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Happy New Year, Fellow Writers!
It has been a long haul for InScribe, being locked 
out of banking and many other challenges. Each 
member of the executive has worked diligently 
to keep moving forward so we can focus on 
encouraging, educating, and connecting writers 
across Canada.

This month’s topic is one dear to my heart and from talking to 
many of you personally, it seems like everyone’s mental health has 
taken a beating during the last couple of years.  
Creatives often, because of the solitary nature of creative acts, 
slide toward melancholy or depression even in good times. We 
expend a lot of energy with reflection and interpreting the world 
around us through our personal lenses.
In November I had the opportunity to take in the Travelling 
Immersive Van Gogh Exhibit. It was so bittersweet that such a 
creative person struggled massively with their gifting and con-
necting it to the outside world.
How many of you feel that way? I hope each of you takes time to 
personally connect with me through email or Messenger and tell 
me how I can pray for you.
We as an executive are rallying to serve in new ways and look 
forward to this new year with you!
Be blessed in all your endeavours.

Sheila Webster
InScribe President

February: For many, it’s the most difficult 
month of the year—especially for those  
who suffer from SAD and other mental 
health issues.
While our November issue dealt with 
 “Overflowing Joy,” this issue takes a look at 
“Mental Health and the Christian Writer.” 

If the past two years have taught us anything, it’s that  
Christians must also deal with mental health struggles— 
our own and those of our loved ones.
Thankfully, as writers and as Christians, we are equipped to 
deal with these challenges in a variety of ways.
Here are just three of them:
We can journal, allowing our thoughts and feelings to pour 
out on paper—or the computer screen. Naming them often 
helps us deal with them.
We can connect with family and friends who will encourage 
rather than judge us. We can do so via social media, text, and 
yes, even telephone. As writers, we can, at least, hammer out 
how we want to begin our conversation before connecting.
And, of course …
We can pray. God isn’t looking for perfectly crafted sentences. 
He doesn’t expect us to get it all together before we come to 
Him. And when we can’t find the words, He knows our hearts 
and minds far better than we do. Plus, He welcomes us with 
open arms. Some people expect us to paste on a smile, but our 
gracious God never does. He invites us into our presence just 
as we are—because of Jesus.
The contributors to this issue share their insights on “Mental 
Health and the Christian Writer” as well as give other writing 
and writing-related encouragement.
Thank you to each contributor. And thank you to each reader. 
In these pages, may you find helpful instruction, genuine 
understanding, and uplifting encouragement.
While you may have been surprised that Christians deal with 
mental health issues, you may also be surprised at the variety 
of things we write about and the genres we write in. Join us in 
May as we discuss the topic “Christians Write That Too!”

From the Ed itor President's Column
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Committee
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Contest Coordinator:
Joy Bailey
E: contests@inscribe.org

Word Challenges  
& Upper Room
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Writing Groups
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FellowScript Editor in Chief:
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E: fseditor@inscribe.org

Columns Editor:
Carol Harrison
E: fscolumns@inscribe.org

Layout Editor:
Janelle Baldwin
E: fslayout@inscribe.org

Poetry Editor:
Carol MacKay

Provincial Representatives

Alberta: 
Carol Schafer, Athabasca, AB   
E: schaferc@telus.net

Saskatchewan: 
Janice Dick, Guernsey, SK  
P: 306-365-4742 
E: janice@janicedick.com

Manitoba:
Pat Gerbrandt, Steinbach, MB 
E: patgerbrandt@gmail.com

Ontario: 
Glynis Belec, Drayton, ON 
E: writer@glynisbelec.com

Quebec: 
Ann-Margret Hovsepian, 
Montreal, QC 
E: ann@annhovsepian.com

Maritimes:
Sally Meadows 
E: srmeadows@sasktel.net

BRITISH COLUMBIA

Abbotsford 
Fraser Valley Christian Writers  
Helena Weltz 
helenahw@gmail.com

Mission
Alan Anderson
caledomiaspirit@gmail.com

Taylor 
Peace Region Writers’ Group 
Marnie Pohlmann 
marniepohlmann@gmail.com

ALBERTA

Airdrie & Area Writers 
Tandy Balson 
timewithtandy@shaw.ca

Barrhead 
Women Word Weavers  
Sharon Espeseth 
sewrites@telus.net

Bonnyville
Lakeland Christian Writers
Ruth L. Snyder
RuthLSnyder@me.com

Calgary 
South Calgary Writers  
Nicola Cameron   
frankenseeh@yahoo.com

West Calgary Writers  
Sandi Somers 
sksomers@shaw.ca

Edmonton 
Writers’ Café 
Joy Bailey 
joyousmi@hotmail.com

Fort McMurray 
YMM Story Crafters  
Dorothy Bentley
editor.bentley@gmail.com

Red Deer
ICWF Red Deer Chapter 
Marian Warkentin 
wark@shaw.ca

SASKATCHEWAN

Regina
Maryann Ward
thisnewlifemaward@gmail.com

MANITOBA

Winnipeg 
Manitoba Christian 
Writers Association 
Pat Gerbrandt &  
Frieda Martens    
friedamartens1910@shaw.ca

ONTARIO

Bond Head 
The Writers’ Nest 
Belinda Burston   
burstonp@rogers.com

Burlington 
ICWF Burlington Chapter 
Nikki Rosen   
blueheron123@sympatico.ca

Kitchener 
Out of  this World Writers
Susan Barclay  
writeon.sue@gmail.com

London 
Ready Writers 
Ruth Smith Meyers   
smithmeyerbooks@shaw.ca

NOVA SCOTIA

Halifax 
Metro Christian Writers
Janet Sketchley
janet@janetsketchley.ca

NOTE: Local Writing Groups are 
under the care of their own leaders 
and not the ICWF organization or 
its executive. To start a new group 
or to sponsor an event for your 
group, please contact the Writing 
Groups Coordinator:  Vickie Stam at 
vickiestam49@gmail.com

If you are interested in sharing 
your talents with ICWF,  

please contact a member  
of the executive.
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O ver the past two years, I’ve slept a 
lot. I wasn’t ill and, at first, I didn’t 

recognize it for what it was. An almost 
imperceptible form of depression. If I 
slept, I didn’t have to think about the  
surreal nature of what was happening 
around the globe.
While I was sleeping a lot, I wasn’t truly 
resting. And I definitely wasn’t resting in 
the Lord’s arms.
That kind of rest brings joy, peace, and 
motivation.
In the ESV, John 14:27 says, “Peace I  
leave with you; my peace I give to you. 
Not as the world gives do I give to 
you. Let not your hearts be troubled, 
neither let them be afraid.”
Let’s consider the context of this promise.
Can you imagine walking with the Long-
Anticipated Messiah only for Him to tell 
you that He was going away? No wonder 
His followers didn’t understand. They 
expected a Conquering King, but the 
Romans were still in control. Their world 
had been turned upside down but not as 
they’d hoped.
In March of 2020, our world was turned 
upside down as well. Lockdown. Social 
distancing. Face masks. Concepts we 
probably hadn’t given a second thought up 
until then. But we had an advantage over 
the 1st century followers of Jesus.
We knew that Jesus accomplished all He 
came to earth to accomplish. We knew 
that He rose from the dead. We knew 
that, as promised, the Father sent the Holy 
Spirit to dwell with us forever. 
That peace He promised in John 14 is 
available to us to this day. That plus the 
knowledge we possess gives us the means 
to truly rest in Him.
And that rest, as I mentioned, does us far 
more good than sleeping for ten hours night 
after night. When we rest in His arms, He 
gives us joy and peace deep within.

Does that mean we don’t fall into a funk 
or full-fledged depression? For countless 
individuals, that’s not the case.
Does it mean we don’t sit staring into the 
distance, ill-equipped to fathom “the new 
normal”? I know I did.
Does it mean we aren’t weighed down by 
the resulting conflicts that cause division 
between family members, friends, and 
fellow churchgoers? Definitely not. This 
is one of the most heartbreaking results 
of the pandemic, one that will strain our 
relationships for a very long time.
But all this does mean that we can turn 
to the One who doesn’t change, the One 
who wasn’t surprised by anything that has 
happened over the past 24 months.
The Lord is concerned about every area 
of our life, that which affects our body, 
soul, spirit—and mind. He doesn’t shame 
us. He doesn’t compare us to those who 
became even more productive during this 

season. He doesn’t tell us to come back to 
Him after we get it all together.
He beckons us into His presence. He 
promises peace. And He invites us to rest 
in His arms.
Prayer: Lord, may we experience the peace 
and joy that results from resting in Your 
arms. Please strengthen and motivate us 
so we are able to achieve all You desire in 
the weeks and months to come. †

Steph Beth Nickel is a 
freelance editor, a writer, 
and an author. She and her 
coauthor, Deb Willows, are 
working on a follow-up to 
Deb's first memoir, Living 
Beyond My Circumstances. 

Steph and her husband live in Ontario. 
When she's free to travel again, Steph looks 
forward to visiting her sons and daughters-
in-law in Saskatchewan and Scotland.

Devotional

Resting in His Arms
By Steph Beth Nickel
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Writing can be a lonely 
venture—hours spent 

locked in the high tower, 
curled over your keyboard, and 
tearing your hair out as you 
search for the perfect adjec-
tive. Eventually, however, you 
need to leave your writing 
tower and share those words 
with the world. 
May I kindly suggest that, 
before you do, you first check 
in with your Trusted Few. 
The Trusted Few are those 
loving, supportive, critical 
people who are your gateway 
between inspiration and audi-
ence. These are, perhaps, the 
most important people in your 
writing life. 
My Trusted Few consist of 
five people. They’re a diverse 
group with overlapping 
characteristics. They’re well 
acquainted with my passion 
for storytelling and for sharing 
the gospel in creative ways. 
They care about “Allison, the 
Person” more than “Allison, 
the Writer.”
Everything I write goes 
through one, some, or all five 
of my Trusted Few before 
it ever gets submitted to a 
contest, journal, or anthology. 
This important group is my 
outside eye. They make me a 
more interesting, polished, and 
professional writer. 
The Trusted Few will be differ-
ent for each of us, but there are 
a few critical qualities:
1. We’re talking about people 

who absolutely love and 
support you personally  
and creatively. They care 
about your emotional and 

physical health more than 
your professional success. 

2. These are also people who 
can offer strong, critical 
feedback. You can trust 
their critique is coming 
from a generous place. 
They have some knowledge 
of the writing craft, your 
specific market, and/or your 
writing goals.

3. As the name states, there 
are just a few of them. 
You’re not compiling a  
committee, just a few people 
you can call upon to read 
your draft, offer ideas and 
suggestions, and encourage 
you in your next steps. Each 
of us will have different 
needs from our Trusted Few, 
and members may come 
and go over time.

Here are what my Trusted Few 
currently look like:
The Editor
My dad, Rev. Hollis Hiscock, 
is a retired Anglican minister 
with over 50 years of profes-
sional writing, preaching, 
and storytelling. He also 
spent over 18 years as editor 
of two provincial Christian 
newspapers. When I bring 
a piece to Dad, I know he’ll 

give me encouraging feedback 
with a sharp eye for storyline, 
pertinent details, and journal-
istic clarity.
The Proofreader
As Dad was editing hundreds 
of newspapers, my mom, 
Helen Hiscock, was the one 
making sure they were perfect. 
As a professional proofreader, 
she’s the first one to spot a 
dangling preposition or a 
misplaced modifier. I can trust 
her eagle eye to spot every 
typo, missing comma, and 
non-capitalized title.
The Writer
My husband, Gerald Flem-
ming, was born with a pen 
in his hand. He’s constantly 
writing, with professional 
success in playwriting, screen-
writing, and songwriting. 
We work full-time together 
on our music duo, Infinitely 
More. When I bring a piece 
of writing to Gerald, I know 
two things: 1) he loves me, 
values my artistry, and only 
wants success for me, and 2) 
he takes writing very seriously. 
If it’s not where it should be 
yet, he’ll tell me. If it’s the best 
thing I’ve ever written, he’ll 
tell me that, too. I need that 
person who can say, “You’re 
amazing. This isn’t ready. I’ll 
make supper while you bang 
out your next draft …”
The Productive Artist
Sally Meadows is a self-
described “multipotentialite” 
with success in various artistic 
fields and writing genres. 
Before I joined InScribe 
Christian Writers’ Fellowship, 
I spent hours drilling Sally on 

the group and whether or not I 
was ready for it. She’s my go-to 
when I have questions about 
marketing, contests, or other 
writing world stuff.
The Theologian 
Rev. Martha Tatarnic is a 
pastor, a published author, a 
trusted friend, and above all, 
an awesome woman of God. 
When I ask her to read a piece 
of writing, I know I’ll benefit 
from her author-brain, but I 
also know she’ll be straight 
with me about theology. We’ve 
had different faith journeys. 
So, she can see things from a 
fresh angle, offer challenging 
questions, and help reveal an 
alternate perspective.
The Trusted Few is a critical 
part of a healthy writing life. I 
encourage you to pray over and 
ask yourself:
• Who are my Trusted Few?
• Are they able to offer me a 

variety of perspectives?
• Whom might I need to 

invite into my group?
I pray you find your perfect 
Trusted Few to support and 
bless your writing life!  †

Allison Lynn is 
drawn to the 
power of story to 
grow hearts and 
communities. 
Allison and her 
husband, Gerald 

Flemming, form the award- 
winning music duo, Infinitely 
More. Allison’s writing has 
been featured in The Anglican 
Journal, St. Catharines Tourism 
Blog, and the anthology, 
Easter: Stories & More. www.
InfinitelyMore.ca

The Trusted Few
By Allison Lynn

The Trusted Few 
are those loving, 

supportive, critical 
people who are your 

gateway between 
inspiration and  
your audience
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God has taken me on quite a journey 
since I said “yes” to Jesus in 2001.

In 2004, I attended a Holy Spirit weekend 
get-together with friends. Ruth Coghill 
facilitated this event. One time, when we 
returned to our meeting room, there were 
pieces of paper with a scripture on each 
chair. I chose a chair and my paper read 
John 21:15.
When they had finished eating, Jesus said 
to Simon Peter, “Simon son of John, do 
you love me more than these?” “Yes, Lord,” 
he said, “you know that I love you.” Jesus 
said, “Feed my lambs.”
That statement changed my writing focus 
completely. I prayed about how I could 
“feed God’s lambs”. This is a gigantic task 
that has changed over the years.
I have found the best way to do this is to 
be in the Word myself, daily. I can’t feed 
anybody unless I am filled.
When I wrote my first Bible study, I felt 
under the guidance of the Holy Spirit. 
With Ed Hird’s permission, I based the 
study on “Battle for the Soul of Canada”. 
I even published the book. And that was 
another big step.
I changed my website to “Growing 
through God’s Word” and started a 
Facebook group with the same name. 
It’s a group where we study God’s Word 
together. I listen to the Holy Spirit to 
guide me in the next step.
This entire process has been a blessing 
to me. By relying on the Holy Spirt for 
inspiration, I can attack new projects with 
joy. A few years ago, at the Inscribe Fall 
Conference, Ron Hughes asked me to try 
podcasting. That didn’t seem possible, but 
with Ron’s patience and my perseverance, 
it worked. I podcasted over 150 programs 
for Hope Stream Radio.
Another thing I am trying is to reuse 
and recycle. I took those podcasts and 
produced a book series called “Growing 
through God’s Word”.

Do you have articles you have written 
that you could compile into a book? What 
about poems? My next step, I think (you 
never know what the Holy Spirit thinks) is 
to publish a book of poetry.
I used to have so many ideas (I still 
do). But those ideas never worked into 
anything because I kept seeing the entire 
forest. Now I know it’s better that God 
shows me which tree to choose to work on 
next. Writing is a process. 
I need to be open to things that may not 
make sense. Think of yourself as a blind 
person and God as your guide. Pay atten-
tion and God will show you the way.
I need to remember I don’t have to see 
where God is leading me. God has the 
plan and will take me there, step by step. 
He will give me enough to see what I need 
to do next.
The best thing I have done, to help with 
this, is to make a time for a “business 
meeting with God”. Yes, I sit down with 
all my ideas. I write a prayer to God for 
clarity about what to do next. Then I sit 
in His Presence and wait until I hear 
Him speak.

All this takes the pressure off, doesn’t it? 
When we give our thoughts, emotions, 
and ideas to God, we can find the clarity 
we need.
A few tips:
1. Listen to God for your purpose.
2. Don’t be afraid to pivot when the  

Holy Spirit prompts you.
3. Be brave and take the step when  

God calls.
4. Reuse what you have in different ways.
5. Have regular business meetings  

with God.
6. Let God lead.  †

Janis Cox is happily married 
with three married children 
and seven grandchildren. 
She lives north of Barrie, 
Ontario, in a lovely village 
with trees and lots of kids. 

After a career in teaching and small 
business ownership, Janis decided to 
follow Jesus. He has inspired her to write 
and paint for Him.

Growing Through God 's Word

Finding God's Purpose for My Life
By Janis Cox
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Vivid  Verses

A ball bounces around my mind
attention dissolves to distraction
I fight for focus
 on this thing
  on some thing
   on any thing

Random reflections flash
light up bumpers in the brain
pinball ricocheting
 as if multiplying
  pandemonium

immeasurable mishmash of images
half formed impressions
 taunt me
  dare me
   defy me
to catch the ball

Sticks stones plans lists
words without pattern
 a glint beyond my glance
  a glimpse then gone
 elusive ideas evade
caught 
 then not

I reach for the bouncing ball
 amid bumps and beeps
of new high scores
 to reign in the racket
  to regain attention
 here and now

Bumped back to bouncing
the pinball persists its play
remains beyond reach
 distraction lingers

I shift from task to task
 until the din dims
  energy wanes
   the pinball slows
  Coherent ideas arc 
 toward the flipper
forming together
word on word

A choice: 
 tap the words into play
 let them fall where they may

Night approaches to dull the
 sparkling lights
  the shiny object
 of distraction

Darkness pulls 
energy ebbs
The ball slips near
 the edge
  the depths
   the murky black

Words slide 
 ideas fade
  into obscurity
 I try to catch them
to bounce 
 the ball 
  back

It plummets past
lost in the night

Pinball
By Lorilee Guenter

Lorilee Guenter is a Saskatoon-based artist 
and writer. She enjoys many hobbies and is 
thankful that God has enabled her to use these 
to weather the various mental health shocks 
she has faced.
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Vivid  Verses

Lorraine Boerchers has been writing 
poems for many years but several years 
ago felt God telling her to take her writing 
seriously. This is her first submission. In 
her words, “I’m finally being brave.”

The Fog
By Lorraine Boerchers

It is descending,

Again.

It is lurking,

Always.

The greyness,

Imposing.

It swirls around me,

Enticing.

Wrapping around me,

Slowly.

Tighter and tighter,

The darkness,

Until I am consumed.

Covid Joy
By Brenda Wood

No fingerprints on windows,
No pancakes, mac and cheese,

Yet still there’s always FaceTime
To hear grands when they sneeze.

Face stifled with a face mask,
But saves on makeup stuff,

My lines and wrinkles hidden,
My age, I can still bluff.

Toilet paper stacked to rim,
And maybe even more,
No dusting necessary,

For no one’s at my door.

I church while eating Chelsea buns, 
Sing hymns with vocal loud,

Off-tune alone and who can tell,
For I’m not in a crowd.

Alone time? God is calling!
He’s got my attention clear,
I worship where I am today,
Listen closely without fear.

Joy is found in whispers,
His heart speaking to my own,

Cause I’ve slowed down in COVID,
Blessed to hear Him tone on tone.

Brenda Wood is the author of more than 
50 books, ranging from memoir to Bible 
study. She also writes daily devotionals for 
everydaychristian.com

So Tired
By L. Marie Enns

Why am I so tired
So tired of cooking

Tired of dishes
Tired of sweeping up sand

Tired of washing muddy jeans
I never was a particularly

Domestic type
Housework has always been

Something that needed to be done
Not something I enjoyed
And it doesn’t get better 

With age
I’m just so tired

Of it all

Getting old is not fun
Living with aches and pains

I never knew how good 
I had it

When I was young
And could read and read

Without my eyes watering
I could be a student
And then a teacher
I could sing in choirs

Trios
Other groups

And write poetry
But now I can’t think

Of what to write about
Maybe I’ll feel a bit less

Out of sorts
When I can be home again

L. Marie Enns is a retired teacher. She 
writes poetry and devotionals. She has 
contributed to several InScribe anthologies. 
Her interests are reading, listening to sacred 
and classical music, and corresponding with 
friends. She and her husband, Henry, have 
four children, five grandchildren, and two 
great grandchildren.
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Expressive Poetry and the Writer 
By Alan Anderson

I can hear writers saying, 
“but I’m not a poet!” 

Please know you don’t 
have to recognize yourself 
as a poet to write poetry to 
help in one’s mental health 
journey. A poem may help 
interact with feelings as 
you wrestle with emotional 
challenges.
Writers experience emo-
tional challenges at times. 
When a writer experiences 
such things as writer’s 
block, burnout, self-doubt, 
lack of motivation, or other 
internal world disruptions, 
expressive poetry may help 
one settle down.
In the book, Expressive 
Writing: Words that Heal, 
the authors, James W. Pen-
nebaker and John F. Evans, 
include “Poetic Writing,” 
as a component of expres-
sive writing. Over years of 
research with people, the 

authors have shown how 
expressive writing helps 
deal with trauma and other 
emotional upsets.
The poem you write is 
a personal expression of 
how you are feeling. Your 
poem does not need to 
look pretty or acceptable 
to other people. For now, 
lay the wants and needs of 
your readers aside. Write 
your poem to give your 
soul a measure of relief.
The following exercise is 
carried out over a four-day 
period of twenty minutes 
per day. Be honest with 
yourself as you write. At 
first, the poem is written for 
you, not for others. Don’t 
worry about grammar, 
spelling or punctuation. 
Keep writing without 
stopping to edit or analyze. 
Just write. As you complete 
this exercise, write your full 

poem. Now you can clean 
it up with grammar, etc. 
If you wrote with being 
honest with yourself, you 
will now have a poem with 
personal meaning. Later, 
you can decide if you want 
to share your poem.  †

Alan Anderson 
lives in 
Deroche, 
B.C. with his 
wife, Terry. 
He contrib-

uted stories to Good Grief 
People by Angel Hope 
Publishing, 2017 and Story 
by Story: The Power Of 
a Writer, Unstoppable 
Writers Publishing, 2018. 
Alan has also written 
articles for FellowScript 
Magazine. Blog: https://
scarredjoy.ca. Alan is the 
Provincial Rep. Liaison 
and BC rep and a spiritual 
advisor for InScribe.

Like Job's Friends
By Donna Gartshore

The thread of my creativity
snapped

one day without warning
This gift I’d always counted on

to connect me with my creator 
gone with the complete and

heartless devastation of a windstorm
Words swallowed into gaping void

A white page
and a blank screen

became my enemies
Like there were scales on my eyes

I couldn’t see
could not even imagine what needed

to come next
I should just curse this story

and let it die
Like Job’s friends

many had answers for me
I should push through

I should step back
I should believe in myself

I should not think so much of myself
I should stop trying so hard

I should try harder
Words fell and festered

hit my heart
broke open like boils

At night I would curl into myself
the stink of regret 

wondering where I was going so wrong
Job was not above asking questions

and certainly I am not either
Yet somehow my deeply my heart whispered

God, this is between you and me
It did help to know that even utterly beaten 

Job got answers
The white page

The blank screen
Sometimes questions and prayers are 

answered
with dazzling restoration and outpouring 

words.
Sometimes the words are doled out slowly

carefully
like new fragile children

Donna Gartshore lives in Saskatchewan, 
Canada. Donna has two books published 
with Love Inspired and a third one is coming 
in September of 2022. She has also published 
several short stories and poems with various 
literary publications and writes devotions.

Vivid  Verses
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The Joy of Joylessness
By Brenda J. Wood

I don’t know any writers who invite 
people in for a coffee while they try to 

scribble out a deadline for their editor. 
The very nature of the job demands 
solitude. Writers spend time alone so the 
wild thoughts in our minds make it to the 
page in some kind of readable order. We 
need space and time and a quiet thought 
process. We fight for it all the time 
because interruptions happen no matter 
how carefully we plan. Family, friends, 
and bill collectors pay no mind. I confess, 
even as a widow living alone, I fight those 
same issues.  
Then pandemonium struck in the form 
of pandemic living. Suddenly, no one 
interfered with our schedules. We fought 
for it and overnight we won it big time. 
Abandoned to all the hours we needed, 
we discovered that we didn’t want them. 
I crawled into my shell and found it 
crowded with others who spent months 
in their pajamas, had their groceries deliv-
ered, and contacted the outside world 
only if pushed.
Ironically, the same people I’d tried to 
avoid nagged me back into the land of the 
living. Slowly, I groped to the surface. My 
nose reached for oxygen. I clung to my 
favourite Bible verses.
I’ve learned to be quite content whatever 
my circumstances. I’m happy with little 
or much. Whatever I have, wherever I 
am, I can make it through anything with 
the One who makes me who I am. I don’t 
mean that your help didn’t mean a lot to 
me. It did. It was a beautiful thing that you 
came alongside me in my troubles. (From 
Philippians 4:12-13 MSG.)  
Christian writers we still are, but friend, 
let’s cut ourselves some slack. We are also 
human. Humans have good and bad traits. 
Mostly, we display the good, but occasion-
ally some bad sneaks out. 
Yes, we suffered through depression and 
anxiety during the last months. When we 
were down, we weren’t always our best 

selves. That’s why we need God so much. 
He saw our collapsing selves and loved us 
anyway. Our flesh and our hearts might 
have failed, but, as always, even in the pan-
demic, God was our strength, our hearts, 
and our portion forever.
The Bible records multiple failings by some 
of the bravest heroes. David was separated 
from friends and family while on the run 
from Saul. Saul failed too, but the differ-
ence between them is that one asked God 
for forgiveness and the other did not.
Certainly, our mental health suffered 
during many a pandemic moment, but 
take comfort. So did everyone else’s.  
Some of us suffered months of writer’s 
block. Others scribbled multiple words 
with little substance. Does that make us 
failures? Of course not.
We learned lessons in our aloneness, 
our pity parties, our doing without. We 
listened when others told us that we were 
stronger than we thought. We know now 
that, if such difficulties reappear, we can 
withstand them because we did it once 
already. After all, practice makes perfect!
And just consider the topics now available 
for our next writing binge:

• TV Table Food Manners  
• Pajamas for Dress-Up Moments
• Creating Face Masks from Old Panty 

Hose
• Writing about Nothing
• The Boredom of Writing Uninter-

rupted
I’m sure you can come up with many more.
Yes, we missed a step or two in the last 
months. No problem. God carried us 
through and He will continue to do so. The 
joy of the Lord is our strength and when 
we live that joy, even in the midst of awful 
situations, we grow stronger in both word 
and deed (Nehemiah 8:10). We stand firm 
in the battles. Take courage, my friends. 
God has overcome the world—even in the 
midst of a pandemic ( John 16:33). Always 
remember that He promised to fight for 
us if we will but hold our peace (Exodus 
14:14).  †

Brenda Wood is the author 
of more than 50 books, 
ranging from memoir to 
Bible study. She also writes 
daily devotionals for every-
daychristian.com
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I was busy baking Thanksgiving pies 
when I paused for a break and found 

a message from a friend. “Saw you got 
an InScribe award!!!!” she wrote. “Well, 
done!!!”
My heart raced as I typed back on my 
phone, thumbs fumbling and adding 
to the shower of exclamation marks. 
“Really??! I am so excited and humbled!!” 
My friend typed back, “Editor’s Choice 
Award at InScribe. Did you submit 
something? I am in a conference now, and 
it flashed on the screen.” 
The idea of my name flashing on a screen 
like a meteor shooting through the sky 
took my breath away! I hadn’t submitted 
any writing to a contest, but I learned that 
the award was for a column published by 
InScribe’s FellowScript magazine, the last 
in a series of four that I had written.
The award was a profound encourage-
ment to overcome one of my greatest 
struggles, prioritizing writing. I have 
many notebooks filled with snippets and 
story ideas. My bookshelves contain many 
excellent books on writing, but many of 
them are unread. I have attended many 
writers’ conferences where I loved being 
among kindred spirits, many of whom are 
now dear friends. I learned from suc-
cessful writers, my knowledge grew with 
every workshop, and mentors generously 
invested in me, but the leap from student 
to “active writer” eluded me. 
A friend wrote to me in 2015, the year I 
retired, as I left for another writing confer-
ence. “There is still so much in that heart 
of yours, dear friend, that the rest of us 
need to hear, and experience, and under-
stand through your eyes and through your 
pen. But it’s not as much about ‘the craft’ 
as it is about ‘the heart.’” 
I felt such love and encouragement in 
those words that I still treasure them six 
years later. Still, I felt that writing was a 

luxury to indulge in only after every last 
part of my home was clean, decluttered, 
and tidy—a strategy of the artful procras-
tinator.
Winning InScribe’s Editor’s Choice 
Award acted like rocket fuel. It zinged in 
my heart and made me want to zoom to a 
new level. But, first, it helped me believe I 
have a God-given gift and a responsibil-
ity to use it—that my voice has a place. 
Second, I knew I had to develop a plan for 
writing that would overcome my tendency 
to see it as a luxury, a lesser priority than 
other duties. 
So, this is what I landed on:
1. I write daily, right when I wake up. 

After winning the award, I set up my 
desk beside the bed and set my alarm 
for 5.00 a.m. every day but Sunday. 
I aim for an hour and a half, but I’m 
not rigid about it. “Showing up” at my 
desk is the goal. I light a candle, make 
a cup of herbal tea, play my favourite 
Spotify playlist, and get to work on a 
piece of writing. 

2. At first, I checked in daily with two 
friends in our group chat to confirm 
whether I had written or not. If they 
didn’t hear from me, one of them 
would ask, “Did you write?” Now, 
after almost three months, they know 
that I am writing, and I mostly only 
let them know when I don’t and why. 
They cheer me on and pray for me. 
This gentle, honest, and voluntary 
accountability is key.

3. In 2006, I looked after two young 
girls aged five and seven once a week. 
I confided in them that I loved to 
write. Heather, the older girl, gave me 
a small notebook. In the front, she 
wrote, “A friend as good as you should 
never fail to succeed. Keep writing 
and maybe one day one of your stories 
will be read. By all the world. We look 
forward to reading them ourselves.” 
I recently decided to record such 
messages of encouragement in that 
notebook; someone took the time to 
send them, and they make me want 
to do my best to live up to their faith 
in me. 

4. My final encouragement tool is a 
book of quotes on writing, where I 
record words that inspire me. 

A gift or passion is just the beginning of 
the journey—the world is full of gifted 
musicians, artists, and writers who never 
develop to their full potential. I want to do 
my best, put in the time to learn and grow. 
I want to be a writer who writes. †

Belinda Burston retired 
from a fulfilling career in 
social services in 2015 and 
now pursues two creative 
passions: a small home pie 
business and writing. She 
coordinates the monthly 

meeting of The Writers’ Nest Writers’ 
Group and is a member of InScribe and 
The Word Guild.

A Writer Who Writes
By Belinda Burston
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In my previous column, we looked at the 
importance of cultivating joy in every-

day life. Finding and feeling joy despite 
outward circumstances is critical to our 
spiritual and mental health.
Earlier this year my Bible study group 
examined The Message version of Matthew 
11:28-30. This phrase in v.29 particu-
larly caught my eye: “Learn the unforced 
rhythms of grace.”
You may be more familiar with the 
NIV version of these verses that begins, 
“Come to me, all you who are weary and 
burdened, and I will give you rest…”. The 
Message translation gives a fresh perspec-
tive. Here it is in its entirety:
“Are you tired? Worn out? Burned out on 
religion? Come to me. Get away with me 
and you’ll recover your life. I’ll show you 
how to take a real rest. Walk with me and 
work with me—watch how I do it. Learn 
the unforced rhythms of grace. I won’t lay 
anything heavy or ill-fitting on you. Keep 
company with me and you’ll learn to live 
freely and lightly.”
There are so many wonderful words in this 
passage. Take a moment to highlight the 
phrases that speak to you. Were you, like 
me, touched by “recover your life,” “real 
rest,” and “live freely and lightly?”
The pandemic and its sociological reper-
cussions have taken a toll on everyone’s 
mental health. If we can “learn the 
unforced rhythms of grace” by “keep(ing) 
company with (our Lord),” we too can 
learn to “live freely and lightly.” Free from 
burdens. Free from negativity. Free from 
despair. Free from apathy. Free from stress. 
Free from heaviness. Free from darkness.
How do we put this into practice as 
creatives? First, carve out time to steep in 
the Word. There is value in doing this both 
alone and in community. I am grateful that 
I belong to a Bible study that meets online 
for about an hour and a half every week. 
We read the Word together, share about 

what God is speaking to us through it, and 
pray for each other.
Second, spend quiet time alone with God. 
This is where you can hand your burdens 
over to Him as you “walk with (Him)” and 
“work with (Him)” and “watch how (He 
does) it.”
Third, consult with God as to what’s 
working and what’s not in your creative 
and business life, as well as in your per-
sonal relationships and spiritual journey. 
Take action to eliminate or reduce the 
things that cause you stress and are no 
longer serving His purposes for you. Focus 
on nurturing the things that do.
Conscientiously choose to do what  
allows you to live “freely and lightly.”  
For some, that means seeking out profes-
sional counselling.
Stop striving, and instead understand that 
your ministry and/or career will move 
forward in God’s timing. I, myself, am 
fully embracing what Mark DeJesus said 
in a recent seminar: “The dream in your 
heart will take…as long as it takes.” 
Anxiety and depression are symptoms of 
a deeper need to know the Father’s love. 

Here are some practical tips from Mark 
DeJesus:
1. Practice self-acceptance: love and 

accept yourself right where you are.
2. Be open to God’s love, and to what 

He is saying to you in this season.
3. Remove self-imposed time restraints. 

(“If you want to speed up in the 
kingdom, you must slow down!”). 

4. You’re only a couple of decisions away 
from a change for the better.

This year, I challenge you to learn for 
yourself what “the unforced rhythms of 
grace” means to you personally. It could be 
life changing.  †

After years working in the 
sciences, Sally Meadows 
has risen up to who God 
has truly called her to be, in 
Christ, through the arts—
writing, making music, creat-
ing art, and inspiring others 

to be all they were created to be. Connect 
with Sally at https://sallymeadows.com; 
https://facebook.com/SallyMeadows-
Music; and https://instagram.com/sal-
lymeadowsmusic.

Wide Open Spaces

Learning the Unforced Rhythms of Grace
By Sally Meadows
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Did you play Marco Polo 
as a child? For those 

who aren’t familiar with it, the 
game happens in a swimming 
pool with a group of kids. The 
person who is It closes their 
eyes and calls out, “Marco.” 
The other kids respond, “Polo,” 
while trying to keep away. The 
object of the game is for the 
child whose eyes are closed  
to tag another child simply  
by following the sound of  
their voice.

At times I’ve felt I’m playing 
Marco Polo with God. I call 
out in emotional and spiritual 
darkness and listen for His 
voice. Sometimes I frantically 
splash around, trying to grasp 
Him. Other times I tread water 
as I wait for his response. 

The Weight of Mental Illness

Life with mental illness means 
I have spent more time in 
the darkness than I’d like. 
Anxiety and depression have 
often kept me blindfolded to 
the goodness around me—in 
nature, my relationships, my 
gifts, my family, and the way I 
relate to God. 

Mental illness has prevented 
me from seeing and receiving 
God’s unfailing love because 
I didn’t believe I was worthy 
of it. It has stopped me from 
connecting deeply in my 
friendships because I felt 
misunderstood and was afraid 
of rejection. It has interfered 
with my marriage and how I 
have parented my children.

Yet, even in this darkness, the 
Lord has been my comfort and 
peace. He has sheltered me 
under His wing and has upheld 
and protected me. When I felt I 
couldn’t go on living, He alone 
sustained me. When I couldn’t 
physically get out of bed and 
didn’t have the energy to lift my 
children in my arms, He alone 
gave me strength. 

Living under the weight of 
my diagnosis has not been 
easy. Pursuing healing through 
counselling, safe relationships, 
medication, healthy boundar-
ies, and embracing rather than 
rejecting my emotions have all 
been valuable steps to improve 
my quality of life. However, 
listening for the voice of the 
Good Shepherd along this 
path has been transformative.

The Voice of the Good Shepherd

I first learned about listen-
ing to Jesus’s voice when I 

stepped out of my comfort 
zone and met with a spiritual 
director who worked out of 
the same office as my counsel-
lor. Together, we listened for 
the voice of Jesus, our Good 
Shepherd. He spoke lifegiving 
words into my heart and soul, 
healing wounds in a way that 
cognitive behavioural therapy 
hadn’t been able to do. 

On Good Friday, 2020, during 
a time of listening prayer, I 
sensed the Lord was inviting 
me to pray for healing from 
my anxiety. I had heard of 
others being healed of physi-
cal ailments, but I had never 
heard of someone being healed 
of a mental illness. In faith 
I prayed, and God—full of 
mercy and grace—healed me 
instantly and completely. 

God’s Sustaining Mercy

Now I feel called to proclaim 
the freedom that Jesus offers to 

all who seek Him. I’m excited 
to share with women who are 
hungry to hear the voice of 
their Good Shepherd, and I do 
this through writing, speaking, 
and spiritual care coaching. 

I’m also aware that the Lord 
doesn’t choose to heal everyone 
in the way we ask. Considering 
this, my invitation to you is to 
simply come before the Lord. 
Submit your mental health 
to Him in the same way you 
submit other parts of your life 
to Him. Reflect on the prom-
ises of Isaiah 61:1-7 as Jesus’s 
promises for you.

Whether He chooses to heal 
or not is His choice, but I can 
assure you that, if you seek His 
face and listen for His voice, 
He will come near to you and 
speak His unfailing love and 
supernatural peace over you. 
When you draw near to Him, 
He will sustain you for today. †

Caran Jantzen 
is an award-
winning author. 
She launched 
Transform Your 
Story Coach-

ing in 2020. This coaching 
service helps Christian women 
experience emotional and 
spiritual health and whole-
ness, so they can joyfully live 
out their God-given calling. 
Caran loves Christian fellow-
ship, meaningful conversations 
with friends, cuddling her cats, 
and being silly with her family. 
Website: transformyourstory.ca 
Facebook: @transformyoursto-
rycoaching

An Unexpected Gift:  
Discovering Our Creative Purpose

By Caran Jantzen
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My Mental Health Story
By Tandy Balson

Have you ever gone swimming in the 
ocean? I’m not much of a swimmer 

but do enjoy the water as long as it’s fairly 
calm and not too deep. 
Here is what a typical time at the beach 
would look like for me.  My towel and flip 
flops are left on the shore before I wade 
into the water. The water is refreshing. I 
dip my shoulders under and splash about 
while keeping my eyes on the shoreline to 
ensure I stay close enough to feel safe.
When it’s time to come out, my belong-
ings are not where I think they should 
be. The current has pulled me off course 
and I’m a little disoriented. Although I 
thought I was keeping watch over my 
point of entry, my drifting was gradual 
enough to go unnoticed. I have to walk 
farther than expected to reach my towel.
This is a fitting metaphor for my mental 
health. The change happened gradually.  
From being busy, productive, and filled 
with inspiration, I slowly found it more 
and more difficult to sit down and write.  
It was a struggle to find thoughts and 
words to share. 
I persevered. I’d had writer’s black before, 
but it felt different this time. The realiza-
tion that I no longer had a desire to write 
hit me hard. My passion was gone, and 
with it, a large chunk of my identity. Was 
it really only a few months ago I was 
convinced God’s calling for me was to be 
a writer? Looking back, I wondered if I’d 
been wrong.  What was I supposed to be 
doing instead? 
I’d been preoccupied with some other 
things in my life. My focus had been on 
them and not writing. Maybe that was  
the problem. 
We’d recently had a major health scare 
with my husband. I felt my attention 
should be centered on him. Quality time 
together was one thing but he didn’t want 
to be smothered by my constant presence. 
I was afraid of losing him. He said he’d 

be fine and didn’t want me to tell anyone 
about his diagnosis for the time being. 
Trying to conceal my concern and act like 
everything was normal was causing me as 
much stress as his illness.  
Two months earlier, we had opened our 
home to someone who needed a tempo-
rary place to stay. I thought it would be 
for a few weeks. She was still there and 
showed no signs of leaving.  A struggle 
between my generous, compassionate side 
and the selfish one that wanted my home 
back was constantly raging in my mind. I 
started spending more and more time in 
my room. 
Without realizing it, I had slipped into 
depression. The current of life had pulled 
me off course. Everything I knew and 
loved was where I left it on the shore but  
I was treading water, unable to reach dry 
land. I didn’t understand what had hap-
pened and the struggle was exhausting. 
In the past I had journaled my negative 
emotions as a form of therapy. Even this 
was beyond my current capabilities. What 
kind of a writer couldn’t even journal? 
Looking back, I can see how I ignored 
warning signs of impending trouble. 

Instead of leaving my burdens with Jesus, 
I attempted to carry them in my own 
strength. I staggered under the load and 
lost my way. At this point I was incapable 
of carrying the weight and forced to lay  
it down.
The road back was neither fast nor easy. 
My pastor gave wise counsel. My support-
ive husband knew how to gently prod me 
in the direction I needed to go. A deeper 
reliance on Jesus showed me grace.
Over time, I noticed my joy for life was 
returning. It was a full year before the 
desire to write and the inspiration I 
needed to do so came back. 
Although I’m writing again on a regular 
basis, the lessons learned during my 
mental health break, have reinforced 
why I write and Who I am ultimately 
writing for.  †

Tandy Balson is a wife, 
mother, grandmother, friend, 
volunteer, and observer of 
life. She wrote this column 
from a condo overlooking 
the Gulf of Mexico, where 

she says the tranquility, sun, and sea do 
wonders for her state of mind.

Explore. Dream. Discover
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Finding Those God Moments
By Laura J. Davis

 It is hard to imagine being in the hospi-
tal for five months. I will be honest, the 

longer I stayed in the system, the harder it 
was for me to see God at work. The lack of 
communication between my doctors and 
their team was disheartening. I felt I was 
always scrambling for answers. I became so 
frustrated I began to question if I had seen 
God at work or if my doctors had gotten 
lucky with their treatment plan. 
Despite that, I have learned many things. I 
believe God is listening to every cry from 
our lips. He is leaps and bounds ahead of 
us, putting everything together so, when 
we are in need and cry out to Him, the 
answers are already in place. They  just  have 
to unfold. Patience and waiting on God 
are vital in finding those “God Moments.”
I have a condition known as lymphedema. 
Lymphedema is a debilitating, embar-
rassing, painful, and incurable disease. It 
has landed me in the hospital more times 
than I can count with severe infections 
that required IV antibiotics, hospital stays, 
and eventually, home care. When I was 
admitted to the hospital in May of 2021, 
it was for an infection known as cellulitis, 
a common side effect of lymphedema. 
This infection can be dangerous and lead 
to sepsis if not treated quickly. In my case, 
the fluid build-up in my legs was so great 
the tibia of my left leg broke. It then split 
open, leaking lymphatic fluid. The end 
result was cellulitis. Months later, my leg 
would turn septic, and I would continue 
to fight this infection  in and out of the 
hospital until October 15, 2021. 
  At one point, I was told the bacteria causing 
the cellulitis in my legs was in my lungs and 
I had pneumonia. Doctors think you know 
what’s wrong, assuming you understand the 
terminology the health care professionals 
are using, or they say nothing to alarm you. 
Whatever the case, my doctors thought 
I knew I was in heart failure. Their solu-
tion was for me to pee everything out.  A 
few days later, they released me from the 

hospital. I still had cellulitis and pneumonia 
but  was told  they could be treated with IV 
antibiotics at home.

As my week at home progressed, I found it 
increasingly difficult to breathe. A visit-
ing nurse realized my oxygen levels were 
too low and called an ambulance. I was 
re-admitted to the hospital with conges-
tive heart failure, a condition I didn’t even 
know I had.

I was released from the hospital a few days 
later, but I still didn’t know how to live 
with CHF.  A doctor told me to get a pulse 
oximeter and not let my stats get below 90. 
I didn’t feel good about being sent home. 
My leg was still infected. The pressure on 

my family to take care of me was enor-
mous. I knew I would be back.

Fortunately, I saw a wound specialist who 
debrided the skin on my leg, and the 
change was remarkable. While my leg 
was still leaking lymphatic fluid, he told 
me I no longer had cellulitis. Two days 
later,  my PICC line was removed at the 
cellulitis clinic because of hives that I had 
developed from an allergic reaction to the 
antibiotic I was on. The antibiotics were 
stopped completely. The cellulitis was 
gone. Things were looking up. 

Three days later, on Thanksgiving Day 
weekend, my throat closed, and I could 
not breathe at all. I was admitted to 
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the hospital again. I was exhausted and 
thought I would die. This is when miracles 
began to happen, and prayers were 
answered before they were uttered. When 
you go into the hospital by ambulance, 
paramedics and stretchers line the halls 
waiting for an available room. This is the 
norm and can be a long wait. But when I 
arrived, no one was in the hallway. I was in 
a room within 20 minutes. 
The next miracle happened when it was 
discovered I had cellulitis again. With my 
breathing stabilized, I settled down for 
a few nights in the ER. I had been there 
for three days the previous time. But the 
next day, I was admitted to a private room. 
Thank you, Lord!
After informing my doctors I wanted to be 
told everything, I got my wish. That same 
day, a doctor came into my room and said 
she had some bad news. I had staph epi-
dermis, a blood infection. They believed a 
dirty PICC line had been the culprit. She 
informed me this infection could settle in 
the heart, brain, and joints and was quite 
dangerous. But, she said, they were treat-
ing it with antibiotics.
 “So, what’s the bad news?” I asked. 
Her eyebrows shot up, and her eyes 
widened. “I don’t think you understand. 
It’s quite serious.” 
“I understand. But I’m already on antibiot-
ics for cellulitis and pneumonia, and you 
said you were treating it already, so...” 
The doctor mentioned she had never met 
a patient so calm about receiving bad 
news before. Was I getting too used to 
being sick? Or was I trusting God more? 
Honestly, I couldn’t tell. 
After an echo of my heart, more blood 
tests, urine tests, etc., a team of doctors 
came into my room two days later.
“We have some bad news.”
My weary soul almost fell into a coma at 
this news. Honestly, I was so tired I didn’t 
even react.
“You have C-DIFF.” (C-DIFF is a bacte-
ria that causes severe diarrhea and colitis. 
If not treated, it can get dire).
“How did I get that?”
“From being on antibiotics too long.”

“And how is it treated?”
“With antibiotics.”
Cue crickets...
“We’re going to take you off all antibiotics 
specifically treating your blood infection, 
pneumonia, and cellulitis.”
“Wait. What? But how will I get better?”
“Oh! Your blood infection is gone, and so 
is your cellulitis.”
“What about my pneumonia?”
“Oh, that’s gone too.”
Believe it or not, I almost missed this 
miracle from God because I was mentally 
and emotionally exhausted. In only one 
day, everything had left my system. This 
is unheard of for cellulitis. But I also no 
longer had a blood infection or pneumo-
nia. God had cleared them out of my body. 
While I still had C-DIFF to deal with, it 
was a very mild case and could be treated 
at home. 
And that is where I am right now. Home. 
At last! For how long? I am hoping it 
is for good. I do still have lymphedema. 
God has His reasons, and at this time, He 
has chosen not to heal me of this disease. 
However, this entire journey has taught 
me more about myself and my walk with 
God. My perception of how God works 
changed from not only trying to find 
those God Moments but also seeing the 
bigger picture.  
Waiting on God is hard, but He has 
already seen my future. He has been busy 
getting things arranged for me to get from 
point A to Z. And if point Z is going to 
meet Him in my forever home, then why 
worry? Why should I fret if He has some-
thing more for me to do here on earth? All 
will be revealed in time, and everything 
will be provided. 
I want to say I am walking a worry-free 
life now, but I know me, and that would 
be a lie. Stuff happens that knocks me 
off course, and I panic. I know I will still 
have those days, but as the song says, “On 
Christ the solid rock I stand, all other 
ground is sinking sand.” You will either 
stand firm and trust God or give into your 
fears and slip into sinking sand. 

Is life more than you can bear right now? 
If you believe in God, know this: God’s 
got you! He had you in His eye since 
before you were born. Yes, life can be 
horrible and challenging. God did not 
promise us a carefree life (Acts 14:22). He 
promised us eternal life if we believe in 
His Son and trust in Him. The big picture 
is that we will finish this life perfect and 
complete in Him. So, find those God 
Moments. When all seems impossible, 
look for the bigger picture, and know that 
God has not forgotten you.
You are, and forever will be, His child. 
Trust Him because He has you in the 
palm of His hand.
“Fear not, for I am with you; be not 
dismayed, for I am your God; I will 
strengthen you, I will help you, I will 
uphold you with my righteous right hand” 
(Isaiah 41:10).  †

Laura J. Davis is a former 
Precept Studies teacher and 
author. She also runs a book 
review site where published 
authors can find reviews 
and readers can find new 
books. She can be found 
at www.laurajdavis.com and 

at www.interviewsandreviews.com 

God Moments...continued from P. 14

" Writing is a form of 

therapy; sometimes I 

wonder how all those who 

do not write, compose or 

paint can manage to escape 

the madness, melancholia, 

the panic fear which is 

inherent in a  

human situation."

~Graham Greene

Quotable Quote
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Delayed Panic
By L. Marie Enns

Years ago, my husband 
and I taught school in an 

isolated place. One February 
morning, we were returning 
there from Peace River with a 
truck carrying groceries. The 
road was icy, and a skid plus a 
pile of snow upset the vehicle. 
I blacked out as we overturned 
and regained consciousness at 
the cry of our two-year-old. 
Somehow, I got myself and 
him out through a broken 
window, but my husband was 
partially buried headfirst in 
the snow. I had no shovel, and 
I scratched the snow with my 
hands, but it was useless. I 
knew I had to get help. But my 
son was too heavy to carry—
and too young to walk far. The 
groceries were strewn over 
the snow. So, in desperation, 
I plunked Lanny on a bag of 
flour and told him, “You stay 
here till Mommy comes back!”
I walked down the road until 
I met a car that took me back 
to the accident. I retrieved 
Lanny from the flour bag. The 
car driver assessed the situa-
tion and concluded he could 
do nothing, that Henry was 
probably dead. We got into the 
car and went down the road 
for help. 
Soon, we met a tractor and 
returned to the accident 
scene and the men shovelled 
Henry out. He was alive but 
unconscious. He was put 
into the back seat of the car, 
and we headed for the Peace 
River Hospital. On the way, 
his consciousness gradually 
returned. The doctor kept him 
in the hospital for five days to 
make sure his lungs cleared, 

and he wouldn’t get pneumo-
nia. Lanny and I stayed with 
friends.
Someone took us back to our 
school, and we resumed our 
teaching. I thought I was okay, 
but I didn’t travel anywhere 
until school closed in June, and 
then I had a delayed reaction of 
panic because of the accident. 
A friend flew us out to Peace 
River, and I had this awful fear 
that the plane would crash. 
I was so relieved to get back 
on the ground at the airport. 
The next day we were driving 
to Edmonton. When we got 
on the highway, the ditches 
unnerved me and the fear 
returned. I had the sensation 
of hitting the ditch again, and 
I kept begging Henry to drive 
slower.
The following day, we started 
on a five-hour trip to Sas-
katchewan to visit my parents. 
Driving in the city was fine, 
but when we got on the 
highway with the ditches, the 

awful feeling returned. Again, 
I was begging Henry to drive 
slower. By the time we reached 
Elk Island Park, we decided to 
abandon the trip. Henry said 
that, at the rate we were going, 
“We’ll both be crazy by the 
time we get there.” We ate our 
sandwiches and returned to 
the city.
Henry went to summer school 
and also took flying lessons. I 
stayed in our rented suite with 
Lanny. He still had afternoon 
naps. So, when he slept, I 
slept. If Henry seemed to be 
away too long, I would turn on 
the radio to see if there was a 
report of a plane crash. When 
we went to church, I put on a 
fake smile if anyone greeted 
me. I tried to act normal 
because I didn’t want anyone 
to know how miserable I was. 
I felt I would never be happy 
again. 
After a while, we went on short 
drives to gradually get me used 
to it again. I also maintained 

my Bible reading and prayer, 
and slowly I came out of my 
darkness into the light. By the 
time we needed to go home, I 
was able to handle the driving. 
In fact, in later years, I learned 
to drive and I actually enjoyed 
driving distances on the high-
ways. I even drove to several 
writing conferences by myself.

I thank the Lord for healing 
me. Living with depression 
takes all the joy out of life. †

L. Marie Enns is 
a retired teacher. 
She writes poetry 
and devotion-
als. She has 
contributed to 
several InScribe 

anthologies. Her interests are 
reading, listening to sacred 
and classical music, and corre-
sponding with friends. She and 
her husband, Henry, have four 
children, five grandchildren, 
and two great grandchildren.
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My creative journey, like any journey, 
has had its up and downs. I have 

questioned with good questions and with 
excuses. I have researched and I have prac-
tised. I have taken steps I never expected 
to take. My journey is not over. Because 
learning is a necessary part of being a 
writer and an artist, I expect the ups, the 
downs, and the questions will continue.

I do not know where the writing will 
take me next nor do I know what I will 
experiment with next in my art. For 
me this is part of the enjoyment of the 
process. I have the opportunity to learn 
and explore in many different ways. I do 
know that unless I keep practising, the 
skills I have gained will atrophy. The pen 
and the paintbrush will become awkward 
in my hand. The skills will decline instead 
of improve.

If our creative expression is part of 
God's gifting, and I believe it is, there is 
a responsibility to continue to practice. 
There is a responsibility to use our skills 
and gifts for His glory. Just as Jesus said 
we are not to hide our light [Luke 8:16], I 
do not think we are supposed to hide as a 
writer or an artist. How we use these skills 

and abilities is unique to each one of us. 
Some will write for the purpose of telling 
the family story within the family. Some 
will write to educate, others to encourage, 
and still others will be led to entertain. 
I began by writing so my girls would know 
the story of their growing up years. God 
has opened doors beyond that. I am both 
excited and apprehensive each time I am 
led to stretch beyond my current practice. 
I have to trust God with each step, new 
or old. Without faith that God is walking 
this journey with me, I will become stuck 
in the valleys and be unable to see His 
leading. 
I continue to wrestle with doubt. I con-
tinue to wrestle with how my many varied 
interests work together. I often wonder 
how God will use my curiosity, skills, and 
half-skills. Then I remember, it is not for 
me to decide the how. My offering of 
thanks is obedience to His calling. 
I still, as I write this, have moments, as 
I expressed in the first column of this 
series a year ago, where I wonder what I 
am doing writing a column. I still answer. 
“because I was asked to”. Now I can also 
say, “because it was one of the next steps I 

needed to take.” I can see other places this 
year where I had the courage to say yes 
after saying yes to this. God used this for 
my growth.

I do not know where my various interests 
in art, writing, research, and exploration 
will lead. I do not know where and how 
God will use them. I do know God will 
show me. He showed Abraham one step at 
a time. He may show me and you one step 
at a time. He may show us a number of 
steps. Today I can say I am okay with that. 
Tomorrow I might wrestle with it. 

No matter what else happens on this 
journey. No matter how or where God 
leads. One thing is certain.  One truth 
I continue to hang onto. God is always 
present, He loves us, and He will use what 
we offer to Him in response to His love 
and grace. †

Lorilee Guenter is a Saskatoon 
based artist and writer who 
likes to learn and enjoys a 
challenge. She marvels at the 
unexpected twists and turns in 
the story of her life. She knows 
the Author and trusts He will 
not waste any of them.

A Creative Journey

Next Steps
By Lorilee Guenter
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A Time to Mourn
By Kathleen Friesen

The year 2019 was our annus horribilis. 
In the space of three months, a long-

time friend, my husband’s mother, my 
dad, and my youngest brother died. Stress 
took its toll, and illness kept me weak and 
barely functioning for months. 
Slowly, I recovered physically, but nothing 
felt right. A cloud had descended on my 
soul. I hoped it would disappear as swiftly 
as the morning fog. Instead, it lingered and 
deepened. At times, it seemed as though 
I trudged through knee-deep mud while 
trying to accomplish simple tasks. Why 
was life so hard?
As that year of misery finally drew to a 
close, my husband and I forced smiles and 
agreed, “Next year will be better.” Enter 
COVID-19 and forced isolation, more 
broken plans and massive loneliness. I 
knew everyone else was suffering as well 
but didn’t know how to help myself, let 
alone others. 
This year began with the death of my 
beloved friend. Government regulations 
allowed a video funeral only. So, I felt no 
real closure.
I don’t share this to depress you or ask 
for sympathy but simply to offer some 
background. I’d been more than halfway 
through writing a novel when my words 
disappeared. You know the saying “Words 
fail me”? Yeah, that. The more I tried to 
create the next scene or even a line, the 
more frustrated I became. Even conversa-
tions became difficult. The words I tried 
to grasp seemed to flit close by and then 
flutter away like a butterfly. 
Again and again, I asked God, “What’s 
wrong with me? Why can’t I accomplish 
anything? Why am I so tired all the time? 
Am I just lazy?” 
After a couple of tweaks to my physical 
heart, I do have more energy. However, 
words still played hide-and-seek, taunting 
me as they stayed out of reach. Perhaps 
writing was no longer God’s plan for me. 

Maybe I’d been attempting something for 
pride’s sake when He had something else 
designed for me. So, I kept asking Him to 
show me—and to make it obvious to my 
fuzzy mind. 
One bit of writing remained possible, my 
posts of biblical memes on Facebook. As 
I shared pieces of my heart, I was the one 
blessed with courage to continue. Then, 
last week, a meme lifted off my screen 
and into my heart. The verse portion from 
Ecclesiastes 3:4 (NIV) shone a bright 
light into my darkness: A time to mourn, 
and a time to dance. 
Like a ray of sunshine piercing dark 
clouds, I realized my burden had a name: 
Grief. Pieces fell into place, and I felt 
rather silly for not recognizing it sooner. 
Sure, I’d mourned those losses. But 
shouldn’t my sorrow be complete by now? 
Apparently not. Those wiser than I knew 
that Grief requires its own timeline, but 
somehow the recognition of it eased the 
heaviness in my soul. 
Then, as I meditated on the verse, I sensed 
my heavenly Father extending His hand to 
me, whispering, “Come, my child. It’s time. 
Dance with me.”

“I don’t think I can.” I mentally shook my 
head. “I don’t know the steps.”
He smiled. “Take My hand, and let Me 
lead you in the unforced rhythms of grace” 
(Matthew 11:29 The Message).
If you’ve wandered aimlessly in the valley 
of the shadow as well, I hope you will 
give yourself grace to mourn. As long as it 
takes. And when the Father extends His 
hand, grasp it and follow His lead.
I still don’t know what direction God 
will lead me regarding writing, but I do 
know His hand is warm and steady and 
His steps smooth and purposeful. He will 
lead me through this valley and into His 
glorious future. †

Kathleen Friesen writes 
contemporary stories of faith 
which can overcome tough 
trials and deep heartaches. 
She recently began ventur-
ing into blogging. Her desire 
is for her readers to see 
themselves in the stories/

scenarios and find encouragement for their 
faith journey. When not engrossed writing 
or reading, she loves visiting family and 
friends, glamping, and gardening. 

Kathleen Friesen - Facebook
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Trusting the God of All Comfort
By Janet Seevers

The day was beautiful for 
late November with a 

temperature of 11 degrees in 
Calgary. I pushed my hus-
band’s wheelchair out to the 
nursing home garden, where 
we sat and watched squirrels 
scamper along, a rabbit hiding 
behind a bush, and magpies 
squawk at each other. Being 
outside was a delight for my 
husband of 46+ years. I said, 
“I love you,” and listened as he 
slowly repeated the words, the 
only sentence he can say since 
a large stroke in 2004 took his 
speech. It was a good day.
The previous week, I read him 
the story I had written of the 
motorcycle he put together 
from parts in a box in 1975. 
The owner took it apart and 
couldn’t reassemble it. So, he 
sold it to Dennis for $125. 
Dennis put it together using 
an owner’s manual. It ran! We 
took it to Papua New Guinea 
on our first mission assignment 
and used it as transportation 
with many adventures that 
followed. We even rode over a 
15-foot python on the road—
by accident of course—in the 
dark. Dennis understood the 
story and nodded, grinning at 
the memory of that motor-
cycle. His long-term memory 
is great!
Later, my mind went back to 
where it all began in 1973. 
We met through a Chris-
tian singles group and soon 
discovered we both had a keen 
interest in missions. When 
Dennis and I married in 1975, 
our goal was to serve the Lord 
in missions, and everything 
went well at first. My goal 

was to have a happy Christian 
marriage. Then, gradually, puz-
zling things began to happen. 
When Dennis was feeling 
down, his dark moods showed 
up as anger. He thought it was 
my job to make him happy, 
but I didn’t know how. The 
“how-to-be-happily-married” 
books—and I read many of 
them—just didn’t work. Was 
I doing something wrong? By 
this time, we had two children.
Despite happy and fulfilling 
times, the dark moods kept 
returning. For years, Dennis 
was so good at covering his 
feelings around his cowork-
ers that they thought he was 
a kind and extremely helpful 
person. Life was very much 
like living on a roller coaster.
I felt numb and was unable to 
write anything other than my 

writing for work for a number 
of years. I tried to cover up the 
pain I was going through and 
lived in denial. During those 
difficult times, I found my 
solace in the Lord. I poured 
my heart into my journal, 
sometimes writing prayers 
and sometimes just recording 
the pain. At other times, my 
prayers were wordless. Three 
older friends were especially 
helpful through encourag-
ing words, a listening ear, 
and prayers. One sent me an 
encouragement card every 
three weeks. Oh, how I  
appreciated it!
Finally, in 1997, we got 
a diagnosis—Dennis has 
bipolar mood disorder, which 
explained what he and our 
family had been going through 
for 20 long years. A mental 

illness affects not only the 
person who has it but the 
entire family.  With medica-
tion and counselling for both 
of us, he got better. We only 
made it through because the 
Lord was with us all the way. 
It’s a long-term illness, and he 
needs medication on a daily 
basis for the rest of his life. 
Through all of life’s ups and 
downs, I’ve learned that the 
Lord is trustworthy. He will 
never leave us or forsake us 
(Hebrews 13:5). He has been 
with us every step of the way. 
Through all of this, I have 
learned compassion, persever-
ance, and empathy for others in 
similar situations, I have been 
able to walk alongside others 
faced with difficult situations. 
God often brings good out of 
difficult circumstances. I‘ve 
used some of what I’ve learned 
in the stories in my book, 
Holding on to Hope.
A Bible passage I really 
appreciate is from 2 Corinthi-
ans 1:3-4 in the NIV: “Praise 
be to the God and Father of 
our Lord Jesus Christ, the 
Father of compassion and 
the God of all comfort, who 
comforts us in all our troubles, 
so that we can comfort those 
in any trouble with the comfort 
we ourselves receive from 
God.” †

Retired after 
45 years with 
Wycliffe Bible 
Translators, Janet 
Seevers writes 
from her home in 
Calgary, Alberta.
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Perils of Passion
By Pat Gerbrandt

Finally, someone’s caught on! I smiled  
at my daughter-in-law and nodded as  

she exclaimed, “But, Mom, writing is  
your passion!” 

I had just recently acknowledged to myself 
that I am truly passionate about writing. 
A few months previously, when the 
president of our writers’ group urged us to 
be deliberate about our writing and to be 
responsible about submitting our writing 
for publication, I had finally decided 
to follow through on good intentions. 
Initially, I even prayed about every piece as 
we’d been encouraged to do. Much to my 
delight, my proposal for a series of articles 
was accepted, and so, I busily churned out 
the segments I had promised. 

I was on a mission. In my day job as 
a Constituency Assistant for the local 
Member of the Provincial Legislature, I 
heard from parents concerned their chil-
dren with autism didn’t have their needs 
understood at school. Already enrolled in 
an advanced writing course at Providence 
College, I lost no time getting started on 
the required research project. These pieces 
were the ones the newspaper editor agreed 
to print. Response was good. Parents 
found ways of connecting and eventually 
formed a support group. Seeing that my 
writing had made a difference gave me 
more fuel for my passion. 

Then another publication caught my eye, 
and I boldly enquired about submissions. 
An invitation to a writers’ meeting gave 
me more encouragement. Away I went, 
and before I knew quite how much work I 
was facing, I agreed to write several pieces 
for the glossy new magazine. I even went 
so far as to venture to the managing editor 
that some of the pieces contained errors. 
“Would you like to do some editing?” was 
her prompt response. Would I like to edit? 
My family had been patiently indulging 

me when I made editorial comments, but I 
began to sense the need to “delete” instead 
of “print” at times that my editing was not 
welcome. When I was given the chance 
to channel my passions, my husband and 
children were relieved. 

The editing responsibilities meant I 
sometimes received a dozen or more short 
pieces that needed to be tidied up within a 
day or two. Then, more writing opportuni-
ties beckoned alluringly. I could tell myself, 
“I’m a writer!” Being recognized boosted 
my confidence. I accepted more offers. 
Then I wondered why I was so tired and 
why the tension in my neck didn’t disap-
pear even after a good night’s sleep. 

I tried to justify my frenetic pace. “Ah, but 
I have a passion for writing! Perhaps this 
is the price I pay for pursuing my passion.” 
Price? Yes, the price of allowing passion to 
have free rein is very high. 

The lesson taught me unbridled passion 
can be dangerous. Just as passion allowed 
free expression in a sexual relationship 
is dangerous, there are pitfalls in allow-
ing any passion to proceed unchecked. 
Passion in and of itself is a powerful force. 
It needs to be balanced with commitment, 

appropriate limits, and the place it holds 
within the larger context of one’s life. 

I’m still trying to learn. Keeping the 
passion fueled while keeping balanced 
means I must listen to the Holy Spirit’s 
nudging about my abilities. That chal-
lenge to pray about each piece is also a 
reminder to pray about taking on assign-
ments. And, if I don’t catch on right away, 
I had better notice when my husband 
shakes his head as I ramble about the idea 
for yet another piece. 

“If I speak in the tongues of men and 
of angels, but have not love, I am only a 
resounding gong …” (1 Corinthians 1:13 
NIV). If I push myself to write, write, 
write but do not honour God, this passion 
will consume me and leave only ashes.  †

Pat Gerbrandt likes early 
morning solitude. Reading, 
walking, and listening to 
music recharge her for 
writing and editing. Card-
making, a new learning 
experience, is fun. So are 

crosswords. Retirement offers more time 
for prayer, a solemn privilege and joyous 
responsibility. Pat is grateful others pray 
for her. She echoes Psalm 19:14. 
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Defrosted
By Ramona Furst

Ice, with its lacy tendrils reaching slowly 
out from the shoreline, had begun to 

cover a lake I noticed on a walk. I think 
my heart is much like this lake. No matter 
how hard I try to keep going, I feel numb 
and soon I’m afraid I’ll be frozen. How 
do I, Lord, break up the ice in my heart 
before it’s too late? 
“We’re running out of options. The nerve 
damage in your body is permanent and 
you are allergic to most drugs.” My new 
GP paused and said, “But there are one or 
two things we could look into. I will refer 
you to a specialist. Someone will contact 
you and schedule a virtual appointment 
with the specialist, and, hopefully, he can 
suggest possible options for pain relief.”
Answering my cell phone a few days later, 
I heard a lilting Caribbean accent. We 
exchanged pleasantries. “I see,” he kindly 
said, “you had wanted to go on a mission 
trip, and then you changed your mind 
because of your chronic pain.” 

I surprised myself as I responded by 
saying, “Do you think we could first pray 
about our conversation?”
I heard laughter on the other end, and Dr. 
D. said, “A sister in Christ? Absolutely and 
praise the Lord!” We prayed, and, for the 
next few minutes, we talked about our love 
of the Lord until I heard Dr. D. chuckle 
and say, “I guess we better get back to the 
reason for this phone call! No one in my 
30 years of practice has ever wanted to 
pray over the phone.”
The warmth of this holy encounter has 
begun to melt the icy sense of despair and 
depression that has been an unwelcome 
presence in my life. Psalm 42:5 reminds 
me to hope in God. A reminder I need 
because hoping in God does not come 
naturally for me. I must preach it to myself 
daily, knowing how easy it is to become 
discouraged. Someone has said that “hope 
is like a reservoir of emotional strength.” 
And John Piper once said, “Biblical hope 

not only desires something good for the 
future—it expects it to happen.”
Why hope? Grace!  “May our Lord Jesus 
Christ himself and God our Father, who 
loved us and by his grace gave us eternal 
encouragement and good hope…” (2 Thes-
salonians 2:16 NIV). 
The lake is now completely frozen. As for 
me, I have been emotionally and spiritu-
ally thawing out. Defrosted, you might say, 
with the knowledge that, “My hope is in 
you” (Psalm 39:7 NIV).  †

Ramona Furst is a writer 
and artist who lives in North 
Bay. She is a member of The 
Word Guild and InScribe and 
was a contributing author in 
the Hot Apple Cider antholo-
gies. She illustrated the book 
When the Bough Breaks by 

Bobbi Junior. Ramona has volunteered 
with Medical Missions International 
Canada.
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“I’m afraid I’m going to 
have to commit you.” The 

doctor’s word filled my heart 
with horror, fear, and anger. 
This meant I was being admit-
ted to the psychiatric ward 
against my will. I did not have 
a choice in the matter.
Mental illness is an insidi-
ous malady that is basically 
misunderstood by the average 
person. It is often associated 
in our minds with insan-
ity, and we do not like to 
contemplate that possibility.  
Although it has been brought 
to the forefront a lot during 
the pandemic, we still tend to 
shy away from the topic.
Mental illness is responsible 
for much pain in the world. 
The person who suffers can 
experience a myriad of emo-
tions ranging from feelings of 
rejection to suicide. Symptoms 
can include fear, isolation, 
lack of energy, loss of interest 
in life, anger, hearing voices, 
paranoia, and loss of touch 
with reality—to name a few. 
Mental illness devastates rela-
tionships and imposes feelings 
of fear, anger, mistrust, bewil-
derment, and embarrassment 
on loved ones. 
I have struggled with mental 
illness for over 50 years. I have 
bipolar disorder, obsessive 
compulsive disorder, and at 
times, grapple with psychosis. 
I’ve spent many weeks in 
psychiatric wards and count-
less frightening hours in my 
house—with the curtains 
closed. My husband and three 
children suffered greatly at my 

cruel hands, and I almost lost 
them all. 
Can someone suffering this, 
year in and year out, have 
any hope of using their gift 
of creativity? Is it possible 
for someone struggling with 
mental illness, who longs to 
be a writer, put onto paper 
something that will be a bless-
ing to others?
I believe that David struggled 
with mental illness, possibly 
bipolar disorder. Some of his 
Psalms describe in detail his 
plea to the Heavenly Father to 
rescue him from the anguish 
of a depressed soul. He says 
in Psalm 38:9-10, “All my 
longings lie open before you, 
O Lord; my sighing is not 
hidden from you. My heart 
pounds, my strength fails me; 
even the light has gone from 
my eyes.” In Psalm 62:7-8, his 
mood is high and rejoicing as 
he declares, “My salvation and 
my honour depend on God; 
he is my mighty rock, my 
refuge. Trust in him at all him 

at all times, O people; pour 
out your hearts to him, for 
God is our refuge.”
David was a prolific writer. 
When he was in despair, he 
would put his thoughts and 
longings on paper and when 
he was filled with joy, he 
also composed his thoughts 
and prayers. God was so 
pleased with David’s trust 
and confidence in Him, even 
in the midst of despair, that 
He called him “a man after 
God’s own heart.” He was so 
impressed with his writing 
that He recorded them in the 
Bible. How many of us have 
been comforted and encour-
aged by David’s writing? 
Over the last 22 years, I have 
experienced a gradual but 
steady progress of climbing out 
of the darkness. The Lord has 
used medication and psychi-
atric help, and I have learned 
coping skills to assist in my 
recovery. Today I am experi-
encing the highest degree of 
mental health I have in my 

entire life. Amazingly, He has 
also used my writing skills.  
Throughout the worst years 
of my illness, I kept a journal. 
In my darkest hours, I would 
pour out my pain on paper. 
As God has done an amazing 
healing in my life, I have 
continued to write, but it has 
become words of thankfulness 
and joy. As I was recovering 
from the worst of my illness, I 
described my journey, courtesy 
of my journals, into a book, 
Healing for an Unquiet Mind. 
The Lord blesses me as I con-
tinue to write, and my prayer 
is that others will be blessed 
through my writing.   †

Ruth Keighley is 
a wife, mother, 
grandmother, 
and great grand-
mother. She 
loves writing, 
reading, and 
embroidery. She 
has authored 

one book and coauthored 
a second one. She lives in 
Warman, SK.

The Blessing of Creativity  
in the Midst of Mental Illness

By Ruth Keighley
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Artist's Dates with a Difference
By Sandi Somers

The early morning sunlight shimmered 
on the lagoon at Calgary’s Inglewood 

Bird Sanctuary that spring morning 
of 2020. The fragrant outdoor air after 
overnight rain lifted my spirits as I began 
my nature walk. 
I had gone birdwatching that Sunday 
morning instead of attending church. One 
casualty of the COVID lockdowns was the 
closure of churches, and I had empty hours 
on my hands. A special outing would get 
me out of the house and into nature.
Many birds had arrived from migration 
and were feeding in the waters of the lake 
or were beginning their courtship behav-
iour. Several Canada geese close to my 
trail honked wildly. As I stepped aside to 
avoid them, I realized they were honking 
their mating calls and paid scant attention 
to me.  
I chatted with other, more experienced 
birders. One pointed to three female wood 
ducks preparing their nests in nearby 
trees—introducing me to the families of 
ducks that nest in tree cavities.
After about two hours of exploring 
wildlife, I drove home, stopping first at 
a Tim Horton’s coffee shop to celebrate 
with a takeout latte. As I basked in the 
sunlight on my porch before watching our 
11:00 church service online, I knew that 
something was coming alive in me. I was 
discovering what the writer Kyo Maclear 
said: “External smallness can lead some-
where internally large.” 
That morning I decided to make bird-
watching my weekly artist’s date, a prac-
tice I had learned from Julia Cameron, 
author of The Artist’s Way. She advocated 
weekly excursions to fill our wells with 
sensory impressions and bring inspiration 
to our art. 
While artist’s dates had been regular 
and essential to me for years, I also knew 
that, during COVID, it was important to 
maintain this habit for my mental health. 
However, because of COVID’s restrictions, 

my dates would be unique outdoor 
activities—weather permitting. I gradually 
broadened birding expeditions to prairie 
lakes and ponds beyond Calgary—and 
into our Foothills and Rocky Mountains. I 
explored sites I’d never before visited. 
As time went on, I realized I could add 
other experiences to my repertoire of artist’s 
dates. My daily morning walks became 
longer as I ventured onto new pathways, 
both in my area of the city and beyond. 
Nature’s healing presence refreshed and 
restored my inner equilibrium and com-
pensated for the isolation, confinement, and 
shrunken worlds of COVID.
One morning, the Lord spoke to my 
spirit, “Enlarge the places of your 
heart”—totally expanding my idea of art-
ist’s dates. I was starved for social contact. 
When weather warmed in April, I joined 
the parents in our cul-de-sac who visited 
outside while their children played 
together—all appropriately social distanc-
ing. Later, as December neared, the Lord 
prompted me to bake cookies and give a 
plateful to each of our cul-de-sac families. 
Gifts of gratitude and openheartedness in 
a locked-down Alberta Christmas.  
In my family, too, I created new activities. 
My niece, who was homeschooling her 

children, opened her home to in-home 
schooling for her grandchildren. Many 
mornings I phoned to greet the children 
and pray for them. We wrote letters 
and cards to each other, an activity that 
developed their handwriting skills and 
deepened our relationship. 
It has been said that when God closes one 
door, He opens a window. What could have 
been a mental health liability, shutting me 
out from normal, meaningful activities, 
became an open window. New opportuni-
ties and a new way of living and loving and 
writing brought renewal to my spirit. 
Gratitude rose up in me, and the Lord 
challenged me to be thankful in everything. 
Doing so may seem counterproductive and 
counterintuitive. But I've realized that, as I 
give thanks, the Lord begins to reveal His 
greater purposes in my situations. 
Gradually, I extended my artist’s dates 
through journalling, itself a mentally 
enhancing activity. Doing so gave me prac-
tice in writing: describing scenes, writing 
details, and developing my sensory images. 
Further, some of these journal entries 
morphed into articles and devotionals 
which I submitted for publication.   
It has been said that God gives us grace to 
sustain us in whatever we go through. What 
that meant to me can be described by Isaiah 
43:19: “I will make a pathway through the 
wilderness. I will create rivers in the dry 
wasteland” (NLT). God had renewed my 
spirit to discover a new way of experiencing 
Him during COVID and beyond.
What He did for me, He will do for you! †

Sandi Somers, retired from 
a wide-ranging career in 
education, now fills her 
mornings with writing devo-
tionals and personal essays. 
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ing God's wonders in the 

created world. Currently, she lives in 
Calgary, Alberta.
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Cheesecake
By Susan Glover

I have a dream.

No, really! I have this dream 
where I’m in a restaurant 

and everyone around me is 
eating cheesecake. They are 
eating rich, fluffy cheesecake 
with sauces in a rainbow 
of colours, decorative gar-
nishes, and crumbly crusts. 
Cheesecake is my favourite 
dessert, and I wait (somewhat) 
patiently for my own creamy 
creation to be delivered to my 
table. 
When my meal finally arrives, 
the plate in front of me is not 
what I expected. I am given a 
plate containing a sandwich 
with a mushy brown filling 
topped with a pickle. Everyone 
else in the restaurant looks over 
at me as I lift a corner of the 
bread to see what the filling of 
my sandwich is. At this point, I 
wake up and realize that I have 
been given a poop sandwich.
Ah, the poop sandwich (also 
known by a stronger name in 
some circles). I am very famil-
iar with the poop sandwich 
that I have been served—as 
well as the cheesecake that 
everyone else is eating. I spend 
a good deal of my life looking 
at the cheesecake on other 
people’s plates. I see their nicer 
houses, better jobs, brighter 
children, and happier marriag-
es. People eating cheesecake 
have it all together, they can 
multitask their amazing careers 
with their fabulous personal 
lives, and social media does 
a brilliant job of reinforcing 
those facts. 
But my life is different. My 
life isn’t fluffy filling and sweet 
toppings. My life is smelly and 

messy and, at times, covered in 
flies. I often wish that I could 
have that sweet dessert of a 
life, where everything is put 
together in a sugary package, 
and I wonder why I have been 
handed a smelly meal instead. 
The more I think about it, 
the more I am convinced that 
people show us the cheesecake 
they eat in public but hide 
their own poop sandwiches. 
None of us are all fluffy filling 
and crumb crust. We all have a 
little bit of brown mush in our 
lives. The challenge is to not 
only see each other for the real 
meal they are eating but also to 
have the strength to show our 
less than perfect side as well. 
We all have to choke down 
a little bit if poop now and 
then, but the dream has left 
me thinking about what comes 
next. What can I do to make 
my sandwich, and the sand-
wiches of others, a little bit 

more palatable? I realize I am 
called to love both others and 
myself as I am called to love 
God: with all my heart, soul, 
mind, and strength.  
With my heart, I need to be 
both a support to others and 
receive support for myself. The 
act of lifting up another can 
seem small at the time, but the 
impact can reach a depth that 
we will never know. 
My soul is called to pray for 
the people around me. This 
includes both the ones who 
struggle as well as the ones 
with cheesecake lives because 
I do not know what hides 
beneath the layers of toppings.  
My strength sees the possibil-
ity and potential in myself and 
those I interact with. Even the 
act of sharing someone else’s 
poop sandwich can give them 
the ability to choke down a 
few more bites.  My mind 

must develop a plan to follow 
through with the love I need 
to share. If I only dream of 
change but do not act, I am 
nothing but a resounding gong 
or a clanging cymbal.
I still have a dream. But my 
dream is now kinder and 
gentler—and contains a more 
balanced plate. I realize that we 
all have servings of cheesecake 
and poop sandwiches in our 
lives, but we need to support 
each other and be open to 
loving one another regardless 
of what is in front of us.  †

Susan Glover is 
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dinaire. She 
currently lives 
in Edmonton, 
Alberta, with her 
dog, Waldo. She 
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Full of Ashes.
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The engulfing waters threatened me,    
the deep surrounded me;
seaweed was wrapped around my head.
To the roots of the mountains I sank down;
the earth beneath barred me in forever.
But you, Lord my God,
brought my life up from the pit.
When my life was ebbing away,
I remembered you, Lord,
and my prayer rose to you,
to your holy temple...

— Jonah 2:5-7  NIV

So do not fear, for I am with you;
do not be dismayed, for I am your God.
I will strengthen you and help you;
I will uphold you with my righteous  
right hand.

— Isaiah 41:10 NIV

Do not be anxious about anything, 
but in every situation, by prayer 
and petition, with thanksgiving, 
present your requests to God.  
And the peace of God, which 
transcends all understanding, will 
guard your hearts and your minds 
in Christ Jesus.

— Philippians 4:6-7  NIV

I can do all things 
through Him who 
strengthens me.

— Philippians 4:13  NIV

Peace I leave with you; my peace  
I give you. I do not give to you as 
the world gives. Do not let your 
hearts be troubled and do not  
be afraid.

— John 14:27  NIV

 Therefore do not worry about 
tomorrow, for tomorrow will  
worry about itself. Each day has 
enough trouble of its own.

— Matthew 6:34  NIV



When you're in the 
midst of winter, remember ...

Spring 
is coming!
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