounds like, feels 
like, they’d say they’ve seen it before and 
maybe even had experienced it before. 
   

  At long last, when the looming fog 
started turning into darkness and when 
my arms were sore from keeping back the 
beast, I said it. We were on the couch, not 
really watching something, and there it 
went — my mouth uttered what my heart 
didn’t yet have a grasp on: “I think I’m 
depressed.” 

     In a moment, by the grace of God, I 
understood the cause of the funk that held 
me captive for a week — and the cure for 
it. The ability to speak it out loud seemed 
to shove it into the place it belonged: far 
away from me. I said it more, in an email I 
stomped out the same phrase to a friend. 
She responded with gentleness, honesty, 
and grace. In my journal I talked it over 
with God, he responded with security, 
patience, and peace. 

Light has power over 
darkness, the truth has 
power over depression.

     
     By bringing what was ailing me into 
the light, it could no longer be darkness. 
Saying it with my mouth gave my heart
the space to feel the weight of what
was actually happening. The light gave
me victory.

Sincerely,
      Taylor81
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     A deep, shaky sigh escaped my body, 
almost involuntarily. It was the kind of sigh 
that catches you off guard, that feels almost 
like it came from someone else. I laughed a 
little bit at how dramatic the sigh sounded, 
but the sigh resonated from somewhere deep 
within myself. 

     I was in the middle of a "car therapy" 
session with my friend from college who 
was visiting me in Oregon from Southern 
California, talking about life and how weird
it is; how it’s hard to make friends, how I 
know a lot of people but I don’t really know 
anybody (and nobody really knows me),
how all I want to do is lay in bed and how
I’ve been just feeling discouraged and 
hopeless and generally unable and unwilling 
to do things, anything. And then it suddenly 
dawned on me.

     Oh. I’m depressed.

     I stopped crying and looked up. After a 
pause, when I finally said it out loud, I felt an 
instant relief. Not relief from depression – if 
only it were that easy – but relief from the 
swirling vortex of unknown despair: “WHAT 
THE HECK IS HAPPENING TO ME??? WHY 
DO I FEEL THIS WAY??? WHY CAN’T I GET 
OUT OF BED???? AND WHY DON’T
I CARE????” 

     Shoot, man. It’s my good ol’ friend, 
depression. A familiar friend, but one that’s 
been distant lately. Until now, at least.

     Saying the words “I’m depressed” won’t 
make you not depressed. But here’s the thing:

You can’t fight a battle that you don’t even 
know you’re fighting.
You can’t escape from a trap that you don’t 
even know you’ve been trapped in.
You can’t move forward until you know that 
you’re stuck.
You can’t get better until you realize that 
you’re not okay.
     

     Depression leads me into a place of 
isolation where I forget and/or don’t believe 
that I have people who love me and care for 
me and, more importantly, that I have a God 
who loves me and cares for me. Even though I 
know these things deep in my soul, it’s hard to 
get through to myself and take them to heart 
amid a depressive episode. 

But when I realize and acknowledge 
where I am, I remember that I don't have 

to fight alone.

     If you find yourself in a similar place, don't 
lose heart.
     Make moves, no matter how small.
     Talk to someone. Talk to God. A friend. A 
therapist. Your mom. Your friend's mom.
     If you can't ask for help, ask someone to 
ask for help for you. Heck, send us an email 
and we can do it for you!

     This realization – that I’m depressed – 
dawned on me not very long ago. And guess 
what!? I’m still depressed. I’m still fighting 
with myself for myself. I’m still trying to work 
my way out of the funky place that I’m in. And 
for someone who also struggles with anxiety, 
it’s no easy feat. But every day is new and 
while sometimes that means a better day
than yesterday and sometimes it doesn’t, 
at least I know where I am. I am trying to 
remember that I can have bad days, that I can 
be depressed and still be valuable, still be
loved, and still move forward (even if it’s very,
very slowly).

Sincerely,
      Katey

     “I’m so depressed”, “This is 
giving me depression”,  “So-and-
so gave me depression.”

     These are common phrases 
I hear flippantly passed around 
at my current job as a librarian 
at a California high school, 
where anything that can be 
dramatized is over-dramatized. 
I was a little different regarding 
the subject of depression when 
I attended this same school as 
a teen. My understanding was 
linked to a single person who 
struggled with it in silence, and 
to social media where people 
would blatantly lay out their life’s 
woes. But after leaving the high 
school atmosphere and entering 
the college realm, I began to 
understand the true meaning of 
having depression.

     During my junior year in 
college, while balancing four jobs 
and life as a biology student, my 
social life merged with my work 
life, I made new friends, and I 
started to become dependent on 
their validation.

     And then this work/social life 
conglomerate crumbled in my 
head. I had crossed too many 
wires and replaced all of my top 
priorities with self-images and 
reputations that couldn't hold a 
flame to the slightest breeze.

     I wasn’t able to, by my 
standards, please my friends 
enough, thus my sources of 
validation were eliminated. I had 
no distraction to keep me from 
my thoughts. I spiraled into an 
obsession concerning mistakes 
I might have, or might not have, 
made. If I had changed this one 
little thing, could I have salvaged 
what I had lost? 

     So I stayed in bed or I drove 
out of town; I just wanted to 
be alone and think it all over. I 
deleted social media apps and 
other forms of communication. 
I even left my phone on my 
nightstand for days, forcing 
myself to not look at it.

     Then those who cared 
about me said something, and I 
recognized something was deeply 

wrong with my thought process. I 
had sunken through the semester 
and ended up at the bottom. 
Depressed.

      And I decided to give myself 
time. I could not heal overnight. 
Someone once told me a broken 
foot couldn't heal if you kept 
walking on it like it wasn’t broken. 
It took more than a year to finally 
feel like I had taken my last, small 
step out of that pit. Even now I 
notice the hunger for validation 
from people when I should be 
seeking my acceptance from 
something more substantial, a 
cornerstone if you will. 

     "Commit your way to the 
Lord; trust in him and he will do 
this: He will make your righteous 
reward shine like the dawn, your 
vindication like the noonday sun" 
Psalm 37:5-6.

     If I open myself to my Father 
and trust in Him, He and He alone 
will validate my life.

Sincerely,
      Jared
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     If I had a dollar for every 
time I heard "you're so happy”, 
"you have the joy of the Lord”, 
"your smile is so joyful”, I would 
probably have enough money to 
pay for a solid therapist to help 
with my struggles.

     I've been trying to follow 
Jesus, the best I can, for almost 
10 years. And even before then 
I remember being so low some 
days that I would pretend I was 
sick so I could stay home from 
school. You did that too? Oh cool. 
Yeah, I missed almost 30 days of 
school my freshman year of high 
school because I was emotionally 
sick. And even my closest friends 
at the time had no idea.

     If you tapped me on the 
shoulder and said, “Hey”  you 
would get a classic Jessica dose 
of warmth and sunshine. Because 
at the core of who God made me, 
He made a loving people-helper. 
But when a depression spell 
sweeps over my compassion, 

I’m left with a deflated Jess who 
needs to wander off alone to deal 
with her problems herself.
     
     There's something in me that's 
always believed it was my own 
problem. It was something that 
I created, I fell into, and that I 
needed to get myself out. But 
never did I call it "depression." 
I didn't even know that this 
was genuinely depression I've 
always struggled with until a few 
months ago when I Googled 
"high-functioning depression" 
and found I fit the description 
perfectly. And while I type this, 
knowing my mother will read 
this, I want to scream out to each 
individual reader, BUT I DON'T 
NEED HELP.

     Currently, in this newlywed, 
away-from-my-home-of-23.5-
years season that my husband 
and I found ourselves in, I've 
been battling depression at least 
once a month. 

     Sometimes I let it win. 
Sometimes I battle with prayer 
Sometimes it feels like prayer 
doesn't work. But God gave me 
people in my life to help me, 
because maybe all along that was 
God trying to help.

     You don't have to run to 
therapy; you don't have to run to 
medication. You can walk. You can 
strut. But there are other things 
that Christians count out ... a lot. 
Prayer is amazing. It's powerful. 
It's life-changing. Tell a prayer 
warrior. Tell a friend. Because if 
you're like me, you might be too 
weak to pray for yourself, and
that doesn't mean there isn't 
someone around who can go to 
battle for you.

Sincerely,
      Jessica

     I’ve always been a deep thinker 
and seemingly “in control” of my 
emotions. My brother has often 
jokingly said I have no soul, typically 
when my entire family is crying over a 
touching episode of “Say Yes to the 
Dress” except me.

“Oh, just wait. This will make you cry!” 

I doubt it. 

     I am not an emotionless robot. I do 
feel. I feel a lot. But it manifests into 
thoughts.

     Growing up, I was often stuck in 
those thoughts; hesitant to articulate 
them. If I was having a problem or 
there was something I needed to talk 
about, I would hover around my mom 
until she asked me what I needed to 
talk about. I couldn’t just come out and 
say it. I had to give myself permission.

     As I got older, journaling became a 
safe space for me to process. I would 
journal about significant things that 
were happening in my life or musings
I had — similar to the content found
in Sincerely, Kindred. My journals
were a place where I could be honest 
with myself.

     But for the entirety of 2016 and 
most of 2017, I didn’t journal.

     Instead, I slept. I slept away spiritual 
exhaustion as I entered into a new 
and difficult ministry context. I slept 
away the loneliness I was experiencing 
being hundreds of miles away from 
family and friends who truly knew me. I 
slept away the darkness, the heaviness, 
all thoughts, all emotions, all pain. I 
slept because I was tired of life, not 
because my body needed sleep.

     Let the tears fall. Let them fall so I 
can catch them.

     I knew exactly what was wrong but 
I wouldn’t give myself permission, to 
be honest. It wasn’t until it manifested 
into a health concern that I finally let 
myself acknowledge the real problem. 

“I think I’m depressed,” I told my 
husband. 

“I know you’re depressed,” he said.

     I didn’t necessarily feel sad all the 
time. But maybe I had let depression 
take over me for so long that it 
became my normal?

Let the tears fall. Let them fall so I can 
catch them, God told me. 

OK.

      I journaled. I poured it all out. I 
thought and I wrote, and I thought and 
I wrote. And I cried and cried, and I felt 
free.

You need to give everything to Me.
All of it. 

That still small voice was there the 
entire time.

     Immerse yourself in Me; don’t just 
dip your feet in. Acknowledge how 
you feel to Me. I will carry you. I will 
sustain you. I am guiding you. The 
valley has a purpose. Let Me walk with 
you through it. Don’t shut Me out. Let 
Me deal with your depression. Let Me 
deal with your disappointment. I can 
handle it.

Sincerely,
      Kara
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     hat was considered a weakness is 
now her biggest strength. Inspired by 

her debilitating fear of speaking, Krista 
Hengesh founded Live Salted — a ministry 

dedicated to encourage and empower women to 
discover the gifts God has given them, embrace their 

weaknesses, and live out their purpose in the Kingdom 
of God. Because of this ministry, hundreds of women are 
overcoming insecurities and comparison in their life and 
it’s all because one girl decided to destroy the lies she told 
herself and replace them with truth. “You can’t tell good 
stories, because you can’t even speak without stumbling 
over your words.” 

     “Do you really think someone will 
want to listen to you if you can’t enunciate or put words to 
your thoughts properly?”

     “You will never be known because 
you don’t know how to talk about your emotions 
or even slow down enough to make coherent thoughts.” 

     “You shouldn’t even have this job, so many other 
people are more articulate, funnier, and more relatable 
than you...”

     The lies did not stop. These were the thoughts
running through my mind as I was on my way to Malibu,
a Young Life camp in Canada, to serve for one month on
Summer Staff. 

     In 7th grade, the normal fear of speaking in front of 
people morphed into this belief that I was unable to speak 
at all. Person after person would tell me that I spoke so 
fast it was hard for them to understand me. Because of 

their reiteration, this ‘normal’ nervousness people often 
experience while speaking in front of people took over my 
whole life in an abnormal way. 

     My speaking problem was real. I even had to have 
my parents order for me at restaurants.It got to the point 
that I decided to go to speech therapy lessons. It was 
debilitating. It was controlling. It held me back. It made 
me feel trapped. 

     At the core of who I am I love people, I love stories, I 
love asking questions. But this belief that I could not speak 
well became a foothold in which the devil was reigning 
and I was consumed. 

     But during that month at Young Life camp, God 
answered my prayers, met me exactly where I was and 
revealed to me a lesson that I will never forget. He said 
to me, “This lie of not being able to speak well is partly 
physical — you do speak fast, but you are not incapable. 
But it’s more mental than it is physical — you have let the 
fear of not being able to speak reign in your life, so now 
you act upon that belief.” 

     This was not only a physical and mental handicap but 
it was a stronghold in my life. If the devil could get me to 
believe those lies then he could shut me up, and limit me 
from stepping into my God-given identity and fully live out 
what he created me for. Underneath the insecurities with 
my speech, I am a daughter of God created exactly as I 
am for a unique and set-apart purpose. When I was able to 
see my “perceived limitation” through that perspective my 
entire mindset changed.

     When I was a senior at Chapman University, I took a trip 
to New Zealand where I connected with friends who loved 

the Lord deeply yet felt a lack of resources to encourage 
them in their faith. Knowing exactly how they felt, I 
decided I needed to do something about it. 

     With passion and a newfound fire in my soul, I created 
an online platform and community to encourage women 
to overcome doubt, insecurity, comparison, and fear. I 
wanted to help them to discover their identity and God-
given gifts. 

     This is what the Lord led me to after overcoming my 
own insecurities. It was through this that I started Live 
Salted in 2016. 

     The Lord has been able to do incredible things through 
Live Salted and this ministry encourages women all over 
but more often than not I find that it is refining me: A 
girl who was once afraid of asking a friend a question, 
ordering at a restaurant, or believing that no one would 
have the patience to listen to her story.

     That same girl is now on stage, microphone in hand, 
encouraging women to trust the Lord and believe He will 
be with them through all of their personal struggles. 

     Imagine if you let your insecurities, fears, and doubts 
dictate your life. What good things would be missing in 
this world? If I listened to that loud, discouraging voice in 
my head that said I could never tell good stories, would I 
ever be on a stage sharing my story or interviewing girls 
and asking them more about theirs? 

     If I listened to the voice that was telling me people 
wouldn’t have the patience to listen to me, would I have 
been bold enough to tell my friends about this dream I 
had of bringing together women for day-long conferences 
to be encouraged in their faith? No. Those things wouldn’t 
have happened because the devil is out to steal, kill, and 
destroy (John 10:10).

     But here’s the thing. The devil is not so powerful. There 
is a man named Jesus who came to give you life and give 
you life abundant! It just involves taking the courage to say 
“yes” to him, and the boldness to say “no” to all those 
loud strong voices in your head telling you you can’t. 

     I am on the other side of saying “yes” to Jesus, 
waving goodbye to all the lies, doubts and fears that 
would’ve been in my heart if I said “no.” What are lies 
are you allowing into your life that are limiting you from 
experiencing the fullness of life? Imagine if you were to 
cast all those things aside and run with perseverance the 
race that God has marked out for you (Hebrews 12:1)? Can 
you imagine what you would discover?

     That is my prayer for you, and that is my prayer
for everyone.  

     

BY KRISTA HENGESH

We are 
all part 
of God’s 
body and 
we are all 
a chosen, 
loved child 
of God. 
Everyone 
has a 
unique 
identity. 
Everyone 
has a 
calling. Go 
out and 
discover 
what it is, 
and live 
fully into it.
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 When she walked along the cliff, she saw it: the water. It 
was just as vast and beautiful as they said it would be and 
yet, it was strangely familiar like she’d known about it this 
entire time but it wasn’t until she’d seen it that it became 
real to her.

     It had always been there, how did she miss it? It’s 
beautiful. It’s majestic. It’s pure. It calls to her. She jumps in. 
She forsakes what the land has to offer her and she doesn’t 
care. Those things don’t matter to her anymore. 

     She’s completely submerged. She swims ... deeper
and deeper. 

     As she dives deeper, she gets better at swimming. It’s 
an uphill battle, but a still small voice gave her the strength 
and ability to keep swimming. It’s the same voice that told 
her to jump, the same voice that is continuing to help
her swim. 

     As she swims along, entranced by the water, suddenly 
she remembers the land and the people on it. There are 
people who don’t know what it’s like to learn how to swim. 
She has to tell them. Just look at all they’re missing.
     
The voice inside of her says, “Go.” All at once, she feels 
so much stronger. She knows now that this is why she was 
initially supposed to take the plunge. It wasn’t just for her. It 
was for everyone else, too.
    
    She starts to swim upward toward the surface. She’s 

ready. She’s filled with purpose. There’s an urgency, now, in 
the way she swims. She knows what she’s supposed to do. 

     Without warning and in the middle of her stride, 
something grabs hold of her ankles.

     She looks down to see another swimmer clutching her. 
Someone who took the plunge at the same time she did. 
She knows him. Despite her confusion, she smiles at him. 

     He pulls her down. 
     He tells her she can’t go. 

     She watches as hundreds swim upward, who were also 
told to go, including the one who pulled her down. 

     Wait a second. She was told to go, too! She starts to 
swim upward again but is hindered once more by another 
swimmer grabbing her ankles. She struggles to be free, to 
swim with the rest but lower and lower, deeper and deeper 
she’s pulled as more and more swimmers take hold of her 
ankles, telling her she’s not allowed to go.

     She looks up and sees a few hands outstretched
toward her.
 
  “Aren’t you coming, too? Come on! We have to go!”

“But they won’t let me,” she says. 

     

They reach out and grab hold of her hands as if to say it 
doesn’t matter what those holding her ankles say. She was 
told to go. 
      Now she’s in a tug-o-war. Those prompting her to swim 
toward the land pulling her up by her arms and those 
telling her she can’t, and must stay, pulling her down by her 
legs and it hurts. Gosh, it hurts. She is so confused and just 
wants it all to stop. She knows she can’t swim like this. 
   
  She cries out and pushes them all away. They let her free. 
    
     She looks up at the ones who want her to swim upward 
and then looks down at the ones who told her she’s not 
allowed to go. 
  
   Then, letting the pain from the pull replace the urgency 
that once ignited her spirit, she chooses neither, ignoring 
all voices — even the one that originally told her to go.
   
    And she swims straight ahead. 
   
    The still small voice inside of her begins to question
her actions. 
    
     “Where are you going? What are you doing?” 
   
  Confused and frustrated in all the chaos, she tells the 
voice, “Something else.” 
     
And swims forward.



BY KARA TRIBOULET 

Maybe you’re the woman in the story. I know I was before I stopped 
listening to everyone else’s voice but God’s. It took time. But He 
showed me who I am and told me which way to go. He told me to do 
something I never thought I would, could, or should do. He told me to 
be a leader in the Church, a pastor in the church. And now He’s telling 
me to encourage women who feel the same way I’ve felt so many 
times. So, women in ministry, this is for you.

To the woman in the classroom, in a sea of men, silently 
patting herself on the back for answering the theological 
question correctly in your mind ... but not out loud … I 
hear you. 

To the woman who spends an extra 15 minutes getting 
ready for church, not because she is vain, but because she 
wants to do everything she possibly can to not to cause 
anyone to stumble or be accused of causing anyone to 
stumble … I understand.

To the woman who decided to retire the summer dresses 
because the comments about her legs looking nice from 
the pews were just not worth it … it will happen and it is 
not okay.

To the woman who doesn’t see themselves leading 
women’s or children’s ministries ... that’s okay.

To the woman afraid that everyone will evaluate and focus 
on her hair, make-up and outfit choice rather than the 
Word coming out of her mouth … be obedient. 

To the woman triple checking the back of her pants and 
praying she didn’t leak all over them while she was up on 
the platform ... I’ve been there.

To the woman who watches them get up and leave as 
soon as you enter the platform and begin to preach … 
preach on. 

To the woman who is so tired of hearing the words 
“headship”, “submission”, “authority”, and “silence” … 
don’t ignore those words; read about them, study them, 
and understand them. 

To the woman with the degree that she worked so hard for 
without a job offer in sight … keep being a good steward. 

To the woman who is silently hoping she’ll marry a pastor 
so she can do ministry, too … my heart is breaking for you.

To the woman who is having a hard time loving her 
brothers in Christ … give them grace. 

To the woman who feels like she has to tone down her 
worship … you worship your heart out, you have an 
audience of One.

To the woman who questions her testimony and 
articulation of the gospel … be confident because you’ve 
experienced it, you believe it, you know it, and that’s
not wrong.

To the woman who feels like she was made for more than 
this … it’s because you were.

To the woman who cries herself to sleep at night … I’m 
crying with you.

To the woman ready to give up … that’s Satan talking.

To the woman who wasn’t picked for the position ... God 
picks you.

To the woman who feels unused, broken, and confused … 
He wants to use you. 

To the woman whose spiritual gifts are leadership, 
pastoring or teaching … the assessments aren’t wrong. He 
put them there.

To the woman who feels like they have to work 10 times 
harder to be validated as a church leader … you don’t 
have to prove anything to God.

To the woman who has been told she is valued in the 
Kingdom of God but treated like she isn’t … He valued 
you enough to die for you and give you purpose.

To the woman who feels like there’s no place for her …
He has a seat for you at His banquet table.

To the woman who feels excluded … He included the 
Gentiles.

To the woman who is tired of being told “no” … He is your 
strength.

To the woman who wishes she were someone else … He 
made you in His image.

To the woman who utters through her sobs, “How long, oh 
Lord?” … He hears you. 

To the woman who feels ignored … He sees you.

To the woman who feels rejected … Oh, sister. He 
understands. More than you can even comprehend. He 
empathizes with everything you are feeling. Because He 
was there when those feelings were created and because 
when His feet met the dirt, He experienced them himself. 

He loves you. 
You are His. 

He has told you who you are. Let His voice drown out the 
others —even mine.
 
“My sheep listen to my voice; I know them, and they 
follow me” (John 10:27).
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     If you Google searched “Dirk Dallas” a slew of pages will 
appear instantaneously with keywords like “drone”and “pho-

tography.” “From Where I Drone” will pop up along with 
some of his former clients such as Ford Motor Company and 
partnerships with Amazon. But what might not pop up are 

three of the cutest daughters and newborn son you will ever 
see, or how off the cuff you can hear how much he cherishes 
his wife, or that he isn’t just a professor at a growing univer-

sity, but a friend to many of his students and mentees. 
 

     Dirk is a beyond gifted artist and a friend to beginning 
artists. He played a significant role in encouraging the start 

of Kindred through his excitement and practical help to start 
something that hasn’t existed yet, much like he has done 
with “From Where I Drone”, an inspirational/instructional 

website for aerial photography. 
 

      All this to say, this is a friend we respect and have 
learned much from, we hope you learn much from him too.  

Here is our interview with Dirk Dallas.

96 DALLAS
DIRK

“

INVITING 
GOD INTO  
YOUR CRAFT
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SK: Can you tell us who you are and how you got to this 
place in your life?

DD: I’m a husband, father, professor, photographer, 
designer, filmmaker, and the founder of From Where I 
Drone. I am based out of southern California and what 
drives me in life is to help inspire and encourage people 
to further discover and hone their purpose and calling in 
life. I believe that we all are uniquely wonderfully made 
and every single day provides us with an opportunity to 
make an impact on this world through the gifts God has 
given us.

SK: Who what encouraged you the most when you were 
first pursuing your craft?

DD: My biggest encourager was my girlfriend (now wife) 
who I started dating my senior year of high school. She 
really helped pushed me to make the decision to change 
my major in college from something that was very safe 
and typical, to study design and film instead. She noticed 
that I had some potential in these creative fields but more 
importantly, she noticed how excited and passionate I 
was when I was creating things. She is the one that told 
me that she thought it would be better to have less 
money doing what I love than have lots of money doing 
what I hated. That seriously spoke to me at the time and 
with her support, I decided to take the leap, so I switched 
schools and majors and have never looked back.

SK: What have been the biggest roadblocks in
your career?

DD: I’m a perfectionist. I am constantly reminding 
myself that I need to hold the bar high in order create 
things with excellence, but that I also need to finish and 
complete projects so I can share them. As a perfectionist, 
good is never good enough. So at the end of the day, 
something has to give. I should have launched my drone 
website in 2014. Everything was ready, but instead, I 
ended up wasting almost a year to launch because I was 
overly obsessing over the logo (designing for yourself 
is so hard). I held the entire website back because the 
logo wasn’t perfect. How tedious. Especially considering 
the first year on the web typically results in little traffic 
because it is so new. Also considering that people visit 
websites, not for the logo, but for the content. I should 
have launched the website when it was good enough and 
then made tweaks along the way. I’ve since learned that 
in the creative world sometimes good enough, has to be 
good enough. Otherwise, if you are like me, you will hold 
things back and things may never launch. 

SK: How does your relationship with God play a role in the 
art you create?

DD: Every time I am involved in making something I 
see how incredible the act of creating truly is. I say that 

because I see myself as a co-creator. Anytime someone 
creates, whether it’s a painting, a photograph, a piece 
of furniture, etc … they are participating in an incredible 
act that involves something way bigger than themselves. 
The painter is using something called color which they 
didn’t invent, the photographer is capturing photos of 
a landscape that they had nothing to do with, and the 
wood-maker is using a material that came from a tree. At 
the end of the day, all of that points to something bigger 
than us. 

     So I see the act of creation as an opportunity to 
acknowledge and worship my Creator with my gifts 
and to connect with others. I’ve had so many humbling 
opportunities in my career from winning awards, to 
landing work with big brands and it can be easy to see 
all of that as a result of the things I’ve made. But as a co-
creator, I know that something bigger was going on and 
those things I made me into circles I would have never 
been invited in otherwise. So for me, I create for my 
creator and for the connections I can make with others. 
You never know who is going to see your work or who 
you will meet. I see those opportunities as a way for me 
to speak life into people wherever I go.

SK: What words of wisdom or encouragement do you 
have for budding artists who are just starting out and 
might have hit their first discouragement roadblock? 

DD: First, you have to have a goal. You can’t score 
without one. So make it clear, make it realistic, make 
it worth pursuing. Then you need to be self-aware and 
acknowledge distractions from that goal. Is it Netflix, 
Instagram, fear, self-doubt? If so, how are you going 
to combat those things? If you don’t plan ahead, those 
things can take you on a long detour from your goal. Get 
your head in the game. 

     I am a big believer in finding support. Get a mentor, 
a coach, a support group, or an accountability partner. 
You need people supporting you and encouraging you. 
With this momentum, you need to start on something, 
anything today. Even if after a few days it’s not that great 
or it’s coming along much slower than you anticipated, 
at least you started because now you have something to 
work with. You can always refine, you can always improve, 
but you need to have something. Next, set deadlines and 
announce them publicly so you are accountable to other 
people. It’s so easy to keep moving the goal back when 
no one else knows about it but it’s much more difficult 
when other people have their eyes on you. Finally, make 
sure you are inviting God into your project/journey. 
Constantly ask for His leading and blessing and then see 
it as something bigger than itself or yourself. See it as not 
just something that can benefit you and your career but 
as something that can be used to worship God and as an 
opportunity for you to connect with others.
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