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         I’ve seen His face, His hands, His 

heart in the work we’ve undertaken in 

Ameya., Nicaragua I’ve found my faith 

strengthened as I marvel at the maturity 

and growth in the leaders there and how 

our support is magnified. Early on we 

helped Pastor Francisco attend a Pastors’ 

work shop in Guatemala. I knew God was 

at work when I saw Francisco’s face later, 

as he drew a diagram that showed his 

church in the center with houses sur-

rounding it , with lines radiating out. Fran-

cisco has since so multiplied that experi-

ence, offering workshops for other pastors 

and having other churches use his church 

for Saturday retreats and then share ser-

vices with his church at night. His recent 

hunger has been for training materials for 

the Church Leaders. I found materials in 

Spanish called “Ser la 

Iglesia “To Be the 

Church” and watched 

Francisco’s face light up 

with the many possibili-

ties. They do so much with so little, I have 

to ask, “What am I doing with the so much 

God entrusts to me?” 

         When Bert asked if I would give 

leadership to our church’s mission in Nica-

ragua, I remember thinking, sure, how 

hard can this be? I knew hospitality and 

how to make room reservations and serve 

food for large groups. I think that the 

sound I heard then was God chuckling. I 

had no idea what wonders were in store 

and what a steep learning curve it would 

be to learn to lead spiritually. Things like 

dealing with team members who were 

sure they knew how things should be, just 

like me that first year, to handling delicate 

cultural implications and our deepening 

relationships with the pastors and church 

leaders, and on to the families of our 

youth trusting God at work in their chil-

dren’s lives. I’ve learned that as I lean to-

ward Him and listen, I’ll know what to do. 

     A big challenge came as our mission 

team was forming with no youth pastor in 

sight. Joe Thackwell, in the final days of 

his ministry here, graced me with a book 

called Deep Justice Journeys: Moving 

from Mission Trips to Missional Living. 

The Lord used that book to draw us to a 

new level of understanding of what it 

means to serve Him. I’ll tease you here 

with just two quotes –“Service means 

helping others, Justice means removing 

obstacles so others can help themselves” 

and “Service focuses on what our ministry 

can accomplish, Justice focuses on how 

we can work with others to accomplish 

more. 

      I was on the bank of the 

river last month while Bert 

Wright baptized church mem-

bers. The light in their hope-

ful faces struck me. I have 

been a professed Christian these past five 

years but I realized I hadn’t really made 

that commitment; in the name of the Fa-

ther, Son and Holy Spirit and I needed to. 

I thought of the words to the song, Here 

by the Water- I’ll build an altar to praise 

Him, out of the stones that I’ve found 

here, rough as they are. Knowing you can 

make them holy.” The stones represent 

me, rough as I am, but with praise and 

care, I build the altar and He makes it ho-

ly. My baptism occurred a few Sundays 

later at the church in the horse trough. Not 

the same as the banks of the river but just 

right for me.  As I see God growing the 

Church and people in Ameya, I see how 

the Lord is also growing me. I am eager to 

see what it is God wants my life offer next 

to praise Him. 

“Service	means	

helping	others,	Jus-

tice	means	remov-

ing	obstacles	so		

others	can	help	

themselves”	and	

“Service	focuses	on	

what	our		

ministry	can		

accomplish,	Justice	

focuses	on	how	we	

can	work	with		

others	to		

accomplish	more.	

Ameya, Everywhere I look, I see...TransformationAmeya, Everywhere I look, I see...TransformationAmeya, Everywhere I look, I see...TransformationAmeya, Everywhere I look, I see...Transformation    

Jane Mirandette 

“What	am	I	doing	with	

the	so	much	God		

entrusts	to	me?” 



 

PAGE  |  3  

         I can say with all certainty that I am 

living a life blessed by God.  I believe 

that’s true of everyone, but at times it may 

be harder to see and trust than at others. 

 

         I applied for graduate school towards 

the end of last year, full of anticipation and 

nervousness.  The graduate program was 

through Vermont College of Fine Arts 

where I wanted to get my MFA in Writing 

for Children and Young 

Adults.  I had long dreamed 

of writing “for real,” but I’d 

never in all my dreams im-

agined such a perfect pro-

gram.   

 

         When I discovered it, it felt tailor-

made for who God has designed me to 

be.  God even reminded me as I prepared 

to speak to the women at the January 

Ekklesia that He has a grand purpose for 

my life.  It seemed in the application pro-

cess as though this was a promise from 

God, that part of His plan and purpose for 

my life included this specific program. 

 

          But that didn’t stop the doubt and 

uncertainty.  In the months that followed I 

waited and waited for word to come from 

the school.  I grew weary of waiting and 

lost sight of His promise.  My inadequacy, 

however, didn’t stop His faithfulness. 

 

        When I finally got word of my ac-

ceptance to the program, I was overjoyed.  

But God had more planned for my life.  I 

also found out that I was pregnant.  Alt-

hough Kelby and I had been trying to 

have a baby for a while, God waited to 

pour out these blessings simultaneously.  

It was as if He was saying to me, full of 

excitement, “See?  My promises are true.  

I really can do more than you ever hoped 

or imagined!” 

 

         God’s timing was perfect.  I was able 

to quit my teaching job to focus primarily 

on writing, school, and preparing to be a 

mom.  Even though there was plenty of 

opposition arguing that quitting a job in 

our economy was irresponsible, I knew 

that this was the plan God had designed 

for me when He knit me 

together. 

 

         Of course, just be-

cause He has planned it, 

doesn’t make it easy all 

the time.  With only one 

income, money is tight.  Knowing that 

soon we will also be providing for a baby 

often worries us.  But Kelby and I believe 

that God is calling us to trust Him more 

deeply.  He is teaching us that He truly is 

our provider in all things. 

 

        As I went to Vermont for the first time 

in July for a ten-day residency to kick off 

the semester, God continued to remind 

me that He planned this as a blessing.  

From my first ever dorm experience and 

roommate to the advisor assigned to me, 

everything was perfectly orchestrated.  

Writing, although a complete joy, is hard, 

but there is nothing that I would rather be 

doing. 

 

         God brought me to this time and 

place for a purpose.  It is no coincidence 

that I am here.  He does have a plan, one 

full of Him.  I may not know where this will 

lead in the future, but God does, and it is 

sure to be an adventure that is immeasur-

ably more than I can even now hope or 

imagine. 

Bearing Witness to His BlessingsBearing Witness to His BlessingsBearing Witness to His BlessingsBearing Witness to His Blessings    

“See?		My	promises	

are	true.		I	really	

can	do	more	than	

you	ever	hoped	or	

imagined!”	

Megan Benedict  

But	that	didn’t	stop		

the	doubt	and		

uncertainty….I	grew	

weary	of	waiting	and	

lost	sight	of	His	promise.			
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       At age 44, my life overflowed with 

blessings. Married to my best friend Bob, 

the mother of three delightful children, I ap-

peared to be a happy woman. But some-

where in the midst of my good health, sturdy 

house, overcommitted volunteer calendar, 

and ample friendships, something was 

amiss. Or perhaps just missing.  Unbe-

knownst to friends or family, I fretted over an 

absence of “me” that seemed to hang in the 

very air I breathed.  At night, in that sweet 

place between sleep and wakefulness—

where everything moves in slow motion and 

anything is possible—I daydreamed not of 

the life I actually had, but of an altogether 

different one. One that might have been 

mine had I been ever so much braver; or a 

bit smarter, or a little fitter.  In my nightly 

imaginings I was the assertive, athletic, ad-

venturous woman of my pre-adult predic-

tions.  Where was that woman?  What had 

become of her? Who was this other person; 

this middle-aged frumpy 

mother in the mirror? This 

woman was a lie. She made 

easy conversation with 

strangers, friends, and 

neighbors, but felt herself a 

fraud. She touted God’s 

grace and forgiveness to 

those in need of encouragement, yet she 

believed her egregious sins of the past un-

forgiveable.  And though she appeared out-

going and brave—she brimmed with secret 

cloying fears.   My sad truths were daunting 

and they drained me.  In the end, this emo-

tional exhaustion made me choose.  And so, 

sometime in December, alone with my hus-

band at the dinner table, my fork poised 

pointedly in the air, I said, “I think I’m going 

to ride home.” 
 

A six-month odyssey began. 
 

      With a little context (Bob’s immediate 

response went something like this, “Wait. 

What? Ride home from where?”) my decla-

ration was clarified.  “Ok, so I want to buy a 

bike, train on said bike, map a safe route, 

save money to spend along the route, and 

ride solo and unsupported from here (Ft.  

Collins, Colorado) to my parent’s house 

(Gadsden, Alabama). What do you think?” 

Looking back now, I don’t know what I ex-

pected Bob to say in response.  And Bob 

(being Bob) didn’t hurry his reply.  He fin-

ished chewing his food, tilted his head ever-

so-slightly to the right, closed his eyes for a 

brief second and then uttered the five little 

words that helped change my life forever, 

propelling me from the table uplifted and 

scheming—“You can do it, baby.”  Amazing-

ly, I agreed with him. 
 

      Enter the planning stages.  Though “the 

ride” (as Bob and I called it) was still on the 

down low, the research for what I needed, 

what it cost, and the choice of route over 

which I’d take it all began in earnest.  Note 

to reader: I am a planner. A finisher, not so 

much. But the planning stages are a deli-

cious and appealing appetizer to the actual 

activity. Here in these initial stages, I 

thrived.  I contacted the 

DOT of four states, joined 

the right organization to get 

the right maps, and surfed 

incessantly for the lightest 

tents, the sturdiest tour 

bikes, and the best food to 

keep me pedaling.  I had 

notebooks of furious figuring, web address-

es jotted in the pages corners. I browsed 

websites, blogs, and video journals, began 

reading Bike Maintenance for Dummies and 

constructed columns of “already haves” and 

“things I need to buy or borrow.” What I did-

n’t do was train. Or tell; other people, that is.  

Instead, “the ride” had become just another 

absurd piece in a puzzle that looked more 

and more fraudulent (like my life).  A painful 

but absolutely necessary kick in the pants 

from Bob revealed the following: until I got 

on my new bike (an expensive gift from the 

husband the month previous), put in some 

serious hours in the saddle, and shared the 

plan with others, it simply wasn’t going to 

happen.  I (being me) reacted in a most un-

flattering manner, but I knew that Bob’s 

words had the ring of truth to them.  I took 

his advice.  Poor 20-something salesclerks 

At	night,	in	that	

sweet	place	be-

tween	sleep	and	

wakefulness—

where	everything	

moves	in	slow	mo-

tion	and	anything	is	

possible—I	day-

dreamed	not	of	the	

life	I	actually	had,	

but	of	an	altogether	

different	one.		

Riding HomeRiding HomeRiding HomeRiding Home    

Julie Davis Reed 

...alone	with	my	hus-

band	at	the	dinner	ta-

ble,	my	fork	poised	

pointedly	in	the	air,	I	

said,	“I	think	I’m	going	
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Why	did	the	fear	of	

failure	so	paralyze	

me	that	I	had		

remained	frozen	in	

place	for	most	of	

my	adult	life	….	

    

(continued)(continued)(continued)(continued)    
just trying to sell me Cliff bars were assault-

ed with detailed plans of “the ride.”  REI em-

ployees ran for the workroom whenever my 

overzealous, wide-eyed, catalog-wringing 

self charged into the building.  Frankly it was 

pathetic, but also unbridled and somehow 

joyful.  It was new territory for me.  But, 

there is of course, a butJJ 
 

Jthe more I spoke to other people about 

my ride, the more I had to explain (and 

therefore analyze and understand) why I 

was doing this.  It’s one thing to say that you 

feel like a fraud, live in fear, and might be a 

bit unfulfilled as a mom and wife.  It’s quite 

another to understand and explain to some-

one else how riding a bicycle to Alabama 

loaded with fifty-pounds of gear and a life-

time’s worth of guilt is going to remedy that 

condition.  I was forced to ask some hard 

(and persistent) questions. Why was I so 

afraid of dying (when God promises ever-

lasting life)? Why did 

the fear of failure so 

paralyze me that I had 

remained frozen in 

place for most of my 

adult life (when I told 

everyone else that 

failure is simply an 

inevitable part of even-

tual success)?  Why was it so difficult to 

pray for myself (when I knew that God hears 

and answers the prayers of all)?  The more I 

told my “why” in regards to “the ride,” the 

clearer the answers to these questions be-

came.  Laid bare, I saw that I loved God, but 

I didn’t really believe His promises.  And if I 

wasn’t good at something already, I sure 

wasn’t going to try something new where I 

might (gasp!) fail in front of other people.  

And as for praying for myself, well, that 

would require an expectation of response, 

right?  What if my God phone didn’t ring?  

No voice on the wind? No discernable 

RSVP in my mailbox? All scary but nonethe-

less harsh realizations. 
 

      However eye-opening these thoughts 

were, they still didn’t explain why I needed 

to bike by myself across the country leaving 

my family and their needs behind.  The 

“why” had much more to do with something 

else.  A tape, a voice really, that I heard in 

my head. Maybe you have one too.  It 

played incessantly.  The voice was hard to 

hear but even without an exact message, I 

knew there was nothing good on the tape.  If 

I made the mistake of listening very long I 

spiraled into a black place full of self-doubts, 

recriminations, and sins revisited.  And yet it 

kept playing, a demeaning din in the back-

ground of my waking moments.  Did I make 

it play?  What if I managed to filter out the 

background noises and isolate the voice? 

What exactly was it saying?  The answer 

scared me. The tape’s message—the one 

that kept me awake as a child and (despite 

the Lord’s presence in my life) as an adult 

too whispered to me, “You’re not worthy, 

Julie.  Don’t fool yourself.  You are nothing.” 
 

      The truth is this—the voice on that dam-

nable tape has led me 

into and away from and 

around every choice 

I’ve ever made (and 

didn’t make).  At the 

root of my every action 

and reaction lay the 

message of the voice’s 

loaded words—as 

weighty and unforgiving as bricks.  And so, I 

steadily picked them up, expertly stacking 

one upon the other as if it was my lot in life. 

The foundation grew.  A house took shape.  

Brick by brick, lie by lie.  If only I had turned 

one of the bricks over in my hands—wiped 

away the dirt and seen the sinister scratch-

ings upon each one, “You can’t,” “You 

aren’t,” “You’ll never,” an endless parade of 

negativity that formed the walls, windows, 

and floors of “me.”  At 42, the late age that I 

finally opened the door to God, He had al-

ready begun (unbeknownst to me) to refine 

the bricks that built my house.  How He 

managed this remains a mystery. Maybe it 

was a Holy wind that slowly wiped the bricks 

clean, eroding their hopeless messages. Or 

maybe the Lord pulled out a brick here, a 

brick there, and emblazoned His own mes-

sages on the new bricks that replaced them, 

It’s	quite	another	to	understand		

and	explain	to	someone	else	

how	riding	a	bicycle	to	Alabama	

loaded	with	/ifty-pounds	of	gear	

and	a	lifetime’s	worth	of	guilt	is	

going	to	remedy	that	condition.	



 

PAGE  |  6  

“You can!” “You will!” Whatever the blessed 

mechanism, the result was this; that tape 

got awfully quiet. These days I hardly ever 

heard its siren call.  I knew however, that 

the tape deck remained plugged in, the 

speakers still worked, poised and ready at 

the first crisis, the first fight with Bob, the 

first tragedy to strike, for someone to push 

play and Satan’s lies to start anew.  I need-

ed an event, a coming-of-age at age 44.  

Something that would show the world and 

my toughest audience (myself) that the 

tape’s darkness no longer held sway over 

me.   Something that was scary, required 

new skills, and made me 

vulnerable, forced to trust 

God, and pray.  Doesn’t 

that long bike ride make 

sense now?  God knew 

He’d have to get me out, 

alone, completely vulner-

able, in the middle of tor-

nado-torn Kansas, for me 

to depend upon, call upon, and trust Him. 
 

      Months passed.  I trained almost cease-

lessly. I rode an average of 2.5 hours a day.  

On the weekends I did 3-6 hour rides de-

pending on the weather, my family’s sched-

ule, and my energy level.  To his credit, Bob 

more than rose to the occasion.  He sup-

ported me in every way—financially (a 

budget of $3,000), physically (when I fell 

asleep with the kids every single evening, 

he graciously let me stay there), and emo-

tionally (no words touch a 

woman’s heart quite like, 

“You’re too skinny to wear 

that).  I got stronger.  I 

learned.  I changed flat tires, attended a 

mechanic’s seminar, and rode 60 miles at a 

stretch.  I was actually doing it!  I moved in a 

haze of spin classes, long rides, and dinners 

constructed on the fly or not at all.  Soon, 

April arrived.  My departure date loomed.  

Set to leave May 7, fewer than two weeks 

remained.  I felt confident, prepared and 

strangely calm.  And though folks preached 

the flaws of the world whenever I explained 

my intent to ride alone (the world is full of 

evil) and rely on the generosity of others for 

lodging (you’re crazy, people are crazy, or 

some combination of the two) I clung stead-

fast to my feelings of peace and goodwill.  

My mantra: “God is good.  Lots of people 

are good.  God will lead me into safe situa-

tions, arm me with discernment, and teach 

me lessons that I sorely need about the na-

ture of His character and that of my own.”  

The words rolled off my lips.  It was practi-

cally second nature.  When met with 

naysayers (which happened a lot) the man-

tra, accompanied by a somewhat glazed 

look in my eye and a knowing smile, rolled 

off my tongue effortlessly. It was exactly 

then of course, that some fool let the darn 

devil in and he flipped the 

tape deck’s on-switch. 
 

      I’d like to say that hear-

ing the old voice didn’t 

throw me for a loop, that I 

didn’t almost quit, and that 

I didn’t daydream about 

faking an illness, or simply 

running away, but then I’d 

be a liar.  The warfare raged.  I really did 

almost cave.  But God met in my need as 

only He can.   On the morning of my depar-

ture surrounded by friends and family gath-

ered to bid me farewell and wish me safe 

travels, the space in my head was empty.  

The tape was silent.  In its place came the 

words of my husband, of my children, my 

neighbors, and my Lord and Savior. “You 

can!” “You are!’ “You will arrive victorious!”  

Their voices filled the empty spaces, urging 

me on, holding me up. 
 

      And 30 days later, with 

not a single flat tire to speak 

of; after nights spent in the 

backyards and spare bedrooms of 

strangers, high school rec rooms, the pews 

of country churches, and the floors of city 

halls; despite the tragedy of Joplin’s torna-

do, a swollen Mississippi River, and count-

less near misses that turned into near bless-

ings, I most surely did. 
 

Don’t be afraid; just believe!  

Mark 5:36 

God	knew	He’d	

have	to	get	me	out,	

alone,	completely	

vulnerable,	in	the	

middle	of	tornado-

torn	Kansas,	for	me	

to	depend	upon,	

call	upon,	and	trust	

Him.	

Riding Home Riding Home Riding Home Riding Home (continued)(continued)(continued)(continued)    

.		But	God	met	in	my	

need	as	only	He	can.				

The	truth	is	this—the	voice	

on	that	damnable	tape		

has	led	me	into	and	away	

from	and	around	every	

choice	I’ve	ever	made		

(and	didn’t	make).		
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Elaina Borden 
Age 8 

I	didn’t	ask	him	to	

pray	for	anything	

speci/ic,	but	I	think	

he	prayed	God’s	

heart.			

On August 22nd I was Baptized.  

This was the happiest & best day of my 

life.  I had wanted to be baptized for a 

long time.  Finally my mom and dad said 

“YES” I could! I didn’t get to share my sto-

ry with all of you that morning, so I am 

excited to be able to share some of it to-

day.     
 

             For about two years now, I have 

really been praying and reading my Bible 

on my own.  It was this summer that I 

found out that God has called me to pray 

for others.   
 

My family went to The Feast this 

summer.  It was awesome! During one of 

the worship sessions, a leader talked 

about the prayer team.  I knew right away 

that I wanted to be on this team.  When 

the session ended, I ran up to the leader 

to find out more.  She 

directed me on how 

to find the people on 

the prayer team.  Fi-

nally at lunch time I found a member and 

talked to her about joining them.  After 

she made sure I knew what praying and 

being on this team was all about she said 

“yes” I could join them.  I was so happy.  

This was with Betty Olson (Ingrid from our 

church’s mom).  We became prayer part-

ners. 
 

 The prayer team would meet be-

fore each of the worship services to pray 

for all of the seats and the people that 

would soon fill them.  We would pray for 

the people who would stand in the back 

too.  Then we would pray for the worship 

team and for the people doing sound and 

cameras.  Pretty much whatever God put 

on our hearts we would pray.   
 

On the last night of the Feast we 

had communion.  The prayer team all split 

up into pairs to pray for people.  I really 

wanted to do this, but since they had 

enough people already, I didn’t get to.  

After my family took communion together, 

I went to get prayer for myself.  Braulio 

was on the team with me and since he 

didn’t have a line I chose to go to him.  I 

didn’t ask him to pray for anything specif-

ic, but I think he prayed God’s heart.  

Braulio prayed that I would be filled with 

the Holy Spirit and that God would use me 

every single day of my life.  He put oil on 

me and said I was anointed to share 

God’s love with others.  I didn’t really 

know what anointed was, but when my 

mom explained it, I knew it was true.  I 

think that this is true for all of God’s chil-

dren.  Even the ones who are adults now.  

Braulio prayed for me in Spanish that 

night.  I loved this so much.  I wonder if 

God will let me serve with people that 

speak different lan-

guages.  I would love 

that so much too. 
 

I really love to pray for people.  

The more I pray, the more I love it and 

want to pray more.  For my baptism I was 

given a cute little journal with a pen from 

one of the men on the Feast prayer team.  

I use it to write down prayers so I don’t 

forget them.  Then I pray through it when-

ever I can.  Sometimes once a day, some-

times lots of times in a day.  I know that 

God has called me to pray.  The Holy 

Spirit helps me to know how.  If you don’t 

know what to pray all you have to do is 

ask the Holy Spirit.  You will be amazed at 

what He tells you.  
 

Getting to be a part of the Prayer 

Team at the Feast helped me to want to 

pray for our whole church too.  You are 

welcome to join me any Sunday morning 

starting at 8:00.  It’s awesome to be a part 

of what God is doing already in our 

church.  

Called and GiftedCalled and GiftedCalled and GiftedCalled and Gifted    

The	more	I	pray,	the	more	I	love	

it	and	want	to	pray	more.			

Elaina—far right 
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THIS	was	why	God	

had	told	me	to	

wait.		He	had	pre-

pared	me	to	take	on	

this	task.			

My Kids Hope JourneyMy Kids Hope JourneyMy Kids Hope JourneyMy Kids Hope Journey    
      In the summer of 2010, I was just emerg-

ing from a year and a half of struggling with 

anxiety and depression.  I was still feeling 

very fragile.  I heard through the rumor mill 

that Bert was introducing a new program to 

the church in which members of ECC would 

mentor elementary students.  I love working 

with kids and was very interested, but was 

cautious about starting anything new. 

 

      After 22 years of homeschooling, I had 

two kids in college and one getting perilously 

close.  I found myself with time on my hands 

and was grieving the end of those childhood 

years.  I was ready to jump into anything just 

to fill my days and take my mind off my sad-

ness.  However, the 

Lord kept prompting me 

to wait on Him. 

 

      Diane Mecham was 

originally planning to 

head up the new mentoring program, called 

KidsHope USA, but a change in employment 

forced her to step down from that.  She in-

formed me one day at church that as she had 

been praying about who could take over for 

her, God had told her that I was the one.  Boy, 

did that set my knees to knocking!  I said I’d 

pray about it, but frankly figured that God was 

going to have to knock me over the head if He 

wanted me to take on this task. 

 

      Finally, Bert asked to meet with me, and 

made me the official offer.  Would I consider 

being ECC’s director of KidsHope USA?  He 

explained more about the organization:  one 

church, one school, one mentor, one child, 

one hour per week.  He explained that if it 

sounded too simple, then I’d gotten the con-

cept.  I would get to mentor a child myself as 

well as recruit, train, and coordinate other 

mentors.  Well, guess what?  When Bert said 

those words, I felt as if a flower was blooming 

in my heart in response.  THIS was why God 

had told me to wait.  He had prepared me to 

take on this task.  You know how sometimes 

when the pastor asks you to do something, 

you step in reluctantly because you think you 

“should” do it?  Well, this was not the case.  I 

knew that this was what God wanted me to do 

and was eager to begin.  After checking in 

with my husband and praying with friends, all 

was confirmed and I said, “yes!” 

      Working with KidsHope has been a great 

faith stretcher for me.  I’ve had to step outside 

my comfort zone and take some risks.  Would 

God provide enough mentors?  How would all 

the timing work out?  I had to make presenta-

tions to the church and the school and talk to 

lots of people.  Now those of you that know 

me may think that that comes easily to me, 

but actually, my tendency is to stress over 

each of these challenges.  But every time I 

started to succumb to worry, the Father would 

remind me that this was HIS ministry that He 

had called me to, and He would provide. 

 

      When I attended director training, our in-

structors said that one of our biggest challeng-

es would be recruiting 

enough men to be mentors.  

I began to pray that God 

would lead enough men to 

become mentors so that we 

would have a 50-50 split of 

men and women.  Well, sure enough, our first 

set of 10 mentors was comprised of 5 men 

and 5 women.  The national office even asked 

me what was my secret for recruiting men?  I 

told them that I prayed. 

 

      We had a slow but encouraging start for 

our first year.  We matched 6 mentors and 

students at Werner Elementary.  The principal 

there, Hayden Camp, knows the Lord and has 

been our biggest cheerleader.  Sarah Arndt, 

who attends ECC, is a first-grade teacher at 

Werner and has been a great contact person 

at the school, encouraging teachers to refer 

students to us. 

 

      Unfortunately, due to confidentiality, I can’t 

share any specific student stories here, but I 

can say generally that our feedback has been 

fantastic.  We have kids that struggle with 

subjects who are improving in reading and 

math.  We have students that are growing in 

self-confidence because one special person 

loves them and spends time with them.  The 

teachers and parents are encouraged by the 

progress they see and there are beautiful rela-

tionships developing. 

 

      One of my favorite parts of this program is 

seeing how God directs the matches between 

students and mentors.  I pray about which 

mentor would best work with each student, 

Frances Way 

God	had	told	her	that	I	was	

the	one.		Boy,	did	that	set	my	

knees	to	knocking!			
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and every time I see God do something awe-

some!  For instance, I never matched myself 

with a student last year, because other men-

tors seemed to be right in each situation.  

Then, at the beginning of school this year, the 

counselor mentioned a little girl who needed a 

mentor who had experience with moving back 

to the US from living overseas.  Guess what?  

That was me! 

 

      This year, 8 of our 10 mentors are contin-

uing on with us and five of them will be contin-

uing with their same students.  After a presen-

tation at Werner last week, we already have 

SIX new students who are eager to have 

mentors.  So once again, I find myself tempt-

ed to worry:  where will these new mentors 

come from?  How will I recruit them?  But my 

loving Father has reminded me that He will do 

it, so I am excited to see who He will bring? 

 

      Is it you?  Did a “flower bloom in your 

heart” as you read this article?  Do you have 

one hour a week to make a difference in the 

life of a child?  Is God calling you?  If so, I’d 

love to hear from you! 
 

 

Dan Seavey 

My Story of Racial RighteousnessMy Story of Racial RighteousnessMy Story of Racial RighteousnessMy Story of Racial Righteousness    
I must start by making a confession, I 

cannot go any further until I lay it all on the 

line; show all my cards. Here it goes- My fo-

cus on attending the Invitation to Racial Right-

eousness was not how to achieve racial right-

eousness; it was to make connections and 

hopefully establish relationships with others 

from different cultures.  After moving from Chi-

cago to Colorado; first Grand Junction then 

Fort Collins, one thing (besides food) I missed 

and still miss about Chicago is the diverse 

culture. I miss the vast palette of people all 

around me, people-watching on State Street, 

Lake Shore Drive, Lincoln Ave, or wherever 

and watching people walk, 

talk and live by different 

beats. I miss being able to 

visit different countries without 

needing a passport; all I had 

to do is walk a street or two. This is why I 

came to the Invitation to Racial Righteous-

ness Seminar. I didn’t really think about the 

title of the seminar until 5 minutes before it 

started. I thought, “what is this going to be 

about?” “What does Racial Righteousness 

mean?” “Why do I need an invitation?” “I nev-

er got an invitation in the mail”  

 

       If I were to state two words about what I 

thought about the IRR workshop, it would be 

enlightening, and disturbing. It was a time 

shared  in “communities” within a community 

of members from two churches: Evangelical 

Covenant Church and Abyssinian Covenant 

Church. They are two very different churches 

in the Evangelical Covenant Denomination; 

We are a predominantly white church and 

ACC is a predominantly black church. Being a 

white male, I did not think there was still a 

racial problem, I thought Martin Luther King 

Jr.’s Dream came to pass as well as Paul 

McCartney’s song Ebony and Ivory? Boy, was 

I wrong. Some statistics that were presented 

at the workshop showed the opposite, and 

might be worse since MLK. It may not be as 

evident as segregation and other racial injus-

tices, but it still exists and many fellow broth-

ers and sisters in Christ from ACC were able 

to give us first-hand account 

that it still is very real and evi-

dent today, here in Fort Col-

lins and even in church. One 

quote that was shared was 

“the most segregated time of the week is 

10:00am on Sunday.”  

 

       How do we achieve racial righteousness 

here? I don’t think we can here on earth, but 

we partner with those of different cultures, 

share life, victories, defeats, joys, sorrows, 

and happiness. And we can “Strive toward the 

kingdom vision reflected in Revelation 7:9”  

After this I looked, and there before me was a 

great multitude that no one could count, from 

every nation, tribe, people and language, 

standing before the throne and before the 

Lamb. They were wearing white robes and 

were holding palm branches in their hands.  

...the	most	segregated	

time	of	the	week	is	

10:00am	on	Sunday.		

I	thought,	

“what	is	this	going	

to	be	about?”	

“What	does	Racial	

Righteousness	

mean?”	“Why	do	I	

need	an	invita-

tion?”	“I	never	got	

an	invitation	in	the	

mail”		
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In Search of Thin PlacesIn Search of Thin PlacesIn Search of Thin PlacesIn Search of Thin Places    

      Our visit to Scotland and especially 
Iona was long anticipated and had been 
in the planning process for monthsJa 
gift of sabbatical rest from all of you, our 
Covenant Church family. 
 
      Traveling to Iona is not, however, a 
journey of convenience. We left Ft. Col-
lins on September 15th flying from Den-
ver to Glasgow where we rented a car 
and drove through the picturesque Scot-
tish Highlands (albeit on the WRONG 
side of very narrow winding roads) to 
Oban. In Oban we, and our car, board-
ed the Cal-Mac Ferry for the 45 minute 
ride to Craignure on the island of Mull. 
The 38 mile single track road (did I men-
tion they drive on the wrong side of the 
road with the steering wheel on the 
WRONG side of the car?) across Mull 
eventually delivered us to the small port 
village of Fionnphort where we ditched 
the car (figuratively speaking) and 
boarded a final smaller ferry, crossed 
the Sound of Iona to the main, and only 
village on the island. It’s called “Baile 
Mo’r”, translated Big Town, though it is 
anything but. And like most visitors to-
day and back through time, Lexi and I 
were on foot for the rest of our Iona 
stay. Only residents and essential ser-
vice providers are permitted to have ve-
hicles on the island. 
 
      Iona’s place and influence in Chris-
tian history is widely disproportionate to 
its size. The island is an insignificant dot 
on the map. In fact some maps don’t 
even bother to name it. It’s only three 
and a half miles long and a mile and a 
half wide at its widest point. There are 
no grand attractions here; only about a 
hundred permanent residents who are 
easily out numbered by the sheep popu-
lation that roam the green rolling hills 
completely unattended.  
 

The landscape is stark. There are very 
few trees on this wind swept isle sur-
rounded by aquamarine water. 
 
      So, why DO people from all over the 
world go to such effort and expense to 
visit this remote place? Why did WE? A 
good part of the answer to that question 
lies in the history and presence of Celtic 
Christianity.  One author wrote, “Visitors 
to Iona today are still captivated by the 
light, the colors of the rocks and stones, 
the wildness of the Atlantic waves and 
winds, the remoteness and perhaps 
most of all a sense of the Spirit of God 
who has moved and inspired many gen-
erations of Christian people.”  
 
      We had the opportunity to worship in 
the Abbey Church with the Iona commu-
nity and other guests. As we shared 
communion on that first Sunday morn-
ing I was struck with a deep sense of 
connectedness, not only with those sit-
ting around us, but with others who had 
sojourned and worshipped there 
through the centuries. It was truly a 
touching reminder of the Oneness we 
share in Christ. 
 
     Iona represents and embodies the 
Celtic way of seeing the world. It is the 
center point for the diffusion of Celtic 
Christianity. Theirs was a Christianity 
which was not Mediterranean-based. It 
emerged on the fringes of Europe by 

people 
who 
knew 
nothing 
of 
Rome 
or of 
urban 
civiliza-
tion. It 
came 

Tom Glossi  

The	awareness	of	

God’s	presence	is	

nearly	palpable.		
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(continued)(continued)(continued)(continued)    

out of a rural people in whom personal 
relationships were of paramount im-
portance – not only relationships be-
tween people, but relationships with the 
creation and its creatures, and not least, 
between this world and the next. It was 
a Christianity that spoke as much to the 
heart as to the head. Celtic Spirituality 
cannot be understood simply in cerebral 
termsJ being closer to poetry and, like 
poetry, can be rather elusive.   
 
      At the center of the Celtic world 
though is the conviction that this world is 
God’s world and He is known in and 
through it. There is a profound sense of 
the immanence of GodJ of an all-
pervading presence. It’s an approach to 
life in which God breaks in on the ordi-
nary, the daily, mundane, and earthly. It 
is very much a “down to earth” spirituali-
ty where God informs daily life and 
transforms it, so that any moment, any 
object, any job or place of work, can be-
come the time and the place for a God 
encounter. It’s just a matter of visionJ 
of seeing and listening.  
 
      The Celts had a name for particular 
geographical locations where the physi-
cal and spiritual came close to each oth-
er in a special, almost tangible way. 
They believed the line between the spirit 
world and the physical world was tissue 
paper thin and referred to these sites as 

“thin places”.  We found Iona to be one 
such thin place. During our three day 
visit to this tiny island we were im-
mersed in a quiet peace. Everything 
stops on Iona. The awareness of God’s 
presence is nearly palpable. Something 
you can almost reach out and touch. 
Iona invites those who visit, to wander 
and explore, to rest and be quiet, to 
steep in and absorb the peace of God’s 
presence. 
 
      Celtic Spirituality has always been 
clear about the role and importance of 
solitary life, whether for a certain time in 
a week or month, or for a certain period 
during a lifetime. The underlying princi-
ple is that a life of work and activity finds 
meaning and purpose when it is bal-
anced and nourished with times of with-
drawal into solitude and silence. That 
was the gift of, not only our visit to the 
sacred place and space of Iona, but of 
my three month sabbatical as a whole. It 
was simply a gift of time to walk with 
God and for God to walk with us.  
 
      Our journey to this tiny island and to 
Scotland in general, was a special gift 
for Lexi and I and God met us where we 
were. And the good news is, as unique 
and special as Iona is, it isn’t the only 
“thin place” to encounter Gods pres-
ence. As we continue to reflect on our 
experience we find that we are being 
drawn to the thin places in our daily 
livesJin relationships, in our work and 
ministry, in our home and in the routine 
of life. 
 
      We are filled with gratitude for this 
generous sabbatical opportunity! 

...so	that	any	mo-

ment,	any	object,	

any	job	or	place	of	

work,	can	become	

the	time	and	the	

place	for	a	God				

encounter.		
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4825 South Lemay Avenue, Fort Collins, CO 80525  

970.223.6507  |   info@fccov.org   |   www.fccov.org 

Have a reflection or story you’d to like to share? 
Let’s start by contacting the office. 


